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OltAl’TEK I 

AtmOHS LONDONT BKIIXiM 

A {JEKTr.KMAN, iKjtoworthy fora livoly countenance and a 
waintooat to match it, cnming Loudon Bridge at noon on 
a gUHty April day, was almost magically detached from 
his (umflict with gah^ by some sly strip of slipperim'ss^ 
abtmuding in tliat conduit of the markets, which had ntore 
or less adnutly perfornHsl the tri(*,k upon preceding passen- 
gtu\s, ami miw laid this om^ flat amid the Hhudle of ftud., 
peaceful ft)r tlic uunuent as the uneomjdaining who have 
gome t() Sabrina bem^ath the ti<les. He was tmhurt, (juite 
sound, mtu’cly asbrnished, In* remarked, in reply to the in- 
<iuiries of the first kiml helper at Ids elluiw; and it appcartul 
an ae,ce|>tahh^ statement of his (•ondition. lies laughtMl, 
sluiok his (!oat-t,ails, smootlied the Isw’.k of Ids head ratlicr 
thouglitfully, thankfully rec.eived his runaway hat, noddtsl 
bright beams to right ami left, ami making liglit of thc^ 
mmldy stigmas im|»rintetl by tlic* pavement, lie «cutte.rt‘d 
amitlnm shower of his msls and smiles aronmh to signify 
tlmt, as Ids gtanl friends would wish, he thoroughly felt his 
h'gs and e<mld walk unaitled. Ami lu' was in the u<di of 
doing it, (juestiiining ids familiar behind the waistcoat 
amay.etlly, la Ldl him how such a misadveuiurt^ could have 
(Hunirred to Idm of nil men, when a glance below his (thin 
discomposed Ids outward faese **Oh, (umfound the feh 
hiw! he saiil, witii simple frankness, ami wan humour- 
ously rut!lt»d, having seim absurd bhds of smutty knuckles 
distrilmte-d over the maiilen waistcoat. 

I 
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His outcry was no more than the confidential connimni- 
<3atioii of a genial spirit with that distinctive article of 
-his attire. At the same time, for these friendly people 
^bout him to share the fun of the annoyance, he looked 
hastily brightly back, seeming with the contraction of his 
brows to frown, on the little band of observant Samari- 
tans j in the centre of whom a man who knew himself 
honourably unclean, perhaps consequently a bit of a polit- 
ical jewel, hearing one of their number confounded f(U' 
his pains, and by the wearer of a superfine dashing-white 
waistcoat, was moved to take notice of the total delieiemy 
•of gratitude in this kind of gentleman’s look and pocket. 
If we ask for nothing for helping gentlemen to stand u]>- 
right on their legs, and get it, we expect civility into the 
bargain. Moreover, there are reasons in nature why w(^ 
<5hoose to give sign of a particular surliness when our 
wealthy superiors would have us think their condescend- 
ing grins are cordials. 

The gentleman’s eyes were followed on a second hurried 
•downward grimace, the necessitated wrinkles of which 
•could be stretched by malevolence to a semblance of 
haughty disgust; reminding us, through our readings in 
journals, of the wicked overblown Prince Eegent and his 
•Court, together with the view taken of honest labour in 
the mind of supercilious luxury, even if indebted to it 
freshly for a trifle; and the hoar-headed nineteeuth-(‘en- 
tury billow of democratic ire craved the word to be s<‘t 
'■swelling. 

“ Am I the fellow you mean, sir? ” the man said. 

He was answered, not ungraciously: “All right, my 
man.” 

But the balance of our public equanimity is prone to 
"violent antic bobbings on occasions when, for examjile, an 
•ostentatious garment shall appear disdainful of o\ir class 
-and ourself, and coin of the realm has not usurped com- 
mand of one of the scales: thus a fairly ])leasant answer, 
cast in persuasive features, provoked tlie retort — 

“ There you ’re wrong; nor would n’t be.” 

What ’s that? ” was the gentleman’s musical inquiry. 
That ’s flat, as you was half a minute ago,” the maji 
rejoined. 
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All, well, don't be impudent," the gentleman said, by 
way of amiable remonstrance before a parting. 

“And none of your dam punctilio," said the man. 

^ Their exchange rattled smartly, without a direct hos* 
tiliiy, and the gentleman stepped forward. 

It was observed in the crowd, that after a few paces he 
put two fingers on the back of his head. 

They might suppose him to be condoling with his recent 
mishap. But, in fact, a thing had occurred to vex him 
more than a descent upon the pavement or damage to his 
waistcoat's whiteness: he abominated the thought of an 
altercation with a member of the mob; he found that enor- 
mous beast comprehensible only when it applauded him ; 
and besides he wished it warmly well ; all that was good 
for it; plentiful dinners, country excursions, stout menage- 
rie bars, music, a dance, and to bed: he was for patting, 
stroking, petting the mob, for tossing it sops, never for 
irritating it to show an eye-tooth, much less for causing 
it to exhibit the grinders: and in endeavouring to get at 
the grounds of his dissension with that dirty-fisted fellow, 
the recollection of the word ^punctilio shot a throb of pain 
to the spot where his mishap had rendered him suscep- 
tible. Headache threatened — and to him of all men! 
Bixt was there ever such a word for drumming on a 
cranium ? Ihizzles are presented to us now and then in 
the coxirse of our days; and the smaller they are the 
bettor for the purpose, it would seem; and they come in 
rattle-boxes, they are actually children's toys, for what they 
contain, but not the less do they buzz at our understand- 
ings and insist that they break or we, and, in either case, 
to show a mere foolish idle rattle in hollowness. Or 
does this happen to us only after a fall ? 

He tried a suspension of his mental efforts, and the 
word was like the clapper of a disorderly bell, striking 
through him, with rev(»rl)erations, in the form of interro- 
gations, as to how he, of all men living, could by any 
chance have*, got into a wrangle, in a thoroixghfare, on 
London Bridget, of all places in the world! — he, so popu- 
lar, renowned for his affability, bis amiability; having no 
(liBlike to common dirty dogs, entii'ely the reverse, liking 
them and doing his best for them; and accustomed to 
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receive tlieir applause. And in what way had he offered 
a hint to bring on him. the charge of punctilio ? 

‘‘But I am treating it seriously he said, and jerked a 
dead laugh while fixing a button of his coat. 

That he should have treated it seriously, furnished next 
the subject of cogitation; and here it was plainly sug- 
gested, that a degradation of his physical system, owing 
to the shock of the fall, must be seen and acknowledged ; 
for it had become a perverted engine, to pull him down 
among the puerilities, and very soon he was worrying at 
punctilio anew, attempting to read the riddle of the appli- 
cation of it to himself, angry that he had allowed it to be 
the final word, and admitting it a famous word for the 
closing of a controversy : — it banged the door and rolled 
drum-notes; it deafened reason. And was it a London 
cockney crow-word of the day, or a word that had stuck 
in the fellow^s head from the perusal of his pothouse news- 
paper columns ? 

Furthermore, the plea of a fall, and the plea of a shock 
from a fall, required to account for the triviality of the 
mind, were humiliating to him who had never hitherto 
missed a step, or owned to the shortest of collapses. This 
confession of deficiency in explosive repartee — using a 
friend's term for the ready gift — was an old and a rueful 
one with Victor Radnor. His godmother Fortune denied 
him that. She bestowed it on his friend Fenellan, and 
little else. Simeon Fenellan could clap the halter on a 
coltish mob; he had positively caught the roar of cries and 
stilled it, by capping the cries in turn, until the people 
cheered him; and the effect of the scene upon Victor 
Radnor disposed him to rank the gift qf repartee higher 
than a certain rosily oratorical that he was permitted to 
tell himself he possessed, in bottle if not on draught. 
Let it only be explosive repartee: the well-fused bomb, 
the bubble to the stone, echo round the horn. Fenellan 
would have discharged an extinguisher on p^inctilio in 
emission. Victor Radnor was unable to cope with it 
reflectively. 

Ko, but one doesn't like being beaten by anything! he 
replied to an admonishment of his better mind, as he 
touched his two fingers, more significantly dubious than 
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the whole hand, at the back of his head, and checked or 
stemmed the current of a fear. For he was utterly unlike 
himself; he was dwelling on a trifle, on a matter discern- 
ibly the smallest, an incident of the streets; and although 
he refused to feel a bump or any responsive notification of 
a bruise, he made a sacrifice of his native pride to his 
intellectual, in granting that lie must have been shaken, 
so childishly did he continue thinking. 

Yes, well, and if a tumble distorts our ideas of life, and 
an odd word engrosses our speculations, we wre poor crea- 
tures, he addressed another friend, from whom he stood 
constitutionally in dissent, naming himColney; and under 
pressure of the name, reviving old wrangles between them 
upon maids present acliievements and his probable des- 
tinies: especially upon England’s grandeur, vitality, 
stability, her intelligent appreciation of her place in the 
universe; not to B])eak of the historic dignity of Loudon 
City. Colney had to be overcome afresh, and he tied, 
but managed, with two or three of his bitter phrases, to 
make a cuttle-fish tight of it, that oppressivcdy shadowed 
his vanquisher : — 

The I)amel Lambert of Cities: the Female Armmtanf of 
Nations: — and such like, wretched stuff, pi'0])er to Colney 
Durance, easily dis|[)ersed and out-laughed when we have 
our vigour. We have as much as we need of it in sum- 
moning a coutem])tu<ms Pooh to our lips, with a shrug at 
venomous dyspcqiaia. 

Neverth(di‘ss, a malignant sketch of Colney’s, in the 
which Hengist and Horsa, our fishy Saxon originals, in 
niodtu’u garb of livtuynian and gaitered squire, fla.t-headed, 
paunchy, assiduously servih*, are shown blacking Ihui- 
LsraeFs boots and grooming the princely stud of tlu‘ dew, 
had conu^ so innir to Victor llaclnor’s apf)reheusions of a 
possibles, if not an impending, consumma-tiou, that the 
ghastly vision of the tfe.w Dominant in London City, over 
England, ovtu* Kuroixq Annudea, tin* world (a ])ieture 
drawn in libu'ary siq)ia. by (!olney: with our poor hang- 
neck population un(».ertain about making a bell- rope of the 
forelock to tin'. Saiyr-snouty luastcn-; and the Norman T^ord 
de. Waremne handing him fora lump sum son and daughb'r, 
botii to be Ilijbrai'.'aul in their different ways), fastened on 
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the most mercurial of patriotic men, 
length plunge into despondency. 

It lasted nearly a minute. His recov 
instance due to the calling on himself ^ 
ancient and glorious country; nor 
tacle of the shipping, over the parap^"^ 
hundreds of masts rising out of the 
don^s unrivalled mezzotint and the Ci^y 
haustible argument: he gained it rath^^‘ 
demand of an animated and thirsty fran^ 
sions. Commonly he was too hot wi'tla 
airy fancies above it, when crossing 'thi 
in freshness on its wonders; though a p 
him alive to them; a suggestion of tho 
condemned to admire in despair of outst; 
worsted; or when a Premier’s line infl^^ 
scene at City banquets — exciting 
waggery in memory; or when Eng]an<^^ 
the Leading Article, blew bellows, ari(3- 
lieges. 

That a phrase on any other subject; 
same effect, in relation to it, may 
lightly kindled. The scene, however, • 
of attractiveness at the instant. Down 
horizontal pillars of a strong tide from 
bridge, breaking to wild water at a remo 
ISTorthern cheek of curdling pipeing 
between the Tower and the Custom Hoxi 
to whip and ridge the flood against cTe 
long tail of stern-ajerk empty barges ; 
slowly noseing round off the wharf-crfxi 
swirl the screw; and half- bottom-up w a.: 
harpooner beside their whale ; along an a 
lously golden, of the deputy masts of al 1 
woodland, every rag aloft curling to voln: 
spouts and the mounds of steam, and rolls 
there, variously undulated, curved to van i s 
ashift with the whirl and dash of a veryr *1 
cloud overhead. 

Surely a scene pretending to sublimity ' 

Gazeing along that grand highway o 
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forest, your London citizen of good estate has reproached 
his country’s poets for not pouring out, succinctly and 
melodiously, his multitudinous larvae of notions begotten 
by the scene. For there are times when he would pay to- 
have them sung; and he feels them big; he thinks them 
human in their bulk; they are Londinensian; they want 
but form and hre to get them scored on the tablets of the 
quotable at festive boards. This he can promise to his- 
poets. As for otherwhere than at the festive, Commerce 
invoked is a Goddess that will have the reek of those 
boards to fill her nostrils, and poet and alderman alike may 
be dedicate to the sublime, she leads them, after two sniffs 
of an idea concerning her, for the dive into the turtle- 
tureen. Heels up they go, poet first — a plummet he ! 

And besides it is barely possible for our rounded citizen, 
in the mood of meditation, to direct his gaze off the bridge 
along the waterway North-eastward withotxt beholding as 
an eye the glow of whitebait’s bow-window by the river- 
side, to the front of the summer sunset, a league or so 
down stream; where he sees, in memory savours, the 
Elysiau end of Commerce: frontispiece of a tale to fetch 
us up the out-wearied spectre of old Apicius; yea, and 
urge Crispinus to wheel his purse into the market for the 
purchase of a costlier mullet! 

But is the Jew of the usury gold becoming our despot- 
king of Commerce ? 

In that case, we do xiot ask our country’s poets to com- 
pose a single stanza of eulogy’s rhymes — far from it. 
Far to the contrary, we bid ourselves remember the sons 
of whom we are; instead of revelling in the fruits of Com- 
merce, we shoot scornfully past those blazing bellied win- 
dows of the aromatic dinners, and beyoxid Thames, away 
to the fishermen’s dee|)B, Ohl England’s luitive element, 
where tlie strentious ancestry of a race yet and ever manful 
at the stress of trial are heard around and aloft whistling 
us back to the splendid strain of nuiscle, and spray fringes 
cloud, and strong heart rides the briny scoop'^ and hil- 
locks, and Death and Man arc*! at grip for the ha\il. 

There we find our nationality, our poetry, no Hebrew 
competing. 

We dos or there at least we left it. Whether to recovei 
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it when wanted, is not so certain. Humpy Tleiigist aiul 
dumpy Horsa, quitting ledger and coronet, might recnir in 
their sea bow-legs and red-stubble chins, might take to tludr 
tarpaulins again; they might renew their mauinuxl on tlie 
capture of cod; headed by Harald and Hardilumt* tiiov 
might roll surges to whelm a Dominant Jew clean gone 
the fleshpots and eifeminacy. Aldernum (d* our amdtust 
conception, they may teach him that he has btuui backs iiil™ 
ing once more, and must repent in ashes, as tlmse who are 
for jewels, titles, essences, banquets, for walhoving in 
slimy spawn of lucre, have ever to do. They dispossess 
him of his greedy gettings. 

And how of the Law ? 

But the Law is always, and must ever b(», Law of 
the stronger. 

— Ay, but brain beats muscle, and what if the Jtnv 
should prove to have superior power of brain ? A <ireadt*tl 
hypothesis ! Why, then you see the insurgent Sax(ju seamen 
■fr (of the names in two syllables with accejit on the tlrst), 

and their Danish captains, and it may be but a reinnant of 
high-nosed old Konnan Lord de Warenne beside Mmuu, in 
I the criminal box: and presently the Jt'w smoking a giant 

I regalia cigar on a balcony giving view of a gallows tree. 

|. But we will try that: on our side, to back a native pug- 

I ' nacity, is morality, humanity, fraternity nature \h rights, 

i aha! and who withstands them? on his, a troop of 

I ’ mercenaries ! 

I — And that lands me in Red Republicanism, a h(q> and 

I a skip from Socialism! said Mr. Radnor, and ehuck!t»d 

ironically at the natural declivity he hud come to. Htill, 

L there was an idea in it. . . , 

' • .A short run or attempt at running after the idea, emled 

in pain to his head near the spot wlnu'C th<^ haunting wortt 
? punctilio caught at any excuse for clamouring. 

Yet we cannot relinquish an idea that was ours; wo are 
vowed to the pursuit of it, Mr. Radnor lighted un tln^ 
tracks, by dint of a thought flung at his partner Mr. Ineh- 
ling s dread of the Jews. Inchling dreaded Scottdumm as 
well, and Americans, and Armenians, and (iri*ekH: latti^rlv 
Germans hardly less; but his dread of absorption in Jcwrv 
signifying subjection, had often precipitated a dephmabbi 
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Klirujj;, in wliieli Victor Itadiior now ])crceivo(l tlie skirts of 
his idea, to a fancy that something of the idt‘a must; 

have struck Jnc.hling when lu^ shrugge(l: th(‘ idt‘a, heiug 
. . . iit‘ had lost it aga.in. Deliuition scanned to he au 
c^xtirpating eiunuy of this idc^a, or siu^ was hy nature shy, 
She was very femiuinta coming wluni sht‘ wilhul and ilyiug 
whem wanttal. .Not until nigh u[)on lhc‘ close of his luist.ory 
did she returuj full-statureci and emhrat'.eable, to Vi<‘t()r 
Radnor. 


OIIAPTKR 11 

TIUUUTOn THE VACJI'E 'IM) THE INIONITELV TJTTLK 

TiiK fair dealing with readcnxs denuands of us, that a nar- 
rativt* sluiil mh. proeccal at slowtu’ pace' than h‘gs of a man 
in motion; and we are still Init little' more', than midway 
across Londem bridge. Ihit if a man's mind is tola* taken 
as a part of him, tin* likening of it, at an introduction, to 
au army cm tin* tqx'ning mareh of a. grt‘at eaiupaign, should 
pU'ad t'xeuses for tardy forward mov<*m(*nts, in camsich'ra- 
tion of thc^ large amount of mattc'r yem have*, to rt‘vi(‘.w' 
In* fort' you eau at all imagint'. yours<*lvt^s to have* made*, his 
accpiaintancc*, Ihiis it is md uec(*ssary to do whc'U you are. 
set astride* the c*nehantt*d horse* of tin* Talc*, whie.U h^a-vt^s 
the* man’s mind a,t Inmn* whiles htc p(*rfornis tin* <h‘<*ds he*,- 
fitting him: he* can inde<*d la* r:ipich Wheth(*r mcna* active*, 
is a c[uestiou asking ior your notions of tln^ g{»vt*rning 
c*lt*nH*nt in tln^ t*omposition of man, and ed* his prc‘se*nt 
lmsinc*ss lien*. Tiie Tale* inspirits one's earlier ardours, 
■w!n*n Wi*. sped without baggage*, wh(*n the Impossihlc* was 
wiu'^s to imagiua/tion, ami hc*rom s<*ulptur<* the* simplcmt 
act of the! chisel. It clot’s not advance*, ’t is true*; it drives 
the whirl ijfig eire*h* round and round the* single* existing 
<a*ntral point; hut it is enric.lied with applause* of the*, hoys 
and girls of lH»th a.ge‘S in this land; and all the Rnglish 
critics heap tlmir honours on its brave* old Himpliedty: — 
emr national litoruj'V flag, whicdi signali'/cs us while* we^ 
float, suhMt*t|Uently to flap ahovti the* shallows, (hu* may 
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sigh for it. An ill-fortuiuHl w!u» !kis by fat 

direction been brought to see with liist inetiirss that iiia 
not as much comprised in external features as tin. 
will be devoted to the task of tin* fuller pert raiiurf*. 

After his ineffectual catching: at the v<.!atih. idi*a, 
Eadnor found repose in thoughts of his daughter asul 
dear mother. They had begged him te put iui an nvrr, 
this day of bitter wind, or a vsilkeii kerehief for the fhn 
Faithful to the Spring, it ha<l he<*n Ins habit siuee b(*\ h 
to show upon his person something ef tijt- hue ut the \vv 
month, the white of the daisied meadtuv, aud allhetudi 
owned a light overcoat to dangle I nun .-da *u Idem at 
Opera crush, he declim*d to wear it ter piMteTtiuja | 
gesture of shaking and expanding whruever 1]^. 
request was urged on him, signiheii a phyM»‘al (»pp*,sii 
to the control of ganiu‘nts. Meehainealiv uou u 


doating m fancy over the couple heserefniu: lum, la. p, 
ened the button across his defm*ed \\au4ei at, I'xpuaa 
large measure of chest to Haws <d' a wind ! arbrd on N 
wegian peaks by the brew(‘rs of lamgh and eatan h iVu’ 
women of the whistling chmts, in the piu tg mir dulu- 
He braved them ; he starved the profer.aten. Hi* %\a‘. f 
man in fifty thousand who desjdses lujatjlr »’h ua-iga 
goes unpunished, calmly ertnt among a aneemig and tu 
bled host as a lighthouse overhead <d‘ hreerv tfeVia. q 
coursing of his blood was by compari-'fn elrr} i o a] , hr I 
not the sensation of cold, other than that ig :u/rfbgf 
the elements to arouse hinij and so ^purk ^aa Itr, thrm' 

. this fine animation, to feci, think, act, tliat fh»‘ rlin e ^ 

' cessive tributaries^ of coudu{‘t appean-d :u. an irngiref 
flash and a gainesterks daring in the %‘tuii fn men w h<. I 
no deep knowledge of him and his bghtniug antlimr 
tor measuring, sounding, and dt*(d<iimg. 

Naturally he was amon<r the hai.p.- it „f hutuaii ,t: 
tares; he willed it sci. witli „f ,-uv,uu,Uau,-.-<t 

boisterous consent, as wh.-n an- iv-kun.-.i t,,r 

favourite candidate: excel, tiuK' tli.- p;ut „( a siu 
band of black dissentients in a a i.unnt,. 

body, devihp i„ their irreconcilahilitv. wl... n,.,u.t: 
their strus^de ta provoke discord, with a .tv .ii-uduM 
the one error of his youth, the sole I, ...I el' a. i.al 




TEmOUGH THE VAGUE TO THE INFINITELY lATTLE 11 


tipou hi« antecedents. But do we listen to them ? Shall 
we not have them turned out? lie gives the sign for it; 
and he leaves his buoying constituents to outroar them; 
and he tells a friend tluit it was not, as one may say, an 
error, althoiigh an erratic step: but let us explain to our 
bosom friend; it was a step (|uite unregrettcd, gloriiul in; 
a step deliberattdy luarktui, to b(^ done again, were the 
time rtmewed: it was a step necessitated ^emphatically) by 
a falst‘ preceding sti‘p; and having youtm to plead fur it, 
in tin^ first iustamm, youth and ignorance; and secondly, 
and O how de(*ply truly! Love. Deep true love, proved 
by yt‘ars, is tht^ a<lvoeatt'. 

lie ttdls hitnself at tlie, same time, after lending ear to 
tlie advoeate’s eKtjrdium and a favouritf* sentenc.e, that, 
judgiul by the Powtu’S tto tluun only (uui he <^xpost'. the 
wliule skeh'ton-euphoard of tlui ease), judged by those 
clear-sighted Powers, he is exoneratcuL 

I'o !)e exoueratetl by those awful Pow(‘rs, is to be 
appHnanl. 

Ah to that, there is no doubt: whom they, all-secung, 
di.He.erniug as they do, atsput th(‘y justify. 

Whom tiiey justify, they <’.<implimeut. 

They, scHung all tdie facts, an* not uuiutelligetit of dis- 
tinctions, as the world is. 

What, it) them, is tln^ spot the. error ? — admitting 
it as an tirrur. 'rhey know it for a thing of eotivtuition, 
not tif Nature. We stand forth to plead it in pnsd' of aii 
adlun’iniee to Nat.un^’s laws: we aflinn, that far from a 
defilement, it is an illumination ami stamp of tiohility. 
On fdie tH‘loved who shares it with us, it is a Ht:i.mp of the 
liigln^st nobility. <hir world has many way.s for signifying 
its displeasure, hut it cannot hrantl an angel. 

This was ant>t!H*r favourite stmltnua* of Ij(»ve’s grand ora- 
tion for tin* deftnu’e. So sedn<*tiv<* w:is it to the lknv(*rs 
who sat in judgtnuent <ni the case, tliat Un*y all, whcni the 
sentetns'! c’ame, turned eyes upon tin* angel, and they 
smiiett. 

'rhey do not smile on tlie c<mdcmnald(n 

Stic, thmi, were he rehuktsl, would have strength to 
uplift him. And who, calling her his own, couhl he placed 
in secoml rank ainong the blissful! 
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Mr. Eadnor could rationally say that ho was madt* for 
happiness; he flew to it, lie breathed, dispensed it. Ht»vv 
conceive the clear-sighted celestial .Powers as oppt«siiig his 
claim to that estate? Not they. He knew, ter he luul 
them safe in the locked chamber of his breast, to vield 
him subservient responses. The world, or Puritanie luein- 
hers of it, had pushed him to the trial (uiee i>v twiei* - ur 
had put on an air of doing so; creating a temporary dis- 
turbance, ending in a merry duet with his daugid(‘r Nesta 
Victoria: a glorious trio when her mother Natalia, sweet 
lily that she was, shook the rainwater fnnn her enp ami 
followed the good example to shine in tlie sun. 

He had a secret for them. 

Nesta’s promising soprano, ami her mother’s. eoutia!tt«, 
and his baritone — a true baritone, not so well traim d as 
their accurate notes — should b(‘ rising in spiriftal tuai»n 
with the curtain of that secret: there was matter tor .-oug 
and concert, triumph and gratulation in it. Ami duiiug 
the whole passage of the bridge, In* ha<l not unre ra.Nt 
thought on a secret so palpitating, th(‘ eamse (d' the meni. 
ing’s expedition and a long year\s prosptau <d the | ri : onr 
day! It seemed to have been knocked elean out of h» . 
punctilioed out, Fenellan might say. Nor hail an\ cruj- 
binations upon the theme of busine.ss disphie«-d it.* .hr t 
before the fall, the whole drama of the unbdduig of ibat 
Secret was brilliant to his eyes as a sc<*m* <m a .stagf*. 

He refused to feel any sensible bruise ou his head, wjtli 
the admission that he perhaps might think he tVlt tao*: 
which was virtually no more than the fetding td* a ihotielit • 
— what his friend Dr, Peter Yatt would <lef}m* as reeling 
a rotifer astir in the curative compartment of a honors- 
patliic globule: and a playful fancy may d(» that i»r unv ** 
thing. Only, Sanity does not allow tlnriidhiitelv little Vu 
disturb us. 


^ Mr. Eadnor had a quaint experience of the eftV*c*ts of tin* 
infinitely little while threading his way to a haberdasle r's 
shop for new white waistcoats, HndeV the shadow of the 
representative, statue of City Corporatioim and Londords 
majesty, the figure of Royalty, worshipful in its maidded 

■“’"I"' tl... 

seas of fish and fruit below throw up a thin liuu of ihoir 
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drift;, ho stood contoiuplating tlio not unaniiahlo, repose- 
fully-jolly (riiolphic euuntenaiuHs from the loost* jowl to 
the bent knoo, as if it wt‘n^ a novelty to him; unwilling' 
it) trust himself to the roadway lu» iiad often traversed, 
equally careful that his h(‘sitatiou should not 1 h‘ staui. A. 
trith‘ more impressihlt‘, he might havt‘ imagimsl tlie smoky 
tigure and magnum of pursiness barring tlu‘ (Hty against 
him. He (‘ould have lauglu'd aloud at the hypotudsy be- 
hind his (piiet look of ]irovin(dal wombu-ment at Ijondon’s 
s<‘ul|itor\s a.rt; and he was ]»a.rtly tiekhMl as well by the 
singular tit of timidity enehaitiing him. Hart, omnibus, 
cab, van, ba,rrow, donkey-tray, went by in strings, broken 
liere anti tluu'e, and ht* (‘ouhl not indu<‘.e his legs to take 
atlva-ntagt* of the gaps; ht‘ listtunnl to a warning that he 
wttuld 1 h‘ down agaiti if ht» trit^d it, among thost^ wlnuds; 
;tn«l his nt*rvt\s tdutduul him, like a troop of houstdiold 
womtm, to ke<‘p him from tlu^ hazard of an tuKposure to 
the horrid t*rtmeh, ]»itiless as tiger’a te<‘t.h; ami we may 
say truly, that ouet‘ down, or once out of tlu^ rutted line, 
ytni arti food for lion and jackal — thti forces of tlu^ world 
will have you in their mandibh^s. 

An i(h»a was thtu'e too; Imt it would not ace(‘^)t jmrsuit. 

** A pretty send (overhead said a vtuee at has t‘ar. 

“ Ftir fine 1 — to-tlay at b'astd' Mr. Radnor alTubly nqdled 
to a stninger; and gazing on tin* face of his fri<‘ml Feuel- 
lan, knew the. vohnq and laughed: ** You ? Ht* straight- 
ened his ba(*k immediately to cross tin*, road, <lismissing 
nervousness as a va|Hmr, asking, between a cab and a van: 
**Anytlung doing in the (hty?” For Mr. FcnelhuFs 
proper stalnui fa<’tMl Westward. 

Yin* re|dy was d<dVrr(*d until they h:nl r<*a(dn*d the pavt*- 
nmut, wlnm !V!r. Finndlau saiil: *M HI tell you/’ and hjoked 
a dnbiiuus prt*fa<*t*, his friouiFs tliiidung. 

Ibit it was merely the nnmtal impiiry iollowing a glance 
at imnbspt)is on t.he (‘oat. 

\Xo Ul lunch; lunch with me, T must eat, tell me then, 
suJd Mr, Faduor, adding within himself: ‘‘Hmptimsss! 
want of ftHull’* t<i af’e.ount for re(*.ent ejactilations and 
qualms, lie had not eaten for a goo<l f(»ur h<mr.s, 

Feindlan's itnn* signifie<l t(» hin ftwerish simsibility of 
the nuutnmt, tiiat the matter was p*‘i‘sonal; ami tin* intima- 
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tion of a toucli on domestic affairs caused sinkings in Iiis 
vacuity, mncli as though his heart were having a fall. 

He mentioned the slip on the bridge, to explain his need 
to visit a haberdasher’s shop, and pointed at the waistcoat. 

Mr. Fenellan was compassionate over the Poor virgin 
of the smoky city! ” 

“They have their ready-made at these shops — last year’s 
perhaps, never mind, do for the day,” said Mr. Eadnor^ 
impatient for eating, now that he had spoken of it. ‘‘ A 
basin of turtle; I can’t wait. A brush of the coat; nuui 
must be dry by this time. Clear turtle, I think, with a 
bottle of tlie Old Veuve. Hot bad news to tell ? You like 
that Old Veuve ? ” 

“Too well to tell bad news of her,” said Mr. Fenellan 
in a manner to reassure his friend, as he intended. “ ^’ou 
wouldn’t credit it for the Spring of the year, without tho 
spotless waistcoat ? ” 

“Something of that, I suppose.” And so saying, IVIr. 
Eadnor entered the shop of his quest, to be coiapliuuuit.od 
by the shopkeeper, while the attendants climbed the laddtu- 
to upper stages for white-waistcoat boxes, on his hidng 
the iirst bird of the season; which it pleased him to hear; 
for the smallest of our gratifications in life could give a 
happy tone to this brightly-constituted gentleman. 


CHAPTER III 

0L1> VEXJVE 

They were known at the house of the turtle and tho 
attractive Old Veuve: a champagne of a sobered swcudness, 
of a great year, a great age, counting up to the extrenuu^ 
maturity attained by wines of stilly d(‘.pth8; and their 
worthy comrade, despite the wanton sparkles, for the pro- 
moting of the state of reverential wondernunit in rapture, 
which an ancient wine will lead to, well you wot, I'ho 
silly girly sugary crudity has given way to womanly 
suavity, matronly composure, with yet the sparkles; tiiey 


OJSD VEUVE 


15 


ascend j but hue and flavour tell of a soul that has come to 
a lodgement there. It conducts the youthful man to tem- 
ples of dusky thought; philosophers partaking of it are 
drawn by the arms of garlanded nymphs about their necks 
into the fathomless of inquiries. It presents us with a 
sphere, for the pursuit of the thing we covet most. It 
bubbles over mellowness; it has, in the marriage with 
Time, extracted a spice of individuality from the saccha- 
rine : by miracle, one would say, were it not for our knowl- 
edge of the right noble issue of Time when he and good 
things unite. There should be somewhere legends of him 
and the wine-flask. There must be meanings to that effect 
in the Mythology, awaiting uriravelment. For the subject 
opens to deeper than cellars, and is a tree with vast rami- 
fications of the roots and the spreading growth, whereon 
half if not all the mythic Gods, Inferior and Superior, 
Infernal and Celestial, might be shown sitting in concord, 
performing in concert, harmoniously receiving sacrificial 
offerings of the black or the white; and the black not 
extinguishing the fairer fellow. Tell us of a certainty 
that Time has embraced the wine-flask, then may it be 
asserted (assuming the great year for the wine, i. a. com- 
binations above) that a speck of the white within us who 
drink will conquer, to rise in main ascension over volumes 
of tiie black. It may, at a greater venture, but confidently, 
b(^ said in plain S[>eech, that the Baccluis of auspicious 
birth induces ever to the worship of the loftier Deities. 

Think as you will; forbear to come hauling up examples 
of malarious men, in whom these pourings of the golden 
rays of life breed fogs; and be moved, since you are 
sevaretdy under an obligation to hunt the meaning, in toler- 
an(‘.e of some dithyramhic inebriety of narration (quiver- 
ings of the reverent ])en) when we find ourselves entering 
<ur(dt* of a most magrndic polarity. Take it for not 
worse than actioiupunying choric flourishes, in accord with 
Mr. V^'itdior Radnor and Mr. Simeon Feuellau at their sip- 
ping of the venerable wine. 

S(‘ated in a <x)sy corner, near the grey City window edged 
with a sooty maze, they praised the wine, in the neuter 
and in the fe.ininiue; that for the glass, this for the widow- 
branded bottler; not as poets liynming; it was done in the 
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City manner, briefly, part pensively, like men travelling 
to the utmost bourne of flying flavour (a dell in iniinite 
sether), and still masters of themselves and at home.^ 

Such a wine, in its capturing permeation of us, insists 
on being for a time a theme. 

wonder I” said Mr. Radnor, completely restortul , t‘ye- 
ing his half-emptied second glass and his boon-fellow. 

“ Low ! ” Mr. Fenellaii shook head. 

“ Half a dozen dozen left ? ” 

“Nearer the half of that. And who \s the culprit ? 

“Old days! They won’t let me have another dozmi out 
of the house now.” 

“They’ll never hit on such another discovery in tlnnr 
cellar, unless tliey unearth a fifth corner.” 

“I don’t blame them for making the price prohibitive. 
And sound as ever! ” 

Mr. Radnor watched the deliberate constant as(‘(nit of 
bubbles through their rose-topaz traiispareiu*.y. He drank. 
That notion of the dish of turtle was an inspiration ot the 
right: he ought always to know it for the want of n^phni- 
ishmeiit when such a man as he went quaking. His Iat<\st 
experiences of himself were incredible; but tlu‘y passed, 
as the dimples of the stream. He flnished his third glass. 
The bottle, like the cellar-wine, was at ebb: unlike the 
cellar-wine, it could be set flowing again. He pratthal, in 
the happy ignorance of compulsion : 

“■Fenellan, remember, I had a sort of right to the. wine 
' — to the best I could get; and this Old Veuve, mon*. than 
any other, is a bridal wine! We heard of (Jiulia San- 
fredini’s marriage to come off with the Spanish .Duke, and 
drank it to the toast of our little Nesta’s godmotlnu'. I 
told you. We took the girl to the Opera, when <[uite a 
little one — that high: — and I declare to you, it was mar- 
vellous! Next morning after breakfast, she plants htn-stdf 
in the middle of the room, and strikers luu* attitude for 
song, and positively, almost with the Sanfredini’s vedee — 
illusion of it, you know, — trills us out more than 1 cotild 
have believed credible to be recollected — by a child. I»ut 
I Ve told you the story. We called lier Dredi from that 
day. I sent the diva, with excuses and compliments, a 
nuptial present — necklace, Roman- gold work, locket- 
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peiulant, containing suiiiiy curl, and below a fine pearl; 
really pretty; telling her our grounds for the liberty. 
She replied, accepting the responsible office; touching 
letter — we found it so; framed in Fredi’s room, under her 
godmother's photograph. Fredi has another heroine now, 
though she worships her old one still; she never abandons 
her old ones. You Ve heard the story over and over! 

Mr. Fenellau nodded; he had a tenderness for the 
garrulity of Old Veuve, and for the damsel. Chatter on 
that subject ran pleasantly with their entertainment. 

Mr. Radnor meanwhile scribbled, and despatched a strip 
of his Note-book, bearing a scrawl of orders, to liis office. 
He was now fully himself, benevolent, combative, gay, 
alert for amusement or the probeing of schemes to the 
quick, weigliing the good and the bad in them with his 
hue touch on proportion. 

^‘Oity dead flat? A. monotonous key; but it ’s about the 
same as fetching a breath after a run; only, true, it lasts 
too long — not liealthy! Skepsey will bring me my let- 
ters. I was down in the country early this morning, 
looking over the house, with Taplow, my architect; and 
he speaks fairly well of the contractors. Yes, down at 
Laktdauds, and saw my first lemon butterfly in a dell of 
sunshiue, out of the wind, and had half a mind to catch 
ic for Kredi, — and should have caught it mystdf, if I had! 
Idle truth is, we threu^ are country born and bred; wo ])ine 
in boudou. (lood for a season; you know my old feeling. 
Iffu^y are to learn tlu^ s(‘(n*ct of Lakcdjinds to-morrow. It 's 
grt‘.at fun; tlicy think I don't see tln^y 'vc‘. had tlieir suspi- 
(dou for some time. You said —somebody said — ‘the 
(^ye of a needle for what they hit slip of tlndr secrets, and 
tlu^ point of it for penetrating y(mrs: ’ — wommi. But no; 
my dt*ar souls dicl n’t [)ri<dc ami bother. And they dealt 
with a man in armour. L carry them down to Lakelands 
to-morrow, if the (lity ’s fiat.” 

" Ki‘ej>ing a S(‘crcvt’s tin*, lid on a boiling pot with you,” 
Mr. Feindla-u said; and he mused on the profoundness of 
the*, (lavour a.t his lips. 

“ I do it.” 

Vou do: up to l)ursting at the bre-^^t ” 

I keep it from Coluey! ” 
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Vesuvius keeps it from Falmieri wlum sluikiiig 

^‘Has old Colney an idea of it? ” 

has been foretelling an eruption of an tHiilioo,” 

The laugh between them subsided to pensivtuu^ss. 

.Mr. Fenellan^s delay in the dtdivery of his in* vs was 
^locjuent to reveal the one hateful topie; and tliis heiiig 
jeen, it waxed to such increase of sixv with thv parsing 
seconds, that prudence called for it, 

^‘Come!^^ said Mr. Radnor. 

The appeal was understood. 

“Nothing very particular. I came into tin* <Uty tii hnik 
at a warehouse they want to mount liouhh* guard iuu 
Your idea of the firemaids night-patrol uiul wnres luw dtun* 
wonders for the office.” 

“ I guarantee the City if all my directions ari^ fidknviHl/' 

Mr. Fenellan^s remark, that he had nothing vi*ry partir- 
ular to tell, reduced it to the mere toiudi uptm a 
matter, which one has to endure in tin* ears at tinov^; hut 
it may be postponed. So Mr. Ra<lnor encouraged him tf» 
talk of an Insurance Office Investment. Wliert^ it in all 
bog and mist, as in the City to-day, the maKini in, not tu 
tak^astep, they agreed. Whether it was attnhutulde to 
an unconsumed glut of the markets, or appreliem^dons uf a 
panic, had to be considered. Both gentlemen were angry 
with the Birds on the flags of fortdgu natioms, wddi’h would 
not imitate a sawdust Lion to couch rep<».s**fu!lv. Inces- 
santly they scream and sharpen tahms. 

‘‘They crack the City bubbles and bladders, at alt 
■events,” Mr. Fenellau said. “Hut if we let our journals 
go on making use of them, in the shape of sham hmskn 
overhead, we shall pay for their one good dav ut the game 
with our loss of the covey. An unstable ^Liouimi ki im 
world market-place.” 

^ iwti<mal jtur.'if, n«.t. tl»> juur- 

nals, Mr. Radnor said. “The journals are trading 
lengmes. Panics are grist to tltoni; ho are wars; Inil tln'v 
do their duty in warning the tuximyer nri.l n.uauu: 

r'od K" I'rlu’vitiK' lJiat uiir 

^od Neptune w,ll do everything for u.s. un<l won't that 
Steam has paralyzed Itis Trident: - gtH,,! ! Vou and < ■uln..y 
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are bard on Scblesien — or at him, I should say. lie ’s 
right: if wc woidt learn that vvc have become Continenitals, 
we shall be marched over. Laziness, cowaialiee, he says.’^ 

*'()h, be hanged!'' interrupted Fenellan, As much of 
the former as you like. He right about our individual- 
ismus ^ Indug another tiame for selfishness, and showing the 
usual (hdiciency.in extt‘rnal features; it ks an individualism 
of all of a pattern, as wlum a mol> cuts its lucky, eac.h 
fellow his own way. Well, then, conscript them, and 
they ’ll lie all of a better pattern. The only thing to do, 
and' the cheapest, !iy heaven! it \s the only honourable 
thing to dcu” 

Mr, lta<lnor disapproved. ** No conscription here.’’ 

*VNot till you’ve got the drop of poison iu your blood, 
in the f<u*m of an army landed. Tliat will teach you to 
cattdi at the <lrug.” 

“No, Fmiellau! Besides, they’ve got to land. T guar- 
antee a trusty army and navy uudt‘r a contract, at two- 
tiiirds tif the prescnit cost. We ’ll start a National Dtdence 
Insurance (Company aftfu* the next panic.” 

“ During,” said Mr, Ktmellan, ainl th(‘re was a flutter of 
lauglittu’at tln^ unobtrusive hint for seizing Dame Dngland 
in tile mood. 

Botli dr(spped a sigh. 

“ But you must try and run down with us to T-iakidands 
to-morrow,” Mr, Hadnor resumed on a chet*rfulh*r themcu 
“ Vou have not yet setni all I Ve done t!un-e. And it 's a 
(*astle with drawiu’idgt^ : no exehangeiug of visits, as wc^ 
did at (Iraye Karm and at, <lrec'kli<»lt; we are, tht‘re for 
country air; wt» don’t court neighliotirs at all — perhaps 
tht' elect; it will de|Mmd on Nataly’s wishes. We <*an, 
aeromnuidate our (huuHU-t-set, ami alinut thirty <»r forty 
mor«% bir as long as they Hktu V<nu se(», that was my 
intention- "t«» he indeptunhnit of neighb‘Uiring Hoeitdy. 
Matlaiiie (!allt*t guarantee's dinners av Imt suppers for eighty 
‘ « and Armandine is last pers<m to b<* reekles.sly h<»aHt'- 
ing. -When w.as it I was thinking last of Anuamline?” 

asked himseif that, as he rulihetl at the hack of his 
heail. 

Mr. Femdlan was reading his friemBs character !»y the 
light of his remarks ami in <gip<mitian to them, after tint 
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Critical fashion of intimates who know as well as hear; 
hut it was amiably and trippingly, on the dance of the 
wine in his veins. 

His look, however, was one that reminded; and Mr. 
Radnor cried; “Now! whatever it is!” 

“I had an interview: — I assure you,” Mr. Fenellan 
interposed to pacify: “the smallest of trifles, and to be 
expected : I thought you ought to know it : — an interview 
with her lawyer; office business, increase of Insurance on 
one of her City warehouses.” 

“ Speak her name, speak the woman’s name; we 're talk- 
ing like a pair of conspirators,” exclaimed Mr. Radnor. 

“He informed me that Mrs. Burman has heard of the 
new mansion.” 

. “My place at Lakelands ?” 

Mr. Radnor’s dear-water eyes hardened to stony as their 
vision ran along the consequences of her having heard it. 

“ Earlier this time ! ” he added, thrummed on the table, 
and thumped with knuckles. “ I make my stand at Lake- 
lands for good! Nothing mortal moves me! ” 

“ That butler of hers — ” 

“Jarniman, you mean: he’s her butler, yes, the scoun- 
drel — h’m — pah! Heaven forgive me! she’s an honest 
woman at least; I would n’t rob her of her little : flfty-nine 
or sixty next September, fifteenth of the month! with the 
constitution of a broken drug-bottle, poor soul! She 
hears everything from Jarniman: he catches wind of every- 
thing. All foreseen, Fenellan, foreseen. I have made 
my stand at Lakelands, and there ’s my flag till it ’s hauled 
down over Victor Radnor. London kills Nataly as well 
as Fredi — and me : that is — I can use the words to you — 
I get back to primal innocence in the country. We all 
three have the feeling. You ’re a man to understand. 
My beasts, and the wild flowers, hedge -banks, and stars. 
Fredi’s poetess will tell you. Quiet waters reflecting. I 
should feel it in Paris as well, though they have nightin- 
gales in their Bois. It’s the rustic I want to bathe me; 
and I had the feeling at school, biting at Horace. Well, 
this is my Sabine Farm, rather on a larger scale, for the 
sake of friends. Come, and pure air, water from the 
springs, walks and rides in lanes, high sand-lanes; Nataly 
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loves them; Fredi worships the old roots of trees: she 
calls them faces of those weedy sandy lanes. And the 
two dear souls on their own estate, Fenellan ! And their 
poultry, cows, cream. And a certain influence one has 
in the country socially. I make my stand on a home — 
not empty punctilio.” 

Mr. henellan repeated, in a pause, “Punctilio,” and not 
emphatically. 

“Don't bawl the word,” said Mr. Eadnor, at the drum 
of whose ears it rang and sang. “‘Here in the City the 
woman's harmless; and here,” he struck his breast. “ But 
she can shoot and hit another through me. Ah, the witch ! — 
poor wretch! poor soul! Only, she 's malignant. I could 
swear! Ihit Colney 's right for once in something he says 
about oaths — ^ dropping empty buckets,' or something.” 

Empty buckets to haul up impotent demons, whom 
we have to pay as heavily as the ready devil himself,'’^ 
Mr. Fenellan supplied the phrase. “Only, the moment old 
Oolney moralizes, he 's what the critics call sententious . 
We 'vo all a parloxis lot too much pulpit in us.” 

“Come, Fenellan, I don't think . . 

“Oh yes, but it 's true of me too.” 

“You reserve it for your enemies.” 

“ I 'd like to distract it a bit from the biggest of 'em.'^ 
He pointed finger at th() region of the heart. 

“Here we have Ske])sey,” said Mr. Eadnor, observing 
the rapid a|)proach of a lean small iigiire, that in about the 
time of a straight-aimed javelin's (iast, shot from the door- 
way to the table. 


CHAPTEE IV 

THE SECOND BOTTLE 

This little dart of a man came to a stop at a respectful 
distances from his master, having the look of an arrested 
needlti in mechanism, llis lean slip of face was an illumb 
nation of vivacimis grey from tlu^ (uiickest of ])romin(mt 
large eyes. He placed his master's letters legibly on the 
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table, and fell to his posture of attention, alert on stiff legs, 
the hands like sucking-cubs at play with one another, 
Skepsey waited for Mr. Fenellan to notice him. 

How about the Schools for Boxing ? that gentleman 
said. 

Deploring in motion the announcement he had to make, 
Skepsey replied: have a difficulty in getting the plan 

treated seriously : — a person of no station : — it does not 
appear of national importance. Ladies are against. They 
■decline their signatures ; and ladies have great influence, 
because of the blood ; which we know is very slight, rather 
healthy than not ; and it could be proved for the advantage 
•of the frailer sex. They seem to be unaware of their own 
interests — ladies. The contention all around us is with 
ignorance. My plan is written ; I have shown it, and sig- 
natures of gentlemen, to many of our City notables — favour- 
able in most cases : gentlemen of the Stock Exchange highly. 
The clergy and the medical profession are quite with me.^^ 
‘^The surgical, perhaps you mean?” 

*^Also, sir. The clergy strongly.” 

On the grounds of — what, Skepsey? ” 

Morality. I have fully explained to them: — after his 
work at the desk all day, the young City clerk wants 
refreshment. He needs it, must have it. I propose to catch 
him on his way to his music-halls and other places, and take 
him to one of our establishments. A short term of instruc- 
tion, and he would find a pleasure in the gloves ; it would 
delight him more than excesses — beer and tobacco. The 
female in her right place, certainly.” Skepsey suj)plicated 
honest interpretation of his hearer, and pursued : It would 
improve his physical strength, at the same time add to his 
sense of personal dignity.” 

Would you teach females as well — to divert them from 
their frivolities ? 

That would have to be thought over, sir. It would be 
better for them than using their nails.” 

“I don’t know, Skepsey: I’m rather a Conservative 
there.” 

Yes ; with regard to the female, sir : I confess, my scheme 
does not include them. They dance; that is a healthy 
exercise. One has only to say, that it does not add to the 
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national force, in case of emergency. I look to that. And 
I am particular in proposing an exercise independent of — I 
have to say — sex, Not that there is harm in sex. But we 
are for training. I hope my meaning is clear? 

Quite. You would have boxing with the gloves to be a 
kind of monastic recreation.” 

llecreation is the word, sir • I have often admired it/^ 
said Skepsey, blinking, unsure of the signification of 
monastic. 

I was a bit of a boxer once,” Mr. Fenellan said, conscious 
of height and breadth in measuring the wisp of a figure 
before him. 

^‘Something might be done with you still, sir.” 

Skepsey paid him the encomium after a respectful sum- 
mary of his gifts ixi a glimpse. Mr. Fenellan bowed to him. 

Mr. Radnor raised head from the notes he was pencilling 
upon letters perused. 

Skepsey^s craze : regeneration of the English race by 
boxing — nucleus of a national army ? ” 

^^To face an enemy at close quarters — it teaches that,, 
sir, I have always been of opinion, that courage may be* 
taught. I do not say heroism. And setting aside for a 
moment thoughts of an army, we create more valuable citi- 
zens. Protectiou to the weak in streets and by-places : — 
shocking examples of ruffians maltreating womens in view 
of a crowd.” 

One strong man is an overmatch for your mob,” said Mr*. 
Fenellan. 

Skepsey toned his assent to the diminishing thinness- 
where a suspicion of the negative begins to wind u|)on a; 
distant horn. 

^^Knowing his own ixitcntions; and before an ignorant 
mob: — strong, you say, sir? I venture my word that a 
decent lad, with science, would beat him. It is a qiuistioit 
of the study and practice of first principles.” 

If you were to see a rascal giant mishandling a 
woman ? ” 

Skepsey conjured the scene by bendixig his head and pe(‘r- 
ing abstractedly, as if over spectacles. 

I would Ix^g him to abstain, for his own sake.” 

Mr. Fenellan know that the little fellow was not boastings 
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brother Dartrey had a lesson or twu fnnn y<ni In tl 
first principles, I think V 

Captain Dartrey is an athlete, sir; exee^tnliierly quifk an 
clever ; a hard boxer to beat/’ ^ 

You will not call him eaj;)tain wliru \uu liim h*. 
dismissed the army.” 

much regret it, sir, much, that wi* hav** hru hij, 
Captain Dartrey Fenellaii was a heautiful h-nr. r. ii,‘ m.iv 
me some instruction 5 unhappily, I hav«‘ ti> a..-kiH*u Irii‘a 
too late. It is a beautiful art. (’apiaiu D.ni ri*y - .u il- 
French excel at it. But it asks f«>r a wt*apnu, u hudi laitin*. 
has not given ; whereas the lists ...” 

^^So,” Mr. Eadnor handed mdes and papers to Skepsev 
^^no sign of life ?” 

^‘It is not yet seen in the Vit\\ sir,” 

^‘Tlie first principles of eommereial aetivity lia\e ret real et 
to earth’s maziest penetralia, where no tidfvs an* ! - j ♦ it tu, 
so, Skepsey?” said Mr. Fenellan. wiunse initianio and rxu 
berance in loqiiency had been n'straimsi by a .sh}:hf o|»prr,s 
sion, known to guests; especially to the gue.Mf m t h,. t aHi,* 
process of his magnification amf illumination !*y viriui- u| | 
grand old wine; and also when the news he im CMni 
inimicate may be a wstir to unpleasant heaps. Phi- Juiinf. 
lips and eyes of his florid face now prtudaiiaod spe*-r|i, witl 
his Puckish fancy jack-o'dantertnng (uer it. - 
hangs to swing at every City <loor, like a ra- dinp Uull <,f 
the gallows of overpro(lucti<»n. Sti^cks ami Shan-:i Vr* 
hollow nuts not a squirrel of the hit would a^p fu rraek |. .j 
sight of the milky kenud luouhhn'etl to heard. Prierin.iof 
like a cabman without a fare, has gone to slr.q, imndf hi 
vehicle. Dividend may just he seen hv tiptoe anekicddei s 
twinkling heels over the far hori/.ou, ‘ doo trur ! and oui 
merchants, brokers, bankers, projectors of < ‘oiupaiiie ,. par oh' 
our City to remind us of the poor steamed hdloua 
out of the burst-boiler-rcmm of the lug slop /.ce/nf/nun m 
old years; a shade or two paler than the erowd o’ ih,- 

passengers, apparently alive and eonvermhle. hid eina, es dl 

of them to lie their length in fifteen minutes ” 

f..r 

second bottle by the lovely iionHeijHc of u vulultlf Iriciid 
wound up to the mark. 
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Doctor of the ship! with this prescihpthBi ! ’* Mr. 
Fc!U‘l!:ui lield up Ids glass. 

“ Euif^t.y ? 

Mr. Kciudlau made it coinjdetely so. Confuhuit ! ’’ ho 
adirmed. 

All order was tossiMl to the waiter, and both giMith'iueu 
screwed tluar lips in relish of his iuaivy consent to score (d'f 
another bottle from the narrow list, 

‘‘ At tlieoiliee in forty mimiti^sd’ Skepsey's mnstm* nod(hHl 
to him and shot him forth, (*alling him baek : “ liy tlu‘ way, 
in (‘ase a man nann'd darnimun sliould ask to st'c me, you 
turn him to tlu' rightabout.'- 

Skeps(‘y repeated: riarninian t a.nd tlew. 

A good servant/' Mr. Kadnor said. Fmv of us think 
of our tMmntrv s<j miudi, whatevtu* may b(^ s:ud of tin* sp(*eifi(5 
lie thTers. Folm‘y has impr<*ssed him somehow immenst‘ly: 
he Htudi(‘S to writt* too; pusht'S to improve himself; alto- 
gether a wortliy (*reature/’ 

The st‘cond botth^ appeared. The waiter, in sincerity a 
relut*tant exi‘(‘utiom‘r, heightened his for th(‘- editicatiou 
of the admiring (»ouphu 

‘‘Take !n‘urt, Men jamin/' said Mr, Fenellan; “ it ’s only 
the bottle ditm; and we are tin* angt*lH above to rt‘C(‘ive the 
spirit” 

“ 1 hn thiiiking of the house/’ Benjamin replied. lie told 
tliem that again. 

“It’s the hiss of the fame of liaving the wiin*, that he 
mourns. Ihit, Benjamin,” said Mr. Kanellan, tin* fame 
enters into the |»artakt*rs of it, and we spread it, and per- 
petuate it for you.” 

“Idiat don't keep a Inmse ufiright” retdrnt‘<l Benjamin. 

Mr. Kenellan murmunsl to himself: “Trm* enough, it's 
elt*g\% tliough we perform it through a trumpet ; and there 'h 
not a doubt of our being tlown or tiaviug kuockml the world 
down, if W(» 're loudly praised/’ 

Benjamin waited to hear aigirova! sounded on tlm lips: 
uncertain as a woman is a wine tif ticklish agt*. 'i'he 
gt*-nth.*men noddi*d, ami In* retirt‘d. 

A second botth% jnst as good as the first, sliould, one 
thoughtlisssly supposes, procure uh a aim liar repose.ful and 
excursive ei/mvmt‘nt, as of men lying on their backs and 
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flying imagination like a kite. The effect was quite other. 
Mr. Eadnor drank hastily and spoke with heat: ‘‘You told 
me all ? tell me that ! ” 

Mr. Fenellan gathered himself together; he sipped, and 
relaxed his bracing. But there really was a bit nion^ to 
tell: not much, was it? Not likely to puff a gale on the 
voluptuous indolence of a man drawn along by Nereids ovtu‘ 
sunny sea-waves to behold the birth of the Foam-(TO(hl(‘ss ? 
“According to Carling, her lawyer; that is^ he hints slu^ 
meditates a blow.” 

“ Mrs. Burman means to strike a blow ? ” 

“ The lady.” 

“Does he think I fear any — does he mean a blow with 
a weapon ? Is it a legal . . . ? At last ? Fenellan ! ” 

“So I fancied I understood.” 

“But can the good woman dream of that as a blow to 
strike and hurt, for a punishment ? — that ’s her oiu^ aim.” 

“ She may have her hallucinations.” 

“ But a blow — what a word for it ! But it ’s life to m I 
life ! It ^s the blow we ’ve prayed for. Why, you Imow it ! 
Let her strike, we bless her. We We never had an ill {bid- 
ing to the woman; utterly the contrary — pity, pity, }>ity ! 
Let her do that, we^re at her feet, my Nataly and 1. If 
you knew what my poor girl suffers! She ’s a saint at the 
stake. Chiefly on behalf of her family. Fenellan, you may 
have a sort of guess at my fortune : I fll own to luck ; 1 put 
in a claim to courage and calculation . . 

“You We been a bulwark to your friends.” 

“All, Fenellan, all — stocks, shares, mines, companii‘H, 
industries at home and abroad — all, at a 8wee|), to have: 
the woman strike that blow I Cheerfully would I begin to 
build a fortune over again — singing! Ma! the woman ha^ 
threatened it before. It probably feline play with us.” 

His chin took support, he frowned. 

“ You may have touched her.” 

“ She won’t be touched, and she won’t be driven. What h 
the secret of her ? I can’t guess, I never could. She t. 
riddle.” 

“Eiddles with wigs and false teeth have to bo taken am; 
shaken for the ardently sought secret to reveal itself,” Haiti 
Mr. Fenellan. 
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His picture, with, the skeleton issue of any shaking, smote 
Mr. Eadnor’s eyes, they turned over. Oh ! — her charms I 
She had a desperate belief in her beauty. The woman ^s 
undoubtedly charitable ; she ’s not without a mind — sort of 
mind : well, it shows no crack till it ’s put to use. Heart ! 
yes, against me she has plenty of it. They say she used to 
be courted ; she talked of it : ‘ my courtiers, Mr. Victor ! ' 
There, heaven forgive me, I wouldn’t mock at her to 
another.” 

“It looks as if she were only inexorably human,” said 
Mr. Fenellan, crushing a delicious gulp of the wine, that 
foamed along the channel to flavour. “We read of the 
tester of a bandit-bed ; and it flattened unwary reeumbents 
to pancakes. An escape from the like of that seems plead- 
able, should be: none but the drowsy would fail to jump 
out and run, or the insane.” 

Mr. Eadnor was taken with the illustration of his case. 
“ For the sake of my sanity, it was ! to preserve my . . . but 
any word makes nonsense of it. Could — I must ask you — 
could any sane man — you were abroad in those days, hor- 
rible days ! and never met her : I say, could you consent to 
be tied — I admit the vow, ceremony, so forth — tied to — I 
was barely twenty-one : I put it to you, Fenellan, was it in 
reason an engagement — wliich is, I take it, a mutual plight 
of faith, in good faith ; that is, with capacity on both sides 
to keep the engagement : between the man you know I was 
in youth and a more than middle-aged woman crazy up to 
the edge of the cliff — as Colney says half the world is, and 
she positively is when her spite is roused. No, Fenellan, 
I have nothing on my conscience with regard to the woman. 
8he had wealth : I left her not one penny the worse for — 
but she was not one to reckon it, I own. She could be gen- 
erous, was, with her money. If she had struck this blow — 
I know she thought of it: or if she would strike it now, I 
could not only forgive her, I could beg forgiveness.” 

A sight of tha,t extremity fetched prickles to his forehead. 

“ You Ve borne your part bravely, my friend.” 

“ I ! ” Mr. Eadnor shrugged at mention of his personal 
burdens. “Praise my Nataly if you like! Made for one 
another, if ever two in this world 1 You know us both, and 
do you doubt it ? The sin would have been for us two to 
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meet and — but enougb. when I say, that I am she, sh 
till death and beyond it : that my firm faith, hi 
teaches me the religion of life, and you may learn 
that is when you fall in love with a woman. Eighte 
nineteen — twenty years ! ” 

Tears fell from him, two drops. He blinked, bugl 
his throat, eyed his watch, and smiled : “ The fini; 
glass ! We should have had to put Colney to bed. 
men stand their wine. You and I are not lamed by it 
can drink and do business : my first experience in the 
was, that the power to drink — keeping a sound he 
conduces to the doing of business.’^ 

It *s a pleasant way of instructing men to subm 
their conqueror.’^ 

If it doubles the energies, mind.^^ 
hTot if it fiddles inside. I confess to that effect 
me. I Ve a waltz going on, like the snake with the U 
his mouth, eternal ; and it won't allow of a thought 
Investments/^ 

^'Consult me to-morrow,” said Mr. Eadnor, some 
pained for having inconsiderately misled the mar 
had hitherto helpfully guided. ^^You^ve looked at 
warehouse ? ” 

That performed.” 

Make a practice of getting over as much of your busi 
in the early morning as you well can.” 

Mr. Eadnor added hints of advice to a frail humai 
he was indulgent, the giant spoke in good fellowship, 
would have been to have strained his meaning, for purj: 
of sarcasm upon him, if one had taken him to boast 
personal exemption from our common weakness. 

He stopped, and laughed : How I ^m pumping my pi 
— eh ? You come with us to Lakelands. I drive the la 
down to my office, ten a.m. : if it 's fine ; train half-] 
We take a basket. By the way, I had no letter from Dar 
last mail.” 

He has buried his wife. It happens to some men.” 

Mr. Eadnor stood gazing. He asked for the name of 
place of the burial. He heard without seizing it. A si 
lacrum spectre-spark of hopefulness shot up in his imag 
tioUj, glowed and quivered, darkening at the utterance of 
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Dutch syllables, leaving a tinge of witless envy. Dartrey 
Fenellau had buried the wife whose behaviour vexed and 
dishonoured him : and it was in Africa ! One would have 
to go to Africa to be free of the galling. But Dartrey had 
gone, and he was free ! — The strange faint freaks of our 
sensations when struck to leap and throw off their load after 
a long affliction, play these disorderly pranks on the brain ; 
and they are faint, but they come in numbers, they are 
recurring, always in ambush. We do not speak of them : 
we liave not words to stamp the indefinite things ; generally 
we should leave them unspoken if we had the words ; we 
know them as out of reason : they haunt us, pluck at us, 
fret us, nevertheless. 

Dartrey free, he was relieved of the murderous drama 
incessantly in the mind of shackled men. 

It seemed like one of the miracles of a divine interven- 
tion, that Dartrey should be free, suddenly free ; and free 
while still a youngish man. He was in himself a wonderful 
fellow, the pick of his country for vigour, gallantry, trusti- 
ness, high-mindedness; his heavenly good fortune decked 
him as a prodigy. 

No harm to the head from that fall of yours ? ” Mr. 
Fenellan said. 

^^None.” Mr. Radnor withdrew his hand from head to 
hat, clapped it on and cried cheerily : Now to business : 
as men may, who have confidence in their ability to con- 
centrate an instant attention upon the substautiaL ^^You 
dine with us. The usual Quartet: Peridon, Pempton, Col- 
ney, Yatt, or Catkin ; Priscilla Craves and Nataly : the Rev. 
Septimus : Oonuyn and his wife : Young Dudley Sowerhy 
and 1 — flutes: he has precision, as naughty i>odi said, 
when some one spoke of expression. In tlie course of the 
evening, Lady Grace, perhaps : you like her.” 

Human nature in the upper circle is particularly 
likeable.” 

Fenellan,” said Mr. Radnor, emboldened to judge hope- 
fully of his fortiuu^s by mere ])ressure of the thought of 
I)tlrtroy^s, I put it to you ; would you say, that there is 
anything this time bidiiiul your friend Carling’s report ? ” 

Although it had not been phrased as a report, Mr. Ftmel- 
lan’s answering look and gesture, and a run of iudiscrimi- 
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laate words, enrolled it in that form, greatly to the inspiriting 
of Mr. Eadnor. 

Old Veuve in one, to the soul of Old Veuve in the other^ 
they recalled a past day or two, touched the skies ; and 
merriment or happiness in the times behind them held a 
mirror to the present : or the hour of the reverse of happi- 
ness worked the same effect by contrast : so that notions of 
the singular election of us by Dame Fortune, sprang like 
vinous bubbles. For it is written, that however powerful 
you be, you shall not take the Winegod on board to enter- 
tain him as a simple passenger ; and you may captain your 
vessel, you may pilot it, and keep to your reckonings, and 
steer for all the ports you have a mind to, even to doing 
profitable exchange with Armenian and Jew, and still you 
shall do the something more, which proves that the Winegod 
is on board : he is the pilot of your blood if not the captain 
of your thoughts. 

Mr. Fenellan was unused to the copious outpouring of 
Victor Eadnor’s confidences upon his domestic affairs j and 
the unwonted excitement of Victor’s manner of speech 
would have perplexed him, had there not been such a 
fiddling of the waltz inside him. 

Payment for the turtle and the bottles of Old Veuve w^as 
performed apart with Benjamin, while Simeon Fenellan 
strolled out of the house, questioning a tumbled mind as to 
what description of suitable entertainment, which would bo 
dancing and flirting and fal-lallery in the season of yotith, 
London City could provide near meridian hours for a man 
of middle age carrying his bottle of champagne, like a guest 
of an old-fashioned wedding-breakfast. For although he 
could stand his wine as well as his friend, his fri(uid’s 
potent capacity martially after the feast to buckle to busi- 
ness at a sign of the clock, was beyond him. It poiiitenl to 
one of the embodied elements, hot from Nature’s wc)rksho|). 
It told of the endurance of powers, that partly explained 
the successful, astonishing career of his friend among a 
people making urgent, if unequal, demands perpetually 
upon stomach and head. 
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CHAPTEE V 

THE LONDON WALK WESTWARD 

In that nationally interesting Poem, or Dramatic Satire, 
l^nce famous, The Eajah in London (London, Limbo 
and Sons, 1889), now obliterated under the long wash of 
Press-matter, the redection — not unknown to philosophical 
observers, and natural perhaps in the mind of an Oriental 
Prince — produced by his observation of the march of 
London citizens Eastward at morn. Westward at eve, attrib- 
utes their practice to a survival of the Zoroastrian form of 
worship. His Minister, favourable to the people or for the 
sake of fostering an idea in his Master’s head, remarks, 
that they show more than the fidelity of the sunflower to 
her God. The Rajah, it would appear, frowns interroga- 
tively, in the princely fashion, accusing him of obscureness 
of speech : — princes and the louder members of the grey 
public are fraternally instant to spurn at the whip of that 
which they do not immediately comprehend. It is explained 
by the Minister : not even the flower, he says, would hold 
constant, as they, to tlie constantly unseen — a trebly cata- 

f )hractic Inviwsible. The Rajah professes curiosity to know 
u)W it is that the singular people nourish their loyalty, 
since they cannot attest to the continued being of the object 
in which they put their faith. He is informed by his pros- 
trate servant of a settled habit they have of diligently 
si‘<*king their Divinity, hidden above, below; and of copi- 
ously taking inside them doses of what is denied to their 
c.Kternal vision: thus they fortify credence chemically on 
an ahundancM? of meats and li(piors ; fire they cat, and they 
drink fir(^ ; they beconn*, conscfpiently instinct with fin*. 
N(‘cessarily tliereforc t]i(‘y believe in fire. Believing, they 
worship. Worshipping, they march Eastward at morn, 
Wt'stward at cv(*. For that way lies the key, this way the 
cupboard, of the suppli(‘s, tludr fuel. 

Ac(^ordiug to Htag<‘ directions. The RAJAir and his 
M iNUSTKit Enter a (lln-PaUiee. It is to witness a service 
that they have learnt to appreciate as Anglicanly religions. 
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On tlie step of the return to their Indian clime, they 
speak of the hatted sect, which is most, or must commer- 
cially, succoured and fattened by our rule there: tlu^y wave 
adieu to the conquering Islanders, as to ‘^Parsecs beneath a 
cloud. 

The two are seen last on the deck of tlic vessed, in jitumsal 
of a medical pamphlet composed of statistics and skett‘.h(‘s, 
traceries, horrid blots, diagrams with numl)ers rtvferring to 
notes, of the various maladies caused by the prolongtal prose- 
cution of that form of worship. 

^^But can they suffer so and live exclaims the Ihijah, 
vexed by the physical sympathetic twinges which set him 
wincing. 

Science,’^ his Minister answers, took them up where 
Nature, in pity of their martyrdom, dropped thmu. They 
do not live; they are engines, insensible things of r(*pairH 
and patches; insteamed to pursue their infuriate course, 
to the one end of exhausting supplies for the remnviug of 
them, on peril of an instant suspension if they deviatts a 
step or stop : nor do they.” 

The Rajah is of opinion, that he sails home with tin*, kt^y 
of the riddle of their power to vampiish. In some apparciit 
allusion to an Indian story of a married couph^ who snc.(*css- 
fully made their way, he accounts for their solid and resist- 
less advance, resembling that of — 

The dauhly-wedded mmi nnd mft\ 

Pledged to each other and against the irorld 
With inutxial onion. 

One would like to think of the lengthened ti(h‘-f!ux of 
pedestrian citizens facing S()uth-W(‘stward, as being drawn 
by devout attraction to our nourishing luminary: at tint 
hour, mark, when the Norland cloud-king, after a day of 
wild invasion, sits him on las rt*strul bank of hlueisli smack- 
o’-cheek red above White.chapel, to spy whe.rt^ his last puff 
of icy javelins pierces and disimuabers the vapoury mujises 
in cluster about the eirc.b*. of liana* (lesc4*nding upon tin? 
greatest and most elevated of Admirals at tla* la‘a(i of ilut 
Strand, with illumination of smokc-plunanl (diimneys, h<»usc- 
roofs, window-panes, weather-vam^s, momnnent and pedi. 
mental monsters, and o-mnibus-mubrtdla. One wuuhl fain 
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believe tliat they advance admireing; they are assuredly 
made handsome by the beams. No longer mere concurrent 
atoms of the furnace of business (from coal-dust to sparks 
rushing, as it were, on respiratory blasts of an enormous 
engine’s centripetal and centrifugal energy), their step is 
leisurely to meet the rosy Dinner, which is ever at see-saw 
with the God of Light in his fail ; the mask of the noble 
human visage upon them is not roughened, as at midday, by 
tliose knotted hard ridges of the scrambler’s hand seen 
from forehead down to jaw ; when indeed they have all the 
appearance of sour scientific productions. And unhappily 
for the national portrait, in the Poem quoted, the Eajah’s 
Minister chose an hour between morning and meridian, or 
at least before an astonished luncheon had come to com- 
posure inside their persons, for drawing his Master’s atten- 
tion to the quaint similarity of feature in the units of the 
busy antish congregates they had travelled so far to visit 
and to study : 


These Britons wear 
The driven and perplexed look of men 
Begotten hastily Hwixt business hours» 

It could not have been late afternoon. 

These Orientals should have seen them, with Victor 
Eadnor among them, fronting the smoky splendours of tlie 
sunset. In April, the month of piled and hurried cloud, it 
is a Rape of the Sabines overhead from all quarters, either 
one of the winds brawnily larcenous ; and London, smoking 
royally to tbe open skies, builds images of a dusty epic fray 
for possession of the portly dames. Tliere is immensity, 
swinging motion, collision, dusky richness of colouring, to 
the sight; and to the mind idea. London presents it. If 
we can allow ourselves a moment for not iiupiireing scrupu- 
lously (you will do it by inhaling tlui aroma of the ripe 
kitchen hour), liere is a noble harmony of h(*av<Mi and the 
earth of the works of man, s})eaking a grander tongue than 
barren sea or wood or wilderness. Just a moment ; it goes ; 
as, when a wcdl-attuned barrel-organ in a stre(‘t has dra.wn 
us to recollections of the Opera or Italy, another harshly 
crashes, and the postman knocks at doors, and ])crchaiK;e a 
costermongt^r cries Ids mash of fruit, a beggarwomau wails 
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her hymn. For the pinched are here, the diiinerless, the 
weedy, the gutter-growths, the forces repressing them. 
!rhat grand tongue of the giant City inspires none human 
to Bardic eulogy while we let those discords be. An embit- 
tered Muse of Eeason prompts her victims to the composi- 
tion of the adulatory Essay and of the Leading Article, 
that she may satiate an angry irony upon those who pay fee 
for their filling with the stuff. Song of praise she does not 
permit. A moment of satisfaction in a striking picture is 
accorded, and no more. For this London, this England, 
Europe, world, but especially this London, is rather a thing 
for hospital operations than for poetic rhapsody ; in aspect, 
too, streaked scarlet and pock-pitted under the most cum- 
brous of jewelled tiaras ; a Titanic work of long-tolerated 
pygmies; of whom the leaders, until sorely discomforted in 
oody and doubtful in soul, will give gold and labour, will 
ilmpose restrictions upon activity, to maintain a conserva- 
tism of diseases. Mind is absent, or somewhere so low 
down beneath material accumulations that it is inexpressive, 
powerless to drive the ponderous bulk to such excisings, 
purgeings, purify ings as might — as may, we will suppose, 
render it acceptable, for a theme of panegyric, to the Slust» 
of Reason ; ultimately, with her consent, to the Spirit of 
Song, 

But first there must be the cleansing. When Night has 
fallen upon London, the Rajah remarks : 

Monogamic Societies present 

A decent visage and a htdeoUsS rear. 

His Minister (satirically, or in sympathetic Conservatism) 
would have them not to move on, that they may preserve 
among beholders the impression of their handsome frontage. 
Night, however, will come; and they, adoreing the dtuumt 
face, are moved on, made to expose what the Rajah sees. 
Behind his courteousness, he is an antagonistic observer of 
his conquerors ; he pushes his questions farther than the 
need for them; his Minister the same; apparently to retain 
the discountenanced people in their state of exposure. Up 
to the time of the explanation of the puzzle on boanl the 
departing vessel (on the road to Windsor, at the Pnunit'r's 
reception, in the cell of the Police, in the prestmce of the 
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Magistrate — whose crack of a totally inverse decision 
upon their case, when he becomes acquainted with the titles 
and station of these iinputedly peccant, refreshes them), 
they hold debates over the mysterious contrarieties of a 
people professing in one street what they confound in the 
next, and practising by day a demureness that yells with 
the cat of the tiles at night. 

Granting all that, it being a transient novelist’s business 
to please the light-winged hosts which live for the hour, 
and give him his only chance of half of it, let him identify 
himself with them, in keeping to the quadrille on the 
surface and shirking the disagreeable. 

Clouds of high colour above London City are as the light 
of the Goddess to lift the angry heroic head over human. 
They gloriously transfigure. A Murillo beggar is not more 
precious than sight of London in any of the streets ad- 
mitting coloured cloud-scenes; the cunning of the sun’s 
hand so speaks to us. And if haply down an alley some 
olive mechanic of street-organs has quickened little chil- 
dren’s legs to rhythmic footing, they strike on thoughts 
braver than pastoral. Victor Radnor, lover of the country 
though he was, would have been the first to say it. He 
would indeed have said it too emphatically. Open London 
as a theme, to a citizen of London ardent for the clear air 
out of it, you have roused an orator ; you have certainly 
fired a magazine, and must listen to his reminiscences of 
one of its paragraphs or pages. 

The figures of the hurtled fair ones in sky were wreathing 
Nelson’s cocked hat when Victor, distinguishably bright- 
faced amid a crowd of the irradiated, emerged from the 
tideway to cross the square, having thoughts upon Art, 
which were due rather to the suggestive proximity of the 
National Gallery than to the Flemish mouldings of cloud- 
forms under Venetian brushes. His purchases of pictures 
had been his unhappiest ventures. He had relied and 
reposed on the dicta of newspap(jr critics ; who are some- 
times unanimous, and are then taken for guides, and are 
fatal. He was hul to the conclusion that our modern-lauded 
pictures do not ripcm. They have a chance of it, if abused. 
Ihit who thinks of buying tlie abused? Exalted by the 
critics, they have, during tiie days of Exhibition, a glow, a 
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Significance or a fun, abandoning them where examination 
is close and constant, and the critic’s trumpet-uott 
to the thinness of the fee for his blowing, f ? ° 

pictures, classic pictures, Victor had known PUise t 
leap for a Eaphael with a history in stages of descent horn 
the Master, and critics to swarm: a Eaphael of the (lealcis. 
exposed to be condemned by the critics, universally derided. 

. A real Eaphael in your house is aristocracy to the root-tree. 
But the wealthy trader will reach to title before he may 
hope to get the real Eaphael or a Titian. Yet he is tJie one 
who would, it may be, after enjoyment of his prize, bequeath 
it to the nation : — Presented to the Nation by v ictok 
Montgomery Eadnor. There stood the letters in gilt ; and 
he had a thrill of his generosity ; for few were the generous 
acts he could not perform; and if an object haunted the 
deed, it came of his traders habit of rpind. 

He revelled in benevolent projects of gifts to the nation, 
which would coat a sensitive name. Say, an ornamental 
Oity Square, flowers, fountains, afternoon bands of music : 
comfortable seats in it, and a shelter, and a ready supply of 
gfood cheap coffee or tea. Tobacco ? why not rolls of honest 
tobacco ! nothing so much soothes the labourer. A volume 
of plans for the &nefit of London smoked out of each ascend- 
ing pile in his brain. London is at night a moaning outcast 
round the policeman’s legs. What of an all-night-long, cosy, 
brightly-lighted, odoriferous coffee-saloon for rich or poor, 
on the model of the hospitable Paduan ? Owner of a penny, 
no soul among us shall be rightly an outcast. . . . 

Dreams of this kind are taken at times by wealthy people 
a,s a cordial at the bar of benevolent intentions. But Victor 
was not the man to steal his refreshments in that known 
style. He meant to make deeds of them, as far as he 
oould, considering their immense extension; and except 
for the sensitive social name, he was of single-minded 
purpose. 

Turning to the steps of a chemist’s shop to get a prescrip- 
tion made up for his Nataly’s doctoring of her domestics, he 
was arrested by a rap on his elbow; and no one was near; 
and there could not be a doubt of the blow — a sharp hard 
stroke, sparing the funny-bone, but ringing. His head, at 
tbe jpunctilio bump, throbbed resnonsively : owing to which 


THE LONDOK WALK WESTWARD 


37 


or indifference to the prescription, as of no instant require- 
ment, he pursued his course, resembling mentally the 
wanderer along a misty beach, who hears cannon across the 
waters. 

He certainly had felt it. He remembered the shock : he 
could not remember much of pain. How about intimations ? 
His asking caused a smile. 

^ Very soon the riddle answered itself. He had come into 
view of the diminutive marble cavalier of the infantile 
cerebellum ; recollecting a couplet from the pen of the dis- 
respectful Satirist Peter, he thought of a fall : his head and 
liis elbow responded simultaneously to the thought. 

All was explained save his consequent rightabout from the 
chemist’s shop : and that belongs to the minor involutions of 
circumstances and the will. It passed like a river’s wrinkle. 
He read the placards of the Opera, reminding himself of the 
day when it was the single Opera-house ; and now we have 
two — or three. We have also a distracting couple of 
Clowns and Pantaloons in our Pantomimes : though Colney 
says that the multiplication of the pantaloon is a distinct 
advance to representative truth — and bother Colney! Two 
Columbines also. We forbear to speak of men, but wliere 
is the boy who can set his young heart upon two Columbines 
at once! Victor felt the boy within him cold to both: and 
in his youth he had doated on the solitary twirling spangled 
lovely Fairy. The tale of a delicate lady dancer leaping as 
tlie kernel out of a nut from the arms of Harlequin to the 
legalized embrace of a wealthy brewer, and thenceforth 
living, by repute, with unagitated legs, as holy a matron, 
despite her starry past, as any to be shown in a country 
breeding the like abundantly, had always delighted him. 
It seemed a reconcilement of opposing stations, a defeat of 
Puritanism. Ay, and poor women ! — women in the worser 
plight under the Puritan’s eye. They ma.y be erring and 
good: yes, linding the man to lift them the one step upt 
Rcuid the history of the error. Put presently we shall 
teach the Ihiritan to act by the standards of his religion. 
All is coming right— must come right. Colney shall be 
confounded. 

Hc‘.reupon Victor ho])pc*d on to Fcnellau’s hint regarding 
the designs of Mrs. Purmam” 
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His I^ataly might have to go through a short sharp term 
.'of scorching — Godiva to the gossips. 

She would come out of it glorified. She would be recoii- 
•ciled with her family. With her story of her devotion to 
the man loving her, the world would know her for the 
heroine she was : a born lady, in appearance and manner an 
empress among women. It was a story to be pleaded in any 
eourt, before the sternest public. Mrs. Burman liad thrown 
her into temptation^s way. It was a story to touch the 
heart, as none other ever written. Not over all the earth 
was there a woman equalling his Nataly ! 

And their Nesta would have a dowry to make princesses 
^envious : — she would inherit ... he ran up an aritli- 
metical column, down to a line of figures in addition, dur- 
ing three paces of his feet. Dartrey Fenellan had said of 
little Nesta once, that she had a nature pure and sparkling 
as mid-sea foam. Happy he who wins her! But she was 
•one of the young women who are easily pleased and hardly 
enthralled. Her father strained his mind for the shape 
of the man to accomplish the feat. Whether slie had 
an ideal of a youth in her feminine head, was beyond his 
guessing. She was not the damsel to weave a fairy 
waistcoat for the identical prince, and try it upon all 
oomers to discover him: as is done by some; excuseably, 
if we would be just. Nesta was of the elect, for whom 
excuses have not to be made. She would probably like a 
fiute-player best; because her father played the flute, and 
:she loved him — laughably a little maiden’s reason! Her 
father laughed at her. 

Along the street of Clubs, where a bruised fancy may 
see black balls raining, the narrow way between ducal 
mansions offers prospect of the sweep of greensward, all 
but touching up to the sunset to draw it to the dance. 

Formerly, in his very early youth, he clasped a dream 
of gaming way to an alliance with one of these great 
surrounding houses; and he had a passion for the acquisi- 
tion of money as a means. And it has to be confessed, 
he had sacrificed in youth a slice of his youth, to gain it 
without labour — usually a costly purchase. It had ended 
disastrously: or say, a running of the engine off the rails, 
and a speedy re-establishment of traffic. Could it be a 
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loss, that had led to the winning of his IN'ataly? Can' 
we really loathe the first of the steps when the one in due 
sequence, cousin to it, is a blessedness ? If we have been 
righted to health by a medical draught, we are bound to 
be respectful to our drug. And so we are, in spite of 
Nature/s wry face and shiver at a mention of what we went 
through during those days, those horrible days : — hido 
them ! 

The smothering of them from sight set them sounding:* 
had to listen. Colney Durance accused him of entering 
into bonds with somebody’s grandmother for the simple 
sake of browsing on her thousands : a picture of himself 
too abhorrent to Victor to permit of any sort of accept- 
ance. Consequently he struck away to the other extreme- 
of those who have a choice in mixed motives : he protested 
tliat compassion had been the cause of it. Looking 
at the circumstance now, he could see, allowing for Imman 
frailty — perhaps a wisii to join the ranks of the wealthy 

— compassion for the woman as the principal motive. 
How often had she not in those old days praised his gen- 
erosity for allying his golden youth to her withered age- 

— Mrs. Burmanhs very words! And she was a generous 
woman — or had been : she was generous in saying that. 
Well, and she was generous in having a well-born, well- 
bred beatitiful young creature like Nataly for her com- 
panion, when it was a case of need for the dear girl; and 
compassionately insisting, against remonstrances : — they 
were spoken by him, though they were but partial. How, 
then, had she become— at least, how was it that she could- 
continue to behave as the vindictive^ Fury who persecuted 
remorselessly, would give no peace, poisoned the w<‘,lls 
round every place where he and his dear one pitclmd 
their tent! 

But at last she had come to charity, as he could well 
believe. Not too late! Victor’s feeling of gratitude to 
Mrs. Burmau assured him it was genuine because of his. 
genuine conviction, that she had determined to end ht»,r 
incomprehensibly hmgthened days in n^.concilement with 
him: and he had always been ready to '‘forget and for- 
give.” A truly beautiful old phrase! It thrilled one of 
the most susceptible of men. 
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His well-kept secret of the spacious country-house 
danced him behind a sober demeanour from one park to 
another; and along beside the drive to view of his town- 
house — unbeloved of the inhabitants , although by acknowl- 
edgement it had, as Fredi funnily drawled, to express her 
sense of justice in depreciation, “good accommodation.^^ 
Hataly was at home, he was sure. Time to be dressing: 
sun sets at six-forty, he said, and glanced at the stained 
West, with an accompanying vision of outspread primroses 
flooding banks of shadowy fields near Lakelands. 

He crossed the road and rang. 

Upon the opening of the door, there was a cascade of 
muslin downstairs. His darling Fredi stood out of it, a 
dramatic Undine. 


CHAPTEE YI 

NATALY 

“II segreto ! the girl cried eommandingly, with a fore- 
finger at his breast. 

He crossed arms, toning in similar recitative, with 
anguish, “ Dove volare ! 

They joined in half a dozen bars of operatic duet. 

She flew to him, embraced and kissed. 

“I must have it, my papa ! unlock. I ’ve been spying 
the bird on its hedgerow nest so long! And this morning, 
my own dear cunning papa, were n^t you as bare as winter 
twigs ? ^To-morrow perhaps we will have a day in the 
country.^ To go and see the nest? Only, please, not a 
big one. A real nest ; where mama and I can wear dairy- 
maid^s hat and apron all day — the style you like; and 
strike roots. We Ve been torn away two or three times: 
twice, I know.” 

“Fixed, this time; nothing shall tear us up,” said her 
father, moving on to the stairs, with an arm about her. 

“ So, it is ? . . .” 

“She ’s amazed at her cleverness! ” 

“ A nest for three ? ” 
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‘‘We must have a friend or two,” 

“ And pretty country ? ” 

“Trust her papa for that.” 

“Nice for walking and running over fields? No rich 
people ? ” 

“ How escape that rabble in England ! as Colney says. 
It ’s a place for being quite independent of neighbours, 
free as air.” 

“Oh! bravo!” 

“And Eredi will have her horse, and mama her pony- 
carriage; and Fredi can liave a swim every Summer 
ino ruing.” 

“ A swim ? ” Her note was dubious. “ A river ? ” 

“A good long stretch — fairish, fairish. Bit of a lake; 
bathing-shed; tlie Naiad’s bower: pretty water to see.” 

“ Ah ! And has the house a name ? ” 

“Lakelands. I like the name.” 

“ Papa gave it the name ! ” 

“There’s nothing he can conceal from his girl. Only 
now and then a little surprise.” 

“And his girl is oil her head with astonishment. But 
tell me, who has been sharing the secret with you ? ” 

“Fredi strikes home! And it is true, you dear; I must 
have a confidant: Simeon B'euellan.” 

“Not Mr. Durance?” 

He shook out a positive negative. “I leave Colney to 
his guesses. He M have been prophesying fire to the 
works before the completion.” 

“Then it is not a dear old house, like Craye and Creek- 
holt ? ” 

“ Wait and see to-morrow.” 

He spoke of the customary guests for Concert practice; 
the music, instrumental and vocal; quartc't, duet, solo; 
and advising the girl to be quick, as she had but twenty- 
five minutes, lie went humming and trilling into his 
dressing-room. 

Nesta signalled at her mother’s door for ])ermission to 
enter. She slipped in, saw that the maid was absent, and 
said: “Yes, mama; and prcpiare, I feared it; I was sure.” 

Her mother breatluHl a littl(‘- moan : “ Not a cottage ? ” 

“ He has not mmitioned it to Mr. Durance.” 


42 


ONE OF oxnt CONQUERORS 


^^Why not?” 

^'Mr. Fenellan has been his confidant.” 

''My darling, we did wrong to let it go on, without 
speaking. You don^t know for certain yet ? ” 

’s a large estate, mama, and a big new house.” 

ISfataly’s bosom sank. ‘^Ah me! here misery! 1 
ought to have known. And too late now it has gone so far I 
But I never imagined he would be building.” 

She caught herself languishing at her toilette-glass, as 
if her beauty were at stake ; and shut her eyelids angrily. 
To be looking in that manner, for a mere suspicion, was 
too foolish. But hTesta’s divinations were target-arrows; 
they flew to the mark. Could it have been expected that 
Victor would ever do anything on a small scale ? 0 the 
dear little lost lost cottage I She thought of it with a 
strain of the arms of womanhood^s longing in the un- 
blessed wife for a babe. For the secluded modest cottage 
would not rack her with the old anxieties, beset her with 
suspicions. . . . 

^‘My child, you won^t possibly have time before the 
dinner-hour,” she said to ISIesta, dismissing her and taking 
her kiss of comfort with a short and straining look out of 
the depths. 

Those bitter doubts of the sentiments of neighbours are 
an incipient dislike, when one’s own feelings to the neigh- 
bours are kind, could be affectionate. We are distracted, 
perverted, made strangers to ourselves by a false position. 

She heard his voice on a carol. Men do not feel this 
doubtful position as women must. They have not the 
same to endure ; the world gives them land to tread, where 
women are on breaking seas. Her Hesta knew no more 
than the pain of being torn from a home she loved. But 
now the girl was older, and if once she had her imagination 
awakened, her fearful directness would touch t& spot, 
question, bring on the scene to-come, necessarily to-come, 
dreaded much more than death by her mother. But if it 
might be postponed till the girl was nearer to an age of 
grave understanding, with some knowledge of our world, 
some comprehension of a case that could be pleaded ! — 

He sang: he never acknowledged a trouble, he dispersed 
it; and in her present wrestle with the scheme of a large 
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country estate involvinp^ new intimacies, anxieties, the 
eourtsiii|> of rival magnates, followed by the wrete-lunl old 
eloud, and the iniposition upon them to bear it in silenc*e 
though tliey kiu‘\v they could plead a e-asei at least btd'ore 
charitable and distun-ning creaturc^s or bcdon^ lustvini, tlie 
despondent lady eould have asked whether he wa.s |>er- 
bu^tly santn 

Wlio lialf so brilliantly! — I)t‘preciation of him, ret(*hed 
up at a stroke tht‘ glittering arnih*s of her {mthusiasm. — 
ll<‘ had proved it; he jjroved it daily in (Hudlie.ts ami in 
vi(;tt)ries that dwarfed emotional troubhvs lik(^ hm-s; y(‘t 
tlu‘y sometiiing to luutr, hartl to bc^ar, at times 

unliearable. 

But th(jst‘ were times of weakness. Bet anything be 
doubted rathc‘r than tln‘ good guidance of the man who was 
lun* breatli of lift*! WhithtT he led, h^t her go, not only 
suhmissivt*ly, t‘xultingly. 

Thus she thought, tuub*r pressure of the knowledge, that 
tnih‘ss rnshing into etudliets i)igger than couceival)le, sIm 
had to tio it, ami shtmld tht‘rt*f(»re think it. 

This was tin* prudent woman’s e.b*ar dmluetion from the 
state wlierein sht^ found ln»rseir, enmtt‘d by the om* hrst 
gr(*at step of tin* mad woman. I Itn* .surnmder tbi*n might 
bt* likimtHl to tln^ d(*tachmtuit of a tlowt*r on tlu* rivt*r’s 
bank by swt*Il td' flood; sin* Inul no long<*r root of Inu’ own; 
away sln^ sailed, through bt'auliful se.em*ry, with oeeusion- 
ally a crashing fall, a turmoil, t*im‘rgence from a vort<*x, and 
oma* !uon^ tln^ sunny whirling stirfatn*. Sirungt* to think, 
sin* had md. simai tln*n ptover to gras in ln‘r abstraet mind 
a notion of stedfastm^ss without or within. 

But, say ind, the. mad, say the enamoured woman. Love 
is ;i uuulness, having ln*aven’s wisdom in it —a spa,rk. I»ut 
<n‘«‘n win‘n it is driving ns on tin* hnsikers, <‘all it lovi*: 
and in* not \niworthy of it, Iiohl to it. She and Vdt*tor liad 
<iruuk. of a <*up. The philtre w.as in her veins, whaU‘Vt‘r 
iln^ (iiri*e[itins (.f tin* raiitinal miml. 

Exulting or r«‘gretting, she hml to <lo it, as one in tin* 
ear with a ra<‘ing <diaritd,eer, up lH*sid(Ui more than 
d’itauieally a.iniaeI<mH balloonist. Et»r the (diaricd.eer is 
b<*ut. tm a gnal- and Vietor’s c.<nirse was an as(‘(‘nsit»n fi’om 
heighbi tu heigias, lie uud iileas, he mastert*d Enrl um*. 
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He conquered Kataly and laeld lier subject, in being above 
his ambition; which was now but an occupation for his 
powers, while the aim of his life was at the giving and 
taking of simple enjoyment. In spite of his fits of unrea- 
sonableness in the means — and the woman loving him 
could trace them to a breadth of nature — his gentle good 
friendly innocent aim in life was of this very simplest; 
so wonderful, by contrast with his powers, chat she, 
assured of it as she was by experience of him, was touched, 
in a transfusion of her feelings through lucent globes of 
admiration and of tenderness, to reverence. There had 
been occasions when her wish for the whole world to have 
proof and exhibition of his greatness, goodness, and sim- 
plicity amid his gifts, prompted her incitement of him 
to stand forth eminently (^Head a kingdom,” was the 
phrase behind the curtain within her shy bosom) ; and it 
revealed her to herself, upon reflection, as being still 
the Kataly who drank the cup with' him, to join her fate 
with his. 

And why not ? Was that regretted ? Far from it. In 
her maturity, the woman was unable to send forth any 
dwelling thought or more than a flight of twilight fancy, 
that cancelled the deed of her youth, and therewith 
seemed to expunge near upon the half of her term of 
years. If it came to consideration of her family and the 
family’s opinion of her conduct, her judgement did not side 
with them or with herself, it whirled, swam to a giddiness 
and subsided. 

Of course, if she and Victor were to inhabit a large 
country-house, they might as well have remained at Craye 
Farm or at Creckholt; both places dear to them in turn. 
Such was the plain sense of the surface question. And 
how strange it was to her, that he, of the most quivering 
sensitiveness on her behalf, could not see, that he threw 
her into situations where hard words of men and women 
threatened about her head; where one or two might on a 
day, some day, be heard ; and where, in the recollection of 
two years back, the word ^‘Impostor ” had smacked her on 
both cheeks from her own mouth. 

Now once more they were to run the same round of 
alarms, undergo the love of the place, with perpetual 
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apprehensions of having to leave it: alarms, throbbing 
suspicions, like those of old travellers through the haunted 
forest, wliere whispers liave intensity of meaning, and 
unseeing we are seen, and unaware awaited. 

Nataly shook the rolls of her thick brown hair from her 
forehead; she took strength from a handsome look of reso- 
lution in the glass. She could always honestly say, that 
her courage would not fail liim. 

Victor tapped at the door; he stepped into the room, 
wearing his evening white tiower over a more open whiter 
waistcoat; and she was composed and uninquiring. 1'heir 
Nesta was heard on the descent of the stairs, with a rattle 
of Donizetti’s II se.greto to the skylights. 

He performed his never-omitted lover’s homage. 

Nataly enfoldtul him in a homely smile. ‘‘A country- 
house ? We go aud see it to-morrow ? ” 

“And you’ve been pining for a country home, my dear 
soul.” 

“After the summer six weeks, the house in London does 
not seem a home to return to.” 

“And next day, Nataly draws five thousand pounds for 
the first sketch of the furniture.” 

“There is the Creckholt . . she had a difficulty in 
saying. 

“ Part of it may do. Lakelands requires — l)ut you will 
see to-morrow.” 

After a close shutting of her eyes, she rejoined: “It is 
not a cottage ? ” 

“Well, dear, no: when the Slave of the Lamp tak«»s to 
building, he^ dotm not run up cottages. And we did it 
without magic, all in a year; which is (piite as good as a 
magical trick in a night.” He <lrew ht‘r closer to him. 
“ When was it my dear girl gtiessed mc! at work ? ” 

“ft was the other dear girl. N'esta is the gtir^sser.” 

“You w{ire two best of souls to kecq) from bothering me; 
and I might have had to fi!); and we neither of tis like 
that.” He noticed a sidling of her look. “More than the 
circumstanc(5S oblige:- — 1<) be frarjk. But now we can 
speak of tlnmi. Wait — * and the change comes ; and 0 |>por- 
tuiudy, I hav(i found. It ’s trm* we have waited long; my 
darling has had lier Wi)rries. However, it# ’s here at last. 
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Prepare yourself. I speak positively. Yoii have to 
up for one sharp twitch — the woman^s 2 )ortion I as ]Sf 
says — and it ’s over.” He looked into her eyes for 
prehension; and not finding inquiry, resumed: '‘Jn 
time for the entry into Lakelands. With the prono 
ment of the decree, we present the licence . . . £ 
altar we Ve stood before, in spirit . . . one of the 1 
of your family to support you: — why not? Not 
then?^^ 

“No, Victor; they have cast me off.^^ 

“Count on my cousins, the Duvidney ladies. The 
can say, that those two good old spinsters are less m 
than the Dreightons. I have to confess I rather th 
was to blame for leaving Creckholt. Only, if I se 
girl wounded, I hate the place that did the misc 
You and Predi will clap hands for the country : 
Lakelands.” 

“Have you heard from her ... of her ... is it 
thing, Victor?” Nataly asked him shyly; with not : 
of hope, but some readiness to be inflated. The pro 
of an entry into the big new house, among a new so( 
begirt by the old nightmares and fretting devils, dre^ 
into staring daylight or furnace-light. 

He answered: “Mrs. Burman h<as definitely dec 
In pity of us ? — to be free herself ? — who can say ! i 
a woman with a conscience — of a kind: slow, b 
brings her to the point at last. You know her, knc^ 
well. Fenellan has it from her lawyer — her lawy( 
Mr. Carling; a thoroughly trustworthy man.” 

“Fenellan, as a reporter?” 

“Thoroughly to be trusted on serious matters. I iv 
stand that Mrs. Burman: — her health is awful: yes, 
poor woman ! poor woman ! we feel for her : — she has 
to perceive her duty to those she leaves behind, 
sider: she has used the rod. She must be tired out 
human. And she is. One remembers traits.” 

Victor sketched one or two of the traits allusive 
the hearer acquainted with them. They received si 
colouring from midday’s Old Veuve in his blood, 
voice and words had a swing of conviction : they imp; 
vinousness to a heart athirst 
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The histrionic self-deceiver maybe a persuasive deceiver 
of another, who is again, though not ignorant of his char- 
acfeer, tempted to swallow the nostrums which have made 
so gallant a man of liini: his imperceptible sensible play- 
ing of the part, on a substrafcum of simmrem^ss, induces 
fascinatingly to tiie like performance on onr side, that we 
may be armed as he is for enjoying tlie coveted reality 
througli tlie partial simulation of possessing it. And this 
is nob a trnsk to us when we have looked our actor in the 
facts and setm him bear the look, knowing that he is not 
initmtionally untrutliful; and when we incline to be capti- 
vattnl by his rare theatrical air of coufulence; whtni it 
•seems as an outside tliought striking \is, that he may not 
be altogethtu' deceived in the present instance; when sud- 
■dtmly an expectation of the thing desired is born and 
swims in a credible ft^abureless vagueness on a misty scene: 
ami when we are beitig kissed and the blood is warmed. 
In fine, here as everywht^re along our history, when the 
sensations are spirited up to drown the miml, we become 
drift-matter of ti<lt*s, m<»tal t^) magru^ts. And if we are 
W(mum, who commonly allow the !<'5ad to men, getting it 
for tlimnscdves only by snaky cunning or desperate adven- 
ture, credulity — the continued trust in the man — is the 
alternative of des{)air. 

‘‘ Ihit, Victor, I must ask,” Nataly said; ^^you have it 
tlirough Himeou Femdlan; you have not yourself recmivtul 
the letter from her lawy(*r?” 

My kuowh»dge of what she would do near the grave: 
— ^ poor soul, yes! I shall soon be hearing,” 

You do not propose to enter this phwic until — until it; 
is <»ver ? ” 

We (Uiter this phu‘e, my love, without any sort of 
ceremony. We. livtUdion^ independently, ami we can: we 
have (piarters thert^ for <mr frieiuls. Our om^ neighbour is 
Lomlon — iht‘re ! Ami at Lakelamls we are abb* to enter- 
tain liondon ami wife:— our friemls, in short; with .H(nm% 
what w<^ hav<' t<j (‘all, satellites. V(»u inspe.ct tlu^ hemse 
ami gr(iumls to-morr<»w — sun* to bt^ fair. Put asi(b* all 
but tlie pleasant reeoih^c’tions of <Iraye ami (hsH’kludt, 

start on a dirFer<‘nt ro<»ting. Keally nothing ean lx* 
simpler. Keeping your town-lunise, you are now and then 
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in residence at Lakelands, where you entertain your 
teach them to feel the charm of country life: we li 
everything about us; could have had our own milk 
cream up to London the last two montlis. Was it \ 
naughty ?— -1 should have exploded my surprise ! You ^ 
see, you will see to-morrow.” 

Kataly nodded, as required. “Good news from 
mines ? ” she said. 

He answered: “Dartrey is— -yes, poor fellow! — 1 
trey is confident, from the yield of stones, that tlu‘. va 
of our claim counts in a number of millions. sn 

with the gold. But gold-mines are lodgeings, not homo 

“ Oh, Victor ! if money ! . . . But why did you say ‘ ]) 
fellow ^ of Dartrey Fenellan ? ” 

“You know how he ’s . . 

“Yes, yes,” she said hastily. “But has that won 
been causing fresh anxiety?” 

“And ISTatata’s chief hero on earth is not to be name' 
poor fellow,” said he, after a negative of the head or 
subject they neither of them liked to touch. 

Then he remembered that Dartrey Fenellan Avas ardaia 
a lucky fellow; and he would have mentioned the (*ir(‘.u 
stance confided to him by Simeon, but for a downri.i 
dread of renewing his painful fit of envy. He. ha,d a 
another, more distant, very faint idea, that it liad b(‘t: 
not be mentioned just yet, for a reason entiredy uiuh'lim 

He consulted his watch. The maid had come in for t 
robeing of her mistress. Nataly’s mind had turned to t 
little country cottage which would have given luu- su 
great happiness. She raised her eyes to him; she e.on 
not check their filling; they were like a river carry i: 
moonlight on the smooth roll of a fall. 

He loved the eyes, disliked the water in them, Wi 
an impatient, “There, there!” and a smart affection a 
look, he retired, thinking in our old satirical vein of tl 
hopeless endeavour to satisfy a woman’s mind witho 
the intrusion of hard material statements, facts. Evem tl 
best of women, even the most beautiful, and in tlm 
moments of supremest beauty, have this gross ravenousnti, 
for facts. You must not expect to appease them unlc'i 
you administer solids. It would almost appear that nu 
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is exclusively imaginative and poetical; and that his mate, 
the fair, the graceful, the bewitching, with the sweetest 
and purest of natures, cannot help being something of a 
groveller. 

Nataly had likewise her thoughts. 


CHAPTER VII 

BETWEEN A GENERAL MAN OF THE WORLD AND A 
PROFESSIONAL 

Rather earlier in the afternoon of that day, Simeon 
Fenellan, thinking of the many things which are notliing, 
and so melancholy for lack of amusements x)roperly to 
follow Old Veuve, that lie could ask himself whether he 
had not done a deed of night, to be blinking at his fellow- 
men like an owl all mad for the reveller’s hoots and flights 
and mice and moony roundels behind his hypocritical 
judex air of moping composure, chanced on Mr. Carling, 
the solicitor, where Lincoln’s Inn pumps lawyers into 
Fleet Street through the drain-pipe of Chancery Lane. 
He was in the state of the wine when a shake will rouse 
the sluggish sparkles to foam. Sight of Mrs. Barman 
legal adviser had instantly this effect upon him: his bub- 
bling friendliness for Victor Radnor, and the desire of the 
voice in his bosom for ears to hear, combined like the rush 
of two waves togetlxer, upon which he may be figured as 
the boat: he caught at Mr. Carling’s hand more heartily 
tlian their accjuaintancesliip quite sanctioned; but his 
gras]) and his look of overflowing were immediately privi- 
h^ged; Mr, Carling, enjoying this anecdotal gentlcnnaiis 
conversation as he did, likcul the warmth, and was liat- 
berod during th(^ squeeze with a pros])ect of his wife and 
friends parta.king of tlu^ fun from time to time. 

“I was telling my wife yesterday your story of the lady 
contrabandist: 1 don’t tlankshe has doiu* laughing since,” 
Mr. Carling said. 

Fenellan fluted: ‘‘Ah?” He had scenit, in the eulogy 
>f a story grown flat as Khiction hats, of a good sort of 
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man in the way of men, a step or two behind the man of 
the world. He expressed profound regret at not having 
heard the silvery ring of the lady^s laughter. 

Carling genially conceived a real gratification to be con* 
ferred on his wife. “ Perhaps you will some day honour 

IIS 

“You spread gold-leaf over the days to come, sir.” 

““ Ko w, if I might name the day ? ” 

You lump the gold and make it current coin ; — says 
the blushing bride , who ought not to have delivered herself 
so boldly, but she had forgotten her bashful part and spoilt 
the scene, though, luckily for the damsel, her swain was a 
lover of nature, and finding her at full charge, he named 
the very next day of the year, and held her to it, like the 
complimentary tyrant he was.” 

“To-morrow, then! ” said Carling intrepidly, on a dash 
of enthusiasm, through a haggard thought of his wife and 
the cook and the netting of friends at short notice. He 
urged his eagerness to ask whether he might indeed have 
the satisfaction of naming to-morrow. 

“With happiness,” Fenellan responded. 

Mrs. Carling was therefore in for it. 

) “To-morrow, half -past seven: as for company to meet 
you, we will do what we can. You go Westward ? ” 

1 “To bed with the sun,” said the reveller. 

“ Perhaps by Co vent Garden ? I must give orders there.” 

“Orders given in Covent Garden, paint a picture for 
bachelors of the domestic Paradise an angel must help 
them to enter! Ah, dear me! Is there anything on earth 
to compare with the pride of a virtuous life ? ” 

“I was married at four and twenty,” said Carling, as 
one taking up the expository second verse of a poem; 
plain facts, but weighty and necessary : “ my wife was in 
her twentieth year: we have five children; two sons, three 
daughters, one married, with a baby. So we are grand- 
father and mother, and have never regretted the first step, 

I may say for both of us.” 

“Think of it! Good luck and sagacity joined hands 
overhead on the day you proposed to the lady: and I hi 
say, that all the credit is with her, but that it would 
seem to be at the expense of her sex.” 
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‘^Slie would be the last to wish it, I assure you.^ 

“True of all good women! You encourage me, touching 
ji matter of deep interest, not unknown to you. The lady^s. 
warm heart will be with us. Probably she sees Mrs* 
Burman ? 

“Mrs. Burman Badnor receives no one.” 

A comic severity in the tone of the correction was defers 
entially accepted by Penellan. 

“Pardon. She hies her flag, with her captain wanting; 
and she has, queerly, the right. So, then, the worthy dame 
who receives no one, might be treated, it struck us, con- 
versationally, as a respectable harbour-hulk, with more his- 
tory than top-honours. But she has the indubitable legal 
right to fly them — to proclaim it j for it means little 
else.” 

“You would have her, if I follow you, divest herself of 
the name ? ” 

“Pin me to no significations, if you please, O shrewdest 
of the legal sort! I have wit enough to escape you there. 
She is no doubt an estimable person,” 

“Well, she is; she is in her way a very good woman.” 

“Ah, You see, Mr. Carling, I cannot bring myself to 
rank her beside another lady, who has already claimed the 
title of me ; and you will forgive me if I say, that your 
word ‘ good ^ has a look of being stuck upon the features 
we know of her, like a coquette’s naughty patch; or it ’s a 
jewel of an eye in an ebony idol: though I ’ve heard tell 
she performs her charities.” 

“I believe she gives away three parts of her income: 
and that is large.” 

“ Leaving the good lady a fine fat foxirth.” 

“Compare her with other wealthy people.” 

“ And does she outshine the majority still with her per- 
sonal attractions ? ” 

Carling was instigated by the ])raise he liad bestowed on 
his wife to separate himself from a female pretender so 
ludicrous; he soxight Penellan’s nearest ear, emitting the 
sound of “Imm.” 

“ In other respects, unimpeachable I ” 

“ Oh I qxiite ! ” 

“There was a fishfag of classic Billingseate, who had 
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broken ber liusband^s nose with a sledgehammer fist, and 
swore before the magistrate, that the man had n’t a crease 
to complain of in her character. We are condemned, Mr. 
Carling, sometimes to suffer in the flesh for the assur- 
ance we receive of the inviolability of those moral 
fortifications.” 

^“Character, yes, valuable — I do wish yOu had named 
to-night for doing me the honour of dining with me ! ” said 
the lawyer impulsively, in a rapture of the appetite for 
anecdotes. “I have a ripe Pichon Longueville, ’65.” 

“A fine wine. Seductive to hear of. I dine with my 
friend Victor Radnor. And he knows wine. — There are 
good women in the world, Mr. Carling, whose charac- 
ters 

course, of course there are; and I could name you 
some. We lawyers! . . 

^‘You encounter all sorts.” 

Between ourselves,” Carling sank his tones to the in- 
discriminate, where it mingled with the roar of London. 

“You do ? ” Penellan hazarded a guess at having heard 
enlightened liberal opinions regarding the sex. “ Right ! ” 

“Many! ” 

“I back you, Mr. Carling.” 

The lawyer pushed to yet more confidential communica- 
tion, up to the verge of the clearly audible: he spoke of 
examples, experiences. Fenellan backed him further. 

“Acting on behalf of clients, you understand, Mr. 
Penellan.” 

“Professional, but charitable; I am with you.” 

“Poor things! we — if we have to, condemn — we owe 
them something.” 

“A kind word for poor Polly Yenus, with all the world 
against her! She does n’t hear it often.” 

“A real service,” Carling’s voice deepened to the legal 
“ without prejudice,” — “I am bound to say it — a service 
to Society.” 

“ Ah, poor wench ! And the kind of reward she gets ? ” 

“ We can hardly examine . . . mysterious dispensa- 
tions . . . here we are to make the best we can of it.” 

“For the creature Society ’s indebted to ? True. And 
am I to think there ’s a body of legal gentlemen to join 
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with yoiij my friend, in founding an Imstitution to dis- 
tribute funds to preach charity over the country, and win 
compassion for her, as one of the principal persons of her 
time, that Society ’s indebted to for whatever it ’s indebted 
for ? 

“Scarcely that,” said Carling, contracting. 

“ But you h'e for great Reforms ? ” 

“Gradual.” 

“Then it for Reformatories, mayhap.’^ 

“They would hardly be a cure.” 

“You h‘e in search of a cure ? ” 

“It would be a blessed discovery.” 

“ But what to become of Society ? ” 

“It a puzzle to the cleverest.” 

“All through History, my dear Mr. Carling, we see that 
Establishments must liave their sacrifices. Beware of 
interfering: eh ? ” 

“By degrees, we may hope ...” 

“Society pnahuitly shuns the topic; and so T1 we. For 
we might' tell of one another, in a fit of distraction, that 
t’ other one talked of it, and we should be banished for an 
offence against propri<dy. You should read my friend 
Durauetds Fssay on Socitdy. Lawyers are a buttress of 
Socuety. But, come: I wager th(\y dojiT know what thf‘y 
support until la^ad that Essay.^’ 

Carling had a pheasant sense of escape, in not being per- 
sonally askt^tl to read the Essay, and not hearing tliat a 
copy <d' it should b<‘ forwarded to him. 

He said: “ Mr. Radnor is a veu-y old friend? ” 

“Our fatluu's w<u*(^ friimds; they S(‘rv(‘d in the snrne 
reginnmt for years. I was in India whtm Victor Radnor 
took tln^ fa-tal ! ” 

“Followed by a secotid, not less , . .?” 

“In tlic int(‘rpret,ation of a. rigid morality arming you 
legal gtmthuucn to mak<». it so! ” 

“Tln^ Law must vindicattal.” 

“The law is a. clumsy bludgtam.” 

“We think it tlie highest (dTort of luiman reaso!i the 
practical insLaiment.” 

“You may (‘ompare it to a laistic’sHinger on a fidtlh*- 
string, for the murdenul not(*.s you get out of the practical 
instrument.” 
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am bound to defend it, clumsy bludgeon or not.” 

You are one of the giants to wield it, and feel humanly, 
when, by chance, down it comes on the foot an inch off 
the line. — Here ’s a peep of Old London; if the habit of 
old was not to wash windows. I like these old streets.” 

^^Hum,” Carling hesitated. “I can remember when the 
dirt at the windows was appalling.” 

^‘Appealing to the same kind of stuff in the passing 
youngster’s green-scum eye: it was. And there your Law 
did good work. — You ’re for Bordeaux. What is your 
word on Burgundy ? ” 

“ Our Falernian ! ” 

^Wictor Eadnor has the oldest in the kingdom. But he 
will have the best of everything. A Eomanee ! A 
Musigny ! Sip, my friend, you embrace the Goddess of 
your choice above. You are up beside her at a sniff of 
that wine. — And lo, venerable Drury ! we duck through 
the court, reminded a bit by our feelings of our hrst love, 
who had n’t the cleanest of faces or nicest of manners , but 
she takes her station in memory because we were boys 
then, and the golden halo of youth is upon her.” 

Carling, as a man of the world , acquiesced in souvenirs 
he did not share. He said urgently: “Understand me; 
you speak of Mr. Eadnor; pray, believe I have the great- 
est respect for Mr, Eadnor’s abilities. He is one of our 
foremost men . . . proud of him. Mr. Eadnor has genius ; 
I have watched him ; it is genius ; he shows it in all he 
does; one of the memorable men of onr time. I can 
admire him, independent of — well, misfortunes of that 
kind ... a mistaken early step. Misfortune, it is to be 
named. Between ourselves — we are men of the world — 
if one could see the way ! She occasionally ... as I 
have told you. I have ventured suggestions. As I have 
mentioned, I have received an impression ...” 

“ But still, Mr. Carling, if the lady does n’t release him 
and will keep his name, she might stop her cowardly 
persecutions.” 

“ Can you trace them ? ” 

“Undisguised!” 

“Mrs. Burman Eadnor is devout. I should not exactly 
say revengeful. We have to discriminate. I gather, that 
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her animus is, in all honesty, directed at the — I quote — 
state of sin. We are mixed, you know.” 

The Winegod in the blood of ifeiiellan gave a leap.. 
“But, fifty thousand times more mixed, she might a,ny 
moment stop the state of sin, as she calls it, if it pleased 
her.” 

“She might try. Our Judges look suspiciously on long- 
delayed actions. And there are, too, women wtio r(‘garil 
the marriage-tie as indissoluble. She has luui to combat 
that scruple.” 

“ Bediever in the renewing of the engagenumt overliead: 
— well. But put a by-word to iMother Nature about tlic 
state of sin. Where, do you imagine, she would lay it I 
You T1 say, that Nature and Law never agreed, The^^ 
ought.” 

“The latter deferring to the former ? ” 

“ Moulding itself on lier swelliiig proportions. My dear 
dear sir, the state of sin was the continuing to live in 
defiance of, in contempt of, in violation of, in the total 
degradation of, Nature,” 

“ He was under no enforcement to take the oath at tlie 
altar.” 

“He was a sraall boy tempted by a varnished widow, 
with pounds of barley-sugar in In^r pocket; — and sho 
already stuwing as a test-vessel or mortar for awftil <*.om- 
binaticms in drugge.ryl Gilt widows are equal to d(‘(‘.r(*eg 
of Fate to us young ones. Upon my word, the (dtunc who 
unites, and the Law that sanctions, they h*e the criminals. 
Victor Radnor is the nobh^st of fellows, tln^ vc*rv i)cst 
friend a man can have. I will tell you: sa.v(*(l uh*,. 

after I left the army, from living on the prodiu'e of my 
p(m — which means, if there into beany products tln^ pros- 
trating of yourself to the level of thti round middle of the 
public;: saved me from thatl Yes, Mr. Garling, I have^ 
trotted our thoroughfares a poor Polly of tin; ptm; a, ml 
it is owing to Victor liadnor that I can order my thoughts, 
as an individual man again l)(dore I hlackcm {»ap(;r. Owing 
to him, I have a teudernesH for m(;rcenarit‘s; h.aving Ihh'u 
one of them and knowing how little we can help it. He 
is an Olympian — who thinks of them below, 'riie lady 
also is an admirable woman at all points. The pair an; a 
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mated couple, such as you won^t find in ten households oven 
Christendom. Are you aware of the story 

Carling replied: “A story under shadow of the Law has 
generally two very distinct versions.” 

“Hear mine. — And, by Jove! a runaway cab. hso, all 
ri^ht But a crazy cab it is, and fit to do niisehief in nar- 
row Drury. Except that it ’s sheer riff-raff here to knock 

over.” , , , 

“Hulloa ? — come! ” quoth the wary lawyer. 

“There the heart I wanted to rouse to hear me! One 
may be sure that the man for old Burgundy has it big aiul 
sound, in spite of his legal practices j a dear good spherical 
fellow! Some day, we T1 hope, you will be sitting with us 
over a magnum of Victor Eadnor’s Eomanee Conti aged 
thirty -one: a wine, youTl say at the second glass, High 
Priest for the celebration of the uncommon nuptials be- 
tween the body and the soul of man.” 

“You hit me rightly,” said Carling, tickled and touched; 
sensually excited by the bouquet of Victor Eadnor^s hos- 
pitality and companionship, which added flavour to Fen- 
ellan's compliments. These came home to him through 
his desire to be the ''good spherical fellow;” for he, like 
modern diplomatists in the track of their eminent Ber- 
linese Hew Type of the time, put on frankness as an 
armour over wariness, holding craft in reserve: his aim 
was at the refreshment of honest fellowship: by no means 
to discover that the coupling of his native bias with his 
professional duty was unprofitable nowadays. Wariness, 
however, was not somnolent, even when he said: “Yon 
know, I am never the lawyer out of my office. Man of the 
world to men of the world; and I have not lost by it. I 
am Mrs. Burman Eadnor’s legal advivSer: you are Mr. 
Victor Eadnor’s friend. They are, as we see them, not on 
the best of terms, I would rather — at its lowest, as a 
matter of business — be known for having helped them to 
some kind of footing than send in a round bill to luy client 
— or another. I gain more in the end. Frankly, T mean 
to prove, that it ’s a lawyer’s interest to be human.” 

“Because, now, see!” said Fenellain "here’s the case. 
Miss Natalia Dreighton, of a good Yorkshire', family — a 
large one, reads an advertisement for the post of compam 
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ion to a lady, and answers it, and engages herself, previoxis 
L) the ap})earaue,e of tiie young husha,nd. Miss Ilreighton 
is one of tlie finest janing women alive. She has a, glori- 
ous contralto voice. Victor and she are en(‘.oura,gtMl by 
IMrs, lUiruiau to sing duets together. Well? Why, Ihielid 
would have tluMireiuM it out for you at a glanet*. at the trio. 
Vou have only to look on tlnuu, you ehattun* out your three 
A(d;s of a Drama witluuit a stop. If Mrs. Dunuau eaves 
to practise e.harity, she has only to ludd in luu' Fury- 
forked tongue, or Inu' darniman I think ks the nanu^ . . 

Darling shrugginl. 

“Let her keep from striking, if she’s Christian,’’ pur- 
.sued Fenellan, “and if kind hd; her resume the name of 
her first lord, who did a luddtw thing for himst‘lf than for 
her, whtm he shook off his bars of bullion , to rise the 
ligliter, and left a wret(died female soul below, with the 
devil’s own testimony to her attractions — thousands in 
tlie Funds, houses in the (hty. She thrinv the young 
(xouple together. And my friend Victor Radnor is of a 
particularly iutlammalde nature, imagine one of us iu 
such a situation, Mr. Darling!’' 

** Trying! ” said the lawyer. 

“The dear fellow was as nigh death as a man can be and 
know the sweetness of a woman’s call tt> him to liv<‘. — 
And luwe ’s London’s garden of pines, bananas, orajiges; 
all the droppings of the Hesperides here I don’t re- 

titled on it, Mr. (tarling.” 

“ Not enougli, md tmough.” 

“ I ftud sucli a spout of platitudes tliat T could oxit with 
a Leading Article on a slnad of paper on your biudc whili^ 
you ’re bending over tlu^ baskets. I sisuu to have got 
einuilarly round again to Fdeu wlum I tmtt»r a gardmi. 
Only, Wi‘ have to pay for the fruits wt* pluck. Wtdl, 
ami just tln^ sanu^ thert»; and no tmd to th<^ paymont either. 
We’re always paying! Dy the way, Mrs. VicLtr Itadnor’s 
<linner-tablt! ’s a sp<*etacle. ii<‘r tasU* in thuvers tajuals lu‘r 
lord ’s in wine, lint age improves tlie wine ami spoils thcs 
Htiwers, you ’ll say. Maybe you ’re f<ir arguing that lovidy 
wonnm show us mon^ tin' Howt*r than the grape, in 
r<‘lation to tin* course of timm I pray you not to forget 
the terrible intoxicant she is. W<* reconcile it, Mr. Dar- 
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liug, with the notion that the grape's her spirit. 
her body. Or is it the reverse ? 1 erliaps an iiiteilw iiuiig^ 
But look upon bouquets and clusters, aiul the ult'u u 
woman springs up at once, proving s u-s <uuu|Kise(l of 
them. I was about to remark, that with dcUnviwv to tin 
influence of Mrs. Barman’s legal a(lvus(‘r, an nupemloiit 
or penitent sinner’s pastor, the Kevertnid gmst Iniuaii 
ministering to her spiritual needs, would prt'sumptivelj 
exercise it, in this instance, in a su[)erior dt‘grt‘t'/' 

Carling murmured : “The Kev. Grosenuui Buttt'rmon* ; 
and did so for something of a cover, to continue a run of 
internal reflections: as, that he was assuredly listening to 
vinous talk in the streets by day; which imprtvssion phirt*cl 
him on a decorous platform above the amusing genthuuan ; 
to whom, however, he grew cordial, in rt'cognizing ihuihi*" 
quently, that his exuberant flow could hanlly be ;i musk; 
and that an indication here and there of a trap in his Rilk» 
must have been due rather to excess of warim»ss, habituu! 
in the mind of a long-headed man, whose im‘orngibly 
impulsive fits had necessarily to bo vectitlcd by a vigilant 
dexterity. 

‘‘ Buttermore ! ejaculated Eenellan : “Croseman Bntt»T 
more! Mrs. Victor’s Father Confessor is the Bev, Septi 
mus Barmby. Groseman Buttermore — S(‘ptimus Harmby. 
Is there anything in names ? Truly, unless these clenrai 
gentlemen take them up at the crossing of tin* roads long 
after birth, the names would ajipcar tin* aetivt' parti <4 
them, and themselves mere marching support.s, likt' the^ 
bearers of street placard-advertisements. Now, i kn(*w 
a Septimus Barmby, and you a (Jroscuuan Buttennon*, 
and beyond the fact that Keverend starts uj) before their 
names without mention, I wager it’s about all we il<» 
know of them. They’re Society’s trusty iHu-kdimpets, 
no doubt.” 


“My respect for the cloth is extreme.” Carling’s short 
cough prepared the way for deductions. Between tmr* 
selves, they are not men of the w^orhl,” 

Fenellan eyed benevolently the wortliy attorney, wlmse 
innermost imp burst out periodically, liki^ a hutch cloi'k- 
sentry, to trot on his own small grounds for thinking him- 
self of the community of the man of the world. “ Viii*, 
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lawyers dress in another closet,” he said. ^^The Rev. 
Groseinan has the ear of the lady ? ” 

“ He has: — one ear.” 

“ Ah ? She has the other open for a man of the world, 
perhaps.” 

“ Listens to him, listens to me, listens to Jarniman; and 
we neither of us guide her, Siie ’s very curious — a study. 
You think you know her — next day she has eluded you. 
8he ^s emotit)nal, she hs hard; she ’s a woman, she hs a stone. 
Anytliiug ytni like; but don’t count on her. And anothei 
thing — L bn hound to say it of myself,” Carling claimed 
close iiearing of heiudlan over a sliolf of salad-stuif, no 
one who comes near her has any real weight with her in 
this matter.” 

Probably you mix cream in your salad of the vinegar 
and oil,” said Pemdlan. “Try jelly of mutton.” 

You givt‘ me a new idea. Latterly, fond as I am of 
salads, I ’vt‘ ha<l rueful (pialms. We T1 try it.” 

You should (line with Victor Radnor.” 

“ Prench ct)ok, of course,” 

“Cordon l)leu.” 

“I like to he sure of my cutlet.” 

“ 1 like to be sure of a tastiness in my vegetables.” 

“ And good sauces ! ” 

“ And pr(d,ty j)astry. I said, Cordon bhui. The miracle 
is, it ’s a woman that Victor Ra<lnor has trained: Kreuch, 
but aw(nuan; (bnuited to him, as all who serv<^ him are. 
Do 1 say * but ’ a woman ? There 's not a Preiudnuan alivt^ 
to match her. Vatfd awaits her in Paradise with his arms 
cxtendiMl : and may he wait long I ” 

Carliiig in(lulg(»d his passion for the gcuiuine by letting 
a flutter of real envying seen. “My wife would like to 
mtH*t Hucdi a Fnnich woman. It must be a privilege to dine 
with liim — to know him. I know what has dotu‘, for 
English Comtmu'cu*, and to build a e()losHal fortum*: genius, 
as I said: ami his donations to Institutions. Odd, to read 
las name a.ml Mrs. liurman Rmlnor’s at s<‘f)arate plac.es in 
the lists ! Wtdl, w<‘. ’ll hope. It ’s a east^ for a compromise 
of stuitimcmts ami claims.” 

“A fritmd of mim^ spiced with cynic, declares that 
there*. ’h always tui aiuitMhle way out of a (UsHension, if wo 
get rid at' Lupus and Vulpus,” 
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Carling spied for a trap in the eitation of Litpus nii»l 
Vulpus; he saw none, and named the square of hi8 n ni- 
dence on the great Russell property, and thi* nuinhor f ho 
house, the hour of dinner next day. Ht‘ thou hung .sih-ut, 
breaking the pause with his hand out and a sharp Wrl! 
that rattled a whirligig sound in his }u‘ad upwarii. 
leave of people was taken in this laughing falsrtto, a;4 uf 
one affected by the curious end things ciune t<». 

Fenellan thought of him for a moment or two, that ho 
was a better than the common kind of lawyer; who doihu • 
less knew as much of the wrong side of the wtirld as law* 
yers do, and held his knowledge for tht* ludiig a nutn of 
the world: — as all do, that have not Alpine heights iii tiitf 
mind to mount for a look out over tludr own and tiu^ WiU'hr** 
pedestrian tracks. I could spot the law^ytT in your eoiupM^ 
sition, my friend, to the exclusion of the man, he imiird. 
But you're right in what you mean to say of yotirst lf? 
you ^re a good fellow, for a lawyer, and togt‘ther we 
manage somehow to score a point of service to \heto''»- 
Radnor. 


CHAPTER Vlir 

SOME FAMILIAR (JUKSTS 

Nesta read her mother^s face when Mrs. Victor tadt r*-<l 
the drawing-room to receive the gu(^sts. She saw a sun » rh 
fair surface, of the kind as mucdi required by her hith* t 
eyes as innocuous air by his nostrils: and *it was linn, g 
skin, not the deceptive feininim^ veiling, to make a tU-.ir 
man happy over his volcano. Mrs. Vietur wtis to mfi i i,hi. 
friends with whom lier feelings w<‘re at luuuta ;ui.« a;, 
whom her musical gifts gave h(‘r sf;uti<»n: Miov likef! i r# 
for herself; they helped her to feel at Imme wuJh liri . 
and be herself: a rarer comlitiou with us ail tlirju in e-n 
erally supposed. So she could (lehuanino ta br ahom fu! ir 
the anticipation of an evening that would at loaat In^ u a- 
ful to the outworn seutiiud nerve* of her heart, wlnets u n 
perpetually alert and signalling to tin* gn-at or^em- ofr-ii 
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colouring the shows ami seems of adverse things for an 
apeiiig of reality with too cruel a resemblance. One of 
the scraps of practical wisdom gained by hardened suffer- 
ers is, to keep from spying at iiorizons when they droj) 
into a pleasant dingle. Such is the comfort of it, that we 
can dream, anil lull our fears, and iialf tliink what we wish: 
and it is a heavenly truce witli the fretful uiiud divided 
from our wishes. 

N(».sta wondered at her mother’s complacent questions 
concerning this Lakelands: tlie house, the county, tiie kind 
of people about, the features of the country. I’kysically 
unable herself to be regretful under a burdim three parts 
enrapturing her, the girl expi'cted hi*r mother to display a 
shadenvy vexation, with a proud word or two, that would 
summon her thrilling sympathy in regard to thi‘ fourth 
part: namely, the aristocratic icim‘ssof country magnates, 
who took them im and cast them olf; as they had done, 
slu^ thought, at Craye Farm and at (]re,t‘.khult: she rtuueiu- 
bered it, of the latter place, wincingly, insurgently, having 
loved the dear home she had betm expelled from by the 
pride of the frosty surrounding people — or no, not all, 
but some of them. And what had roused tlunr ])ride ? 

Striking for a nmson, her inexperieuee of our modern 
Kuglaud, Hupplemeuted by readings in tie* Fngland of a 
pri‘ceding gimeratiotg had liit on her father’s profession of 
merchant. It accounted to her for the behaviour of the 
haughty territorial and titled families. But certa.in of the 
minor titles headml <Uty Firms, she hadht^ard; certain of 
the families were avowtnlly eomtnercial. ‘‘dhiey follow 
suit,’’ her fatlier said at (h*eekh(dL after he had fouml her 
mother weiqnng, and detuded itisiantly to (piit and Ily onei^ 
rnoro. Hut if they fidhnved suit in sueh a way, then Mr. 
DuraiuM^ must be right when he (‘alhel the sotdal Knglish 
tht‘ most slieepy of sheep:— and N<*sta (‘ould not eonsent 
to thf^ cruel verdi(*t, she adored her eom patriot s. I neon - 
gruities were paeifletl for her by the suggestion of luu* quirk 
wits, that her father, bt‘Hid{‘H b«*iug a mmndmnt, w%'is :i sm*- 
eessful HpiHudatm’ ; ami |ierhapH tlie speeuiator is not lik<‘d 
by mercUautis ; or they were jealous of him ; or they did 
not like his being both. 

She pardoned thmu wdth some tenileruesH, on a suspicion 
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that a quaint old high-frilled bleached and |)uekered Puri- 
tanical rectitude (her thoughts rose in pic*turt‘s) |H).s8ibiv 
condemned the speculator as a description of ganibier. An 
erratic severity in ethics is easily overlooked by tin* tmiliu * 
siast for things old English. She was eonseicuLsiy ahead td* 
them in the knowledge that her father inul Ijeen, witlunit 
the taint of gambling, a benelicent speculaUu*. Hu* Mont- 
gomery colony in South Africa, and his (it*aliugs with the 
natives in India, and his Railways in South AnuTica, itis 
establishment of Insurance Otlices, which \vt‘re SnvuigH 
Banks, and the Stores for the dispensing of siunui goods U\ 
the poor, attested it. Oand he was hospitalh*, the* kindfst, 
helpfullest of friends, the dearest, the vtuy iu‘ightt‘st ot 
parents: he was his girPs playmate. She could leMUUtic of 
him, for an induction to the loving of him luovi* justly : yet 
if he had an excessive desire to win tlu» (‘stccm «»f pn -pic, 
as these keen young optics perceived in him, ho stnn u* to 
deserve it: and no one could accuse him of laying st ro;ss on 
the benefits he conferred. Designedly, frigidly wound a 
man so benevolent, appeared to her as an imHuiiprclo n uble 
baseness. The dropping of acquaintanceship with him, 
after the taste of its privileges, she ascribed, in the vtud of 
any better elucidation, to a mania of arisituu'atie ctuieiut. 
It drove her, despite her youthful contempt of politn-s, uito 
a Radicalism that could find food in the epigrams of Mr. 
Colney Durance, even when they passed her tuidrrrUanduig ; 
or when he was not too distinctly seen by her la bo .‘dim 4., 
ing at all the parties of her beloved England, beuealli the 
wicked semblance of shielding each by turns. 

The young gentleman introduced to the Paduor 
parties by Lady Grace Halley as tin* Hon. Jhidley by» 

had to bear the sins of his class, 'rintugh hi* wa?; tail, 
straight-featured, correct in costunn*, a[»p<‘arauei*, drpnrt- 
ment, second son of a i-eligious earl and iiu seamial tt. tlm 
parentage, he was less noticed by Nesta than tin* ridrrlY 
and the commoners. Her father a(u*used hi*r nf .simbbuig 
him. She reproduced her famous copy of tin* sugared acid 
of Mr. Dudley Sowerby^s closed mouth: a sart of sui*er m 
meekness, as of humility under l(‘gitimate (auuptd'UMf} ; 
deploring Christianly a pride of race* that st:impf*d it far 
this cowled exhibition: the wonderful mimiery wan a tianh 
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thrown out by a bom mistress of the art, and her mother 
•was constrained to laugh, and so was her father; but he 
wilfully denied the likeness. He charged her with encourag- 
ing Colney Durance to drag forth the sprig of nobility, in 
the nakedness of evicted shell-fish, on. themes of the peril 
to England, possibly ruin, through the loss of that ruling 
initiative formerly possessed, in the days of our glory, by 
the titular nobles of the land. Colney spoke it eiffectively, 
and the Hon. Dudley’s expressive lineaments showed print 
of the heaving word Alas, as when a target is penetrated 
oentrally. And ha was not a particularly dull fellow for 
liis cUiss and country,” Colney admitted ; adding : I hit 
lus tliought and out he came.” One has, reluctantly with 
Yictor Radnor, to grant, that when a man’s topmost un 
spoken thouglit is hit, he must be sharp on his guard to 
keep from coming out: — we have won a right to him. 

^Uhily, it’s too bad; it*s a breach of hospitality,” Victor 
said, both to Nesta and to Nataly, alluding to several 
instances of Colney’s ironic handling of their guests, espe- 
’Cially of this one, whom Nesta would attack, and Nataly 
would not defentl. 

They were alive afe a signal to protect the others. Miss 
'Friscilla (jf raves, an eater of meat, was ridiculous in her 
iuit’alcoholic exclusiveness and scorn: Mr. Pempton, a 
drinker of wine, would laud extravagantly the more trans- 
parent purity of vcigetariauism. Dr, loiter Yatt jeered at 
globules: Dr, Jolui Cormyn mourned over human creatures 
treatiid as cattle, by big doses. The Rev. Septimus Barmby 
.satisfactorily snu^ked : Mr, Peridon traced mortal evil to 
that act. Dr. Sclilesitni had liis Cennan vitnvs, Colney 
Durance his ironic, Eeuellan his fanciful and rnuj-lauce. 
And her(‘ was an optimist, then^ a pes.simist; and the rank 
Radical, tlu^ rigid Conservative, were not wanting. All of 
them wtire pointedly o[)pased, extraordinarily for st) small an 
aHseuubly ; absurdly, it might be thought: but these pro- 
voked a kiml warm smil«% with the exclamation: ‘^Th(*y arc 
clears!” They were the dearer for tlnnr fads and foibb\s. 

Music harnnmiy.ed them. Music, strangely, put the spell 
on Colney Durance, the sayer of bittm* things, manufacturer 
of pri<*kiy balls, in the form of Discord’s appl«m : of whom 
Eencllan rainarkeci, that he took to his music like an angry 
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lier printed smile, or wood-cut of a smile, with its label of 
indulgence ; except when the girl sang. Music she loved. 

said it was the saving of poor Dudley. It distinguished 
Ihim iiJi the group of the noble Evangelical Cantor Family; 
'.ajid it gave him a subject of assured discourse in company ; 
;and oddly, it contributed to his comelier air. Flute in hand, 
ids mouth at the blow-stop was relieved of its pained 
Tipdraw by the form for puffing; he preserved a gentlemanly 
Jhigh figure in his exercises on the instrument, out of ken of 
^1 likeness to the urgent insistency of Victor Eadnor^s 
punctuating trunk of the puffing frame at almost every bar 
— an Apollo brilliancy in energetic pursuit of the nymph 
of sweet sound. Too methodical one, too fiery the other. 

In duets of Hauptmann’s, with Hesta at the piano, the 
contrast of dull smoothness and overstressed significance 
was very noticeable beside the fervent accuracy of her 
balanced fingering ; and as she could also flute, she could 
criticize ; though latterly the flute was boxed away from lips 
that had devoted themselves wholly to song : song being one 
of the damsel’s present pressing ambitions. She found 
nothing to correct in Mr. Sowerby, and her father was open 
to all the censures ; but her father could plead vitality, 
passion. He held his performances cheap after the ve- 
hement display ; he was a happy listener, whether to the 
babble of his ^^dear old Corelli,” or to the majesty of the 
Tattling heavens and swaying forests of Beethoven. 

His air of listening was a thing to see ; it had a look of 
disembodiment ; the sparkle conjured up from deeps, and the 
life in the sparkle, as of a soul at holiday. Eyes had been 
•given this man to spy the pleasures and reveal the joy of 
his pasture on them : gateways to the sunny within, issues 
to all the outer Edens. Few of us possess that double 
significance of the pure sparkle. It captivated Lady 
Orace. She said a word of it to Fenellan : There is a man 
who can feel rapture ! ” He had not to follow the line of 
her sight : she said so on a previous evening, in a similar 
tone; and for a woman to repeat herself, using the very 
emphasis, was quaint. She could feel rapture; but her 
features and limbs were in motion to designate it, between 
simply and wilfully ; she had the instinct to be dimpling, 
and would not for a moment control it, and delighted in its 
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effectiveness : only when observing that winged sparkle of 
eyes did an idea of envy, hardly a consciousness, inform 
her of being surpassed ; and it might be in the capacity to 
feel besides the gift to express. Such a reflection relating 
to a man, will make women mortally sensible that they are 
the feminine of him. 

^^His girl has the look,” Penellan said in answer. 

She cast a glance at Kesta, then at ISTataly. 

And it was true, that the figure of a mother, not pretend- 
ing to the father’s vividness, eclipsed it somewhat in their 
child. The mother gave richness of tones, hues and voice,, 
and stature likewise, and the thick brown locks, which in 
her own were threads of gold along the brush from the 
temples : she gave the girl a certain degree of the composure 
of manner which Victor could not have bestowed ; she gave 
nothing to clash with his genial temper ; she might be sup- 
posed to have given various qualities, moral if you like. 

But vividness was Lady’s Grace’s admirable meteor of the 
hour: she was unable to perceive, so as to compute, the 
value of obscurer lights. Under the charm of JSfataly'V 
rich contralto during a duet with Priscilla Graves, she ges- 
ticulated ecstasies, and uttered them, and genuinely; and 
still, when reduced to meditations, they would have had 
weight, they would hardly have seemed an apology fo3=^ 
language, beside Victor’s gaze of pleasure in the noblo 
forthroll of the notes. 

Nataly heard the invitation of the guests of the evening 
to Lakelands next day. 

Her anxieties were at once running about to gather pro- 
visions for the baskets. She spoke of them at night. But 
Victor had already put the matter in the hands of Madame 
Callet ; and all that could be done, would be done by 
Armandine, he knew. ‘^If she can’t muster enough ai 
home, she ’ll be off to her Piccadilly shop by seven a. m. 

Count on plenty for twice the number.” 

Nataly was reposing on the thought that they were her 
friends, when Victor mentioned his having in- the afternoon ■ 

despatched a note to his relatives, the Duvidney ladies^ 
inviting them to join him at the station to-morrow, for a 
visit of inspection to the house of his building on his new 
estate. He startled her. The Duvidney ladies were, to hta 
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knowledge, of the order of the fragile minds -whicli hold 
together bv the cement of a common trepidation for the 
support of things established, and have it not in them to be 
able to recognize the unsanctioned. G-ood women, un worldly 
of the world, they were perforce harder than the world, from 
being narrower and more timorous. 

But, Victor, you were sure they would refuse ! 

He answered: ''They may hare gone back to Tunbridge 
Wells. By the way, they have a society down there I want 
for EredL Sure, do you say, my dear? Perfectly sure. 
But the accumulation of invitations and refusals in the end 
softens them, you will see. We shall and must have them 
for Fredi.” 

She was used to the long reaches of his forecasts, his 
burning activity on a project ; she found it idle to speak her 
thought, that his ingenuity would have been needless in a, 
position dictated by plain prudence, and so much happier 
for them. 

They talked of Mrs. Burman until she had to lift a prayer 
to be saved from darker thoughts, dreadfully prolific, not to 
be faced. Part of her prayer was on behalf of Mrs. Burman, 
for life to be extended to her, if the poor lady clung to life - — • 
if it was really humane to wish it for her : and heaven would, 
know : heaven had mercy on the afflicted. 

Nataly heard the snuffle of hypocrisy in her prayer. She 
had to cease to pray. 


CHAPTER IX ' 

AH' INSPECTION OP LAKELANnS 

One may not have an intention to flourish, and may be 
pardoned for a semblance of it, in exclaiming, somewhat; 
royally, as creator and owner of the place ; There you see 
Lakelands.” 

The conveyances from the railway station drew up on 
a rise of road fronting an undulation, where our modern 
English architect's fantasia in crimson brick swept from 
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central gables to flying wings, over pents, croaks, curves, 
peaks, cowled porches, balconies, recesses, projections, away 
to a red village of stables and dependent cott'ages ; hannO" 
nious in irregularity ; and coloured homely with the green- 
sward about it, the pines besitle it, the clouds above it. Not 
many palaces would ho reckoned as larger. The folds and 
swells and stniam of the building along the roll of ground, 
had an appearanct^. of an enormous banner on the wind. 
Nataly looked. Ht‘r next look was at Oolney Durance. 
She sent the expecjttul nods to Victor’s carriage. She would 
have given the whole prospect for tlu\ covering solitariness 
of her chamber. A multitude of clashing sensations, and 
a throat-thickening hateful to her, compelled lier to summon 
so as to force lierself to feel a groundless angtu*, directed 
against none, against nothing, perfectly crazy, bather only re- 
source* for keeping down tho great wave surgent at her eyes. 

Victor was like a swimmer in morning sea amid the 
t*x(daiuations tmeireliug him. lie led througli the straight 
passage of the galUuned hall, oiTering two fair landscape's 
at front door ami at back, down to the lake, Fredi’s lak(^ ; a 
good oblong of wabu', notable in a district not abounding 
in the commodity. He would have it a h^ature of the 
distinci, ; and it had betm (UM^pent'd and extended ; up X'ose 
tlie, springs, many ran tlie due4,s. Fretli’s pretty little bath- 
shtul or bowiU' had a spae.t^ of marble on the tliree-feet vshal- 
low it ovt'rhuug with a shade of (carved woodwork ; it had 
a tliving»board for an cightdeet plunge; a punt a.ud small 
row-boat of eh'gant; build ha.rd by. (irreen ran the banks 
about, and a bts'chwoiad fringed with birches curtained the 
,N<H‘thward h'ugth : moruiug sun and ev<»niug had a fair 
face of water to |«uut. Haw man ever the like, for ph'asiug 
a pot'tieal <lamstn ? Ho was Miss Frtali, the (*ol(h»st of the 
p:irty hitlu'rto, and dreaming a preferenet* of ‘Md<i phw'.es” 
lik<^ (Ireekholt and (Iraye Farm, ^*captur<*d to be (*ura[4.ure.<l/^ 
<putt* at’conling to man’s ideal of lus bem‘iieeiie<* Ui the sex. 
Hln^ pressed tin* baud <d‘ her yemng h’nmeh governess Louise 
de Ht'illes. As in t'verythiug he did for his girl, Victor 
pointed boastfully to his fort'thiUight of her eouvenii'uee 
ami ht‘r tastes: thi* pine-panels of tlu' interior, tin* sln'lvt^s 
f<ir her hooks, p(»gs to hang her favourite, drawings, and 
tile t*oueh-bunk uiuler a window to e.omH*al the summerly 
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recliner wMle throwing full light on her book; and the 
hearth-square for logs, when she wanted fire : because Fredi 
bathed in any weather : the oaken towel-coffer ; the wood- 
earvings of doves, tits, fishes; the rod for the flowered 
silken hangings she was to choose, and have shy odalisque 
peeps of sunny water from her couch. 

^^Eredi’s Naiad retreat, when she wishes to escape Herr 
8trauscher or Signor B-uderi,’^ said Victor, having his grate- 
ful girl warm in an arm ; and if they head after her into 
the water, I back her to leave them puffing ; she ^s a dolphin. 
That water has three springs and gets all the drainings of 
the upland round us. I chose the place chiefly on account 
of it and the pines. I do love pines 1 

But, excellent man 1 what do you not love? said Lady 
Grace, with the timely hit upon the obvious, which rings. 

It saves him from accumulation of tissue,” said Colney. 

^^What does?” was eagerly asked by the wife of the 
homoeopathic Dr. John Cormyn, a sentimental lady beset 
with fears of stoutness. 

Victor cried : Tush ; don’t listen to Colney, pray.” 

But she heard Colney speak of a positive remedy, more 
immediately effective than an abjuration of potatoes and 
sugar. She was obliged by her malady to listen, although 
detesting the irreverent ruthless man, who could direct 
expanding frames, in a serious tone, to love; love every- 
body, everything; violently and universally love; and so 
without intermission pay out the fat created by a rapid 
assimilation of nutriment. Obeseness is the most sensitive 
of our ailments : probably as being aware, that its legiti- 
mate appeal to pathos is ever smothered in its pudding-bed 
of the grotesque. She was pained, and showed it, and was 
ashamed of herself for showing it; and that very nearly 
fetched the tear. 

“ Our host is an instance in proof,” Colney said. He 
waved hand at the house. His meaning was hidden ; evi- 
dently he wanted victims. Sight of Lakelands had gripped 
him with the fell satiric itch; and it is a passion to sting 
and tear, on rational grounds. His face meanwhile, which 
had points of the handsome, signified a smile asleep, as if 
beneath a cloth. Only those who knew him well were 
of the claw-like alertness under the droop of eyelids 
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j^dmiFation was the common note, in the various keys;. 

station selected for the Soiitli-eastward aspect of the 

gabled pile on its white shell-terrace, backed by a 

^T^xitation of tall pines, a mounded and full-plumed com- 
' ..... . 




'V'ow to have the great editice finished within one year: 
tlie strike of workmen, and the friendly colloquy with 
tlio good reasoning, the unanimous return to' ' 


s- 


al>ove the left wing, was admired, in files and in vol- 
jVlarvellous, eifectively mii*aculous, was the tale of 


tho good reasoning, the unanimous return to' duty; 
bhe cloubling, the trebling of tlui number of tlumi; and 
most glorious of sights --the grand old English work- 
with a will! as Englishmen do when they come at last 
J:^^laeat ; and they compier, thercs is then nothing that they 
coiKpier. So the coiupieror said. — And admirable 
the conservatories running three long liu(‘s, (me from 
t\x^ drawing-room, to a central douu; for tropical growths. 

the fKirterres were admired; also tin* newly-planted 
Ii*ish junipers bounding the Wt^st-walk ; and the thia^e. tiers 
stately descent from tlu^ tiircu'. green terra{*,e banks to the 
^r£^ssy slopes over the lake. Aguiin the lak(^ was admired, 
house admired. Admiration was evoked for great 
ouchiid-houst^s “ over yondiu*,’’ soon to b(». set up, 

Of^ wa go to the kiteduui-garden. The.re the admiration 
is ^Diiial, practical. We admire the exttmt of the beds 
xixa.rkcd out for asparagus, and tin*. French disposition of 
tb-e plaijting at wide intt^rvals; and the Freiudi systfua 
of training peach, jHjar, and plum tree.s on th<‘ walls to 
wxtx Icnigth and (‘.atch sun, wo much adminu Wi‘ admirer 
tbe g-aiulener. \Vt\ are inducted bunporarily to admire* the? 
Fironch |HH)pIe. They are sagaeious in rruit-gunhuis. They 
h.av'e jHit the English Constitution, you tliiuk rightly ; hut 
in fxaiit-fgardtms tiny grow for fruit, and not, as Victor quotes 
a friend, for wood, wiiii(di the valiant English atdiievt*. W(^ 
henr* and we se(M‘xamph‘.s of sagacity; and \vt* an^ I'urtln^r 
bronight round to the old con fe.ssion, that we eannciteook; 
Colxiey I)urane,e has uh tln*re; w(^ havu* not studied luirhs 
and savours; and so we art*, shoekt‘d backward sUg) by step 
until we n*treat pnunpitaitdy into tlie muiks wht^rt*. waxen 
tapers, cart*J‘ully tendtd by writ(‘rs on tin* Press, light-up 
ni37‘sterious imagt^s of our national h(*.Ivcs for admiration. 
Something surely we do, or wt* shouhl not b(*. wln*re wt; are. 
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But what is it we do (excepting cricket, of course) which 
others cannot do? Colney asks; and he excludes cricket 
and football. 

An acutely satiric man in an English circle, that does not. 
resort to the fist for a reply to him, may almost satiate the 
excessive fury roused in his mind by an illogical people of 
a provocative prosperity, mainly tongueless or of leaden 
tongue above the pressure of their necessities, as he takes 
them to be. They give him so many opportunities. They 
are angry and helpless as the log hissing to the saw. Their 
instinct to make use of the downright in retort, restrained 
as it is by a buttoned coat of civilization, is amusing, in- 
viting. Colney Durance allured them to the quag’s edge and 
plunged them in it, to writhe patriotically ; and although it 
may be said, that they felt their situation less than did he 
the venom they sprang in his blood, he was cruel; he 
caused discomfort. But these good friends about him stood 
for the country, an illogical country; and as he could not 
well attack his host Victor Badnor, an irrational man, he 
selected the abstract entity for the discharge of his honest 
spite. 

The irrational friend was deeper at the source of his 
irritation than the illogical old motherland. This house of 
Lakelands, the senselessness of his friend in building it and 
designing to live in it, after experiences of an incapacity to 
stand in a serene contention with the world he challenged, 
excited Golney^s wasp. He was punished, half way to 
frenzy behind his placable demeanour, by having Dr. Schle- 
sien for chorus. And here again, it was the unbefitting, not 
the person, which stirred his wrath. A German on English 
soil should remember the dues of a guest. At the same 
time, Colney said things to snare the acclamation of an 
observant gentleman of that race, who is no longer in his 
first enthusiasm for English beef and the complexion of 
the women. “ Ah, ya, it is true, what you say : ‘ The English 
grow as fast as odders, but they grow to horns instead of 
brains J They are Bull. Quaat true.’^ He bellowed on a 
laugh the last half of the quotation. 

Colney marked him. His encounters with Fenellan were 
enlivening engagements and left no malice ; only a regret, 
when the fencing passed his guard, that Fenellan should 
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prefer to flash for the minute. He would have met a pert 
defender of England, in the person of Miss Priscilla (rraves, 
if si hi had not been occupied with observation of the bearing 
of La,dy Grace Halley toward Mr. Victor Radnor; whicli. 
disph\‘isc(l her on behalf of Mrs. Victor; she was besides 
hostile by race and cla,ss to an aristocratic assumption of 
li(‘cn(•t^ Sparing Colney, she with some scorn condemned 
Mr. Pempton for allowing his country to be ridiculed with- 
out a, word. Mr. Pempton believed that the Vegetarian 
niovtmient was more progressive in England than in other 
lands, but he was at the disadvantage with the fair Priscilla, 
that eulogy of his compatriots on this account would win 
her (‘old(‘,st approval. Satire was never an argument,’^ he 
said, too evasively. 

Idle Rev. Septimus Bannby received the mecul of her 
snuh‘, for saying in his mauy-fathom bass, with an eye on 
Vit‘.t(>r: “At huist we may boast of breiKling men, who are 
lead(‘rs of men.'” 

Tlu^ announcement of luncheon, by Victor's butler Arling- 
ton, oiiportunely followtul and freighted the rmnark with a 
happy iHKH)gnition of tliat which (tomes to us from the hands 
of (tompun’ors. Dr. S(thl(‘si(m hims(*lf, no antagonist to 
England, but like Goluey Duranc.c, a (tritit*, sptutubited in 
vitnv of the spread of put-uic provisioTi bemeath tint great glass 
<l()uut, as to whether it might he, that tlmstt English wttre on 
anoUu*r start out of the (lust in vigorous (tomm(‘r(tial (tnter- 
pris(‘, under Icadttrship of one of their (thamtt^ masterly minds 
— mtuHthaut, in this instanee: a-nd h(‘ debated within, 
wh(*tlu*r Genius, occasionally devndopttd in a surprising 
supmdor manner by thestt haphazard Englisli, may not soimt- 
times wrest the prize from Method; albeit wt* <tount for tint 
long run, that Miithod has assuran(*.<‘! of succ-ess, however 
la, tic in the race to set forth. 

Ijune.h(‘.ou was a merry m(‘al, with Vic.tor iiml Nataly for 
host and hostess; F(mellan, Golmw I)urane(% and Lady 
Grace Ifalh^y for th(‘, talkers. A gusty bosom of sleet 
ov(»rhung the dome, ratth*d on it, and rolling Westward, 
b(*cam(*. a radiant mounta, in-la, nd, partly worthy of Viedior^s 
phras<»: “ A, range of Swiss Alps in air.” 

‘^With periwigs Louis Guatorze for peaks, Goluey 
added. 
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And Fenellan improved on him : Or a magnified Bench 
of Judges at the trial of your caernlean Phryne.’^ 

The strip of white cloud flew on a whirl from the blue, 
to confirm it. 

But Victor and Lady Grace rejected any play of conceits 
upon nature. Violent and horrid interventions of the 
counterfeit, such mad similes appeared to them, when pure 
coin was offered. They loathed the Eev. Septimus Barmby 
for proclaiming, that he had seen Chapters of Hebrew 
History in the grouping of clouds.’^ 

His gaze was any one of the Chapters upon Hesta. The 
clerical gentleman’s voice was of a depth to claim for it 
the profoundest which can be thought or uttered; and 
Hesta’s tender youth had taken so strong an impression of 
sacredness from what Penellan called his chafer tones,” 
that her looks were often given him in gratitude, for the 
mere sound. Hataly also had her sense of safety in acqui- 
escing to such a voice coming from such a garb. Conse- 
quently, whenever Penellan and Colney were at him, 
drawing him this way and that for utterances cathedral 
in sentiment and sonorousness, these ladies shed protecting 
beams; insomuch that he was inspired to the agreeable 
conceptions whereof frequently rash projects are an issue. 

Touching the neighbours of Lakelands, they were prin- 
cipally enriched merchants, it appeared ; a snippet or two 
of the fringe of aristocracy lay here and there among them;, 
and one racy-of-the-soil old son of Thanes, having the 
manners proper to last century’s yeoman. Mr. Pemptop; 
knew something of this quaint Squire of HeflerstonO; 
Beaves TJrmsing by name; a ruddy man, right heartily 
Saxon; a still glowing brand amid the ashes of the Hep- 
tarchy hearthstone ; who had a song. The Marigoldsy which 
he would troll out for you anywhere, on any occasion. To- 
have so near to the metropolis one from the centre of the 
venerable rotundity of the country, was rare. Victor 
exclaimed “ Come ! ” in ravishment over the picturesqueness 
of a neighbour carrying imagination away to the founts of 
England; and his look at Hataly proposed. Her counte- 
nance was inapprehensive. He perceived resistance, and 
said ; “ I have met two or three of them in the train : agree- 
able men: Gladding, the banker; a General Fanning; that 
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man Blatlieuoy, great bill-broker. But the fact is, close 
on London, we ’re independent of neighbours; we mean to 
be. Lakelands and liondon practically join.’’ 

^‘The mother (uty becoming the suburb,” murmured 
Colney, in report of the union. 

*‘You must expect to be invaded, sir,” said Mr. Sow- 
erby; and Victor shrugged: “We are pretty safe.” 

“The lock of a door secmis a potent security until some 
om^ outsidi' is lu‘ard fmg(U‘ing the handle nigh midnight,” 
Betiellan threuv out his airy nothing of a remark. 

It struck on Xataly's heart. “So you will not let us be 
lonely here*,” she said t(^ her giu‘sts. 

Tim Rt*v. Se.ptimus Ihirmby was mouthpiece for congre- 
gations, Soiuid of a subterranean roar, with a blast at the 
oritice, inf(jrm(*d her of their “very deep happiness in the 
privilege.” 

He comforted her. Nesta smiled on him thankfully. 

“Don’t imagine, Mrs. Victor, that you can be shutoff 
fnmi neighhinirs, in a house like this; and they have a 
claim,” said Lady (trace, quitting the table. 

Ifenellau and Oolney thought so: 

“ lake tuice at a cupboard.” 

“ Hf*ethw in a kitchen.” 

“ No, no — iio, no ! ” Vu*l;or shook head, pitiful over the 
good pt‘ople likened to things uuele.an, and royally tiprais- 
iug them : in ihnng which, he scattered to vapour the leadem 
ininibi they had h(*eu upon his (latter moods of late. “ No, 
but it’saraptun* to bri‘athe the air lnu*e ! ” Ills lift(*d 
che^st and nostrils woih^ for the eneouragtuuent of Nataly 
to soar beside him. 

She summoned her smile and nodded. 

lie spoki^ aside Isuly (Irace: “The di‘ar soul wants 
time iti comp(»se herself after a grand surprist*.” 

She replied; “ I think I could soon be n‘<*oucile(I. How 
much laud ? ” 

“ In tn»aty for some hundriMl atul c*ighty or ninety acu’es 
. . . in al Tat present thret* hundred and seventy, includ- 
ing plantations, lake, outhous(‘S.” 

“ Largt^ eiunigh; laud payitig as it <loes — that is, not 
paying. We sludl \n\ having to gamble in the (Jity syste* 
matically for subsistence.” 
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You will not so mucii as jest on the subject/^ 

Coming from such a man, that was clear sky thunder/ 
The lady played it off in a shadowy pout and shrug whil^ 
taking a stamp of his masterfulness, not so volatile. 

She said to ]Js'ataly: “Our place in Worcestershire i0 
about half the size, if as much. Large enough when 
we ’re not crowded out with gout and can open to no one/ 
Some day you will visit us, I hope.” 

“You we count on here, Lady Grace.” 

It was an over-accentuated response; unusual with tlii^ 
well-bred woman; and a bit of speech that does not flow, 
causes us to speculate. The lady resumed: “I value th^ 
favour. We ^re in a horsey-doggy-foxy circle down there. 
We Tvant enlivening. If we had your set of musicians 
and talkers ! ” 

iS'ataly smiled in vacuous kindness, at a loss for the 
retort of a compliment to a person she measured. Lady 
Grace also was an amiable hostile reviewer. Each could 
see, to have cited in the other, defects common to the 
lower species of the race, admitting a superior personal 
quality or two; which might be pleaded in extenuation; 
and if the apology proved too effective, could be dispersed 
by insistance upon it, under an implied appeal to benevo- 
lence. When we have not a liking for the creature whom 
we have no plain cause to dislike, we are minutely just. 

During the admiratory stroll along the ground-floor 
rooms, Colney Durance found himself beside Dr. Schlesien; 
the latter smoking, striding, emphasizing, but bearable, 
as the one of the party who was not perpetually at the 
gape in laudation. Colney was heard to say: “Ho doubt: 
the German is the race the least mixed in Europe: it 
might challenge aboriginals for that. Oddly, it has in- 
vented the Cyclopaedia for knowledge, the sausage foi- 
nutrition ! How would you explain it ? ” 

Dr. Schlesien replied with an Atlas shrug under fleabite 
to the insensately infantile interrogation. 

He in turn was presently heard. 

“But, my good sir! you quote me your English Latin. 

I must beg of you you write it down. It is orally 
incomprehensible to Continentals.” 

We are Islanders ! ” Colney shrugged in languishment. 
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you do great things . . Br. Schlesien rejoined 
in kindness, making his voice a musical intimation of the 
•smallness of tiie things. 

‘‘We build great hoimes, to employ our bricks.” 

“No, Coluey, to live in,” said Victor. 

"'‘Scarcely long enough to warm them.’^ 

“ What <lo you . , . tiddh‘ ! ” 

“They are not Holunizollerns! ” 

“It is true,” Dr, Schlesien called. “No, hut you learn 
discipline; you build. I say wid you, not Hohenzollerns 
you build! But you shall look abov(‘: Byes up. Ire 
7ieeesse est. Good, but mount; you come to something. 
Have ideas.” 

“Good, but when do we K'ach your level ? ” 

“ Sir, I do not say more than that we <lo not want in- 
struction from foreigners.” 

“ Pupil to piedagogue indetMl. You have the wreath in 
Music, in tlurisprudence, Chemistry, Scholarship, Beer, 
Arms, Manners.” 

J)r. Schlesien puffed a tempest of tobacco and strode. 

“He is chiselling for wit in the Teutonic block,” Colney 
said, falling back to Ptmellan. 

Feuellan observed: “ You might have credited him with 
the finished sculpture,” 

“They ^re ahea<l of us in sticdiing at tln^ charge of wit.” 

“They Ve a widtming of their swallow sinct^ Vm’sailles.” 

“ M(f>nnrrii ? ” 

“Well, that ’s a tight cravat for the Teutonic thrapple! 
But he k off by himself to looscm it.” 

Victor eann^ on tlu^ eouph^ testily. “ What are you two 
concocting! I say, do ketg^ tlu^ p(‘a<ug ph‘as<‘. An exeel- 
l(*ut gt)0(i bdlow; bett(‘r up in politics than any man ( 
know; uiHhn’stands musii*; means well, you can s«u*. Von 
two hate a man at all serious. Ami (hn*H iPt bore with 
his knowledge. A sc.holar too.” 

*'If he dl bring us the atmosplnu'e of the groves cf 
Academ<% lu^ may swing his fenile. [dekhsl in himstdf, 
and wehsnue,” said Fmndlan. 

“Yes!” Vietor noddcul at a r(*eogui/ed antagonism in 
Kenellan; “but (!olm‘yhs always lifting the Germans hpgh 
above us.” 
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’s to exercise Ms muscles.” 

Victor headed to the other apartments, thinking that the. 
Rev. Septimus and young Sowerby, Old England herself, 
were spared by the diversion of these light skirmishing 
shots from their accustomed victims to the masculine 
people of our time. His friends would want a drilling to* 
be of aid to him in his campaign to come. For it was one, 
and a great one. He remembered his complete perception 
of the plan, all the elements of it, the forward whirling of 
it, just before the fall on London Bridge. The greatness 
of his enterprise laid such hold of him that the smallest 
of obstacles had a villanous aspect; and when, as antici- 
pated, Colney and Fenellan were sultry flies for whomso- 
ever they could fret, he was blind to the reading of absur- 
dities which caused Fredi’s eyes to stream and Lady Grace 
beside him to stand awhile and laugh out her fit. Young 
Sowerby appeared forgiving enough — he was a perfect 
gentleman: but Fredi’s appalling sense of fun must try 
him hard. And those young fellows are often more 
wounded by a girFs thoughtless laughter than by a man’s 
contempt. Kataly should have protected him. Her face 
had the air of a smiling general satisfaction; sign of a 
pleasure below the mark required; sign too of a sleepy 
partner for a battle. Even in the wonderful kitchen > 
arched and pillared (where the explanation came to Nesta 
of Madame Callet’s frequent leave of absence of late, when 
an inferior dinner troubled her father in no degree), even 
there his Nataly listened to the transports of the guests 
with benign indulgence. 

^^Mama! ” said Nesta, ready to be entranced by kitchens 
in her bubbling animation: she meant the recalling of 
instances of the conspirator her father had been. 

“You none of you guessed Armandine’s business! ” Vic- 
tor cried, in a glee that pushed to make the utmost of this 
matter and count against chagrin. “ She was off to Paris ; 
went to test the last inventions: — French brains are 
always alert : — and in fact, those kitchen-ranges, gas and 
coal, and the apparatus for warming plates and dishes, 
the whole of the battery is on the model of the Due 
d’Ariane’s — finest in Europe. Well,” he agreed whJi 
Colney, “to say France is enough.” 
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Mr. Pempton spoke to Miss Graves of the task for a 
woman to conduct a command so extensive. And, as when 
an inoffensive wayfarer has chanced to set foot near a 
wasp’s nest, out on him came woman and her champions, 
the worthy and the sham, like a blast of powder. 

Victor ejaculated: Armandine! ” Whoever doubted 
her capacity, knew not Armandine; or not knowing Arman- 
dine, knew not the capacity in women. 

With that utterance of her name, he saw the orangey 
spot on London Bridge, and the sinking Tower and masts 
and funnels, and the rising of them, on his re.turn to his 
legs ; he recollected, that at the very edge of the fall he 
had Armandine strongly in his mind. She was to do her 

E art: Fenellan and Colney on the surface, she below: and 
os|)itality was to do its part, and music was impressed 
— the innocent Concerts; his wealth, all his inventiveness 
were to serve; — and merely to attract and win the tastes 
of people, for a social support to Lakelands I Merely 
that ? Much more : — if Nataly’s coldness to the place 
would but allow him to form an estimate of how much. 
At the same time, being in the grasp of his present disap- 
pointimmt, he perceivetl a meanness in the result, tliat was 
astonishing and afflic‘.ting. Me had not ever previously 
felt imagination starving at the visioti of success. Victor 
had yet to learn, that the man with a material ol)jcct in 
aim, is the man of liis object; and the nearer to his mark, 
ofttm the farther is he from a sober S(df; he is more the 
arrow of his bow than bow to his arrow. This we pay for 
scheming: and success is costly; we Fmd we have pledged 
the bidter half of ourselv(‘s to clutch it; not to be rtuU‘emed 
with the whole handful of our prize! lie was, however, 
learning after his leaping fashion. Nataly’s (hdVctive 
sym[)athy made him look at things through the ft'clings she 
dt‘pr(‘ssi‘(l. A shadow of his missed Idtai on London Bridge 
ae.(*me<l to eross him from the c1oh<‘ Happing of a wing 
within rtuie.h. could say only, that it w<nild, if caught, 
have bc(m an answer to th(‘ thought disturhiiig him. 

Nataly drinv (Jolney Durauei*. with her i*ycH to st(»p bi‘side 
her, on the ch^scent to the tt^*^ac(^ Litth^ 8k(‘pHey hove 
in sight, coming swift as the point of an outrigger over 
the Hoed. 
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CHAPTEE X 

SKEPSEY m MOTION 

The bearer of his master’s midday letters from London 
shot beyond Nataly as soon as seen, with an apparent snap 
of his body in passing. He steamed to the end of the 
terrace and delivered the packet, returning at the same 
rate of speed, to do proper homage to the lady he so much 
respected. He had left the railway-station on foot instead 
of taking a fly, because of a calculation that he would save 
three minutes; which he had not lost for having to come 
through the raincloud. Perhaps the contrary,” Skej)sey 
said: it might be judged to have accelerated his course: 
and his hat dripped, and his coat shone, and he soaped his 
hands, cheerful as an ouzel-cock when the sun is out again. 

“ Many cracked crowns lately, in the Manly Art ? ” 
Colney inquired of him. And Skepsey answered with pre- 
cision of statement: Crowns, no, sir; the nose, it may 
happen; but it cannot be said to be the rule.” 

‘^You are of opinion, that the practice of Scientific 
Pugilism offers us compensation for the broken bridge of 
a nose ? ” 

‘‘In an increase of manly self-esteem: I do, sir, yes.” 

Skepsey was shy of this gentleman’s bite; and he fancied 
his defence had been correct. Perceiving a crumple of the 
lips of Mr. Durance, he took the attitude of a watchful 
dubiety. 

“But, my goodness, you are wet through! ” cried Nataly, 
reproaching herself for the tardy compassion ; and Nesta 
ran up to them and heaped a thousand pities on her “ poor 
dear Skip,” and drove him in beneath the glass-dome to 
the fragments of pic-nic, and poured champagne for him, 
“lest his wife should have to doctor him for a cold,” and 
poured afresh, when he had obeyed her, “for the toasting 
of Lakelands, dear Skepsey ! ” impossible to resist : so he 
drank, and blinked; and was then told, that before using 
his knife and fork he must betake himself to some fire of 
shavings and chips, where coffee was being made, for the 
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purpose of drying his clothes. But this he would not hear 
of: he was pledged to business, to convey his master^s 
letters, and he might have to catch a train by the last 
quarter-minute, unless it was behind the time-tables; he 
must hold himself ready to start. Entreated, adjured,, 
commanded, Skepsey commiseratingly observed to Colney 
Durance, “The ladies do not understand, sir!’’ Eor Turk 
of Constantinople had never a more haremed opinion of the 
uniitness of women in the brave world of action. The 
persistence of these ladies endeavouring to obstruct him 
in the course of his duty, must have succeeded save that 
for one word of theirs he had two, and twice the prompti- 
tude of motion. He explained to them, as to good chil- 
dren, that the loss of five minutes might be the loss of a 
l^ost, the loss of thousands of pounds, the loss of the 
character of a Firm; and he was away to the terrace. 
Nesta headed him and waved him back. She and her 
mother rebuked him: they called him unreasonable; 
wherein they resembled the chief example of the sex to 
him, in a wife he had at home, who levelled that charge 
against her husband when most she needed discipline : — 
the woman laid hand on the very word legitimately his 
own for the justification of his process with her. 

“ But, Skips I if you are ill and we have to nurse you ! ” 
said Hesta. 

She forgot the hospital, he told her cordially, and 
laughed at the notion of a ducking producing a cold or a 
(‘.old a fever, or anything (ionsumption, with him. So the 
ladies had to keep down their anxious minds and allow him. 
to stand in wet clothing to eat his cold pie and salad. 

Miss Priscilla Graves entering to them, Iwcame a wit- 
ness that tluy were scjductrcisses for inducing liim to drink 
wiiu*. — and a sparkling wine. 

“It is to warm him,” tliey plead<*.d, and she said: “ire- 
must warm from his walk;” and they said: “But lu‘, is 
W(‘t; ” and said she, without a show of feeling: “Warm 
water, then;” and Skepsey writhed, as if in the grasp of 
anatomists, at being tin*, subject of female contention or 
humane consideration. Miss Graves caught signs of the 
possible proselyte in him; she remarked encouragingly : “I 
am sure he does not like it; he still has a natural taste.” 

» A . 
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She distressed his native politeness, for the glass was in 
iis hand, and he was fully aware of her high-principled 
aversion; and he profoundly bowed to principles, believ- 
ing his England to be pillared on them; and the lady 
looked like one who bore the standard of a principle; and 
if we slap and pinch and starve our appetites, the idea of 
a principle seems entering us to support. Subscribing to 
a principle, our energies are refreshed ; we have a faith in 
the country that was not with us before the act ; and of a 
real well-founded faith come the glowing thoughts which 
we have at times: thoughts of England heading the 
nations ; when the smell of an English lane under showers 
ehallenges Eden, and the threading of a London crowd 
tunes discords to the swell of a cathedral organ. It may 
be, that by the renunciation of any description of alcohol, 
a man will stand clearer-headed to serve his country. He 
may expect to have a clearer memory, for certain: he will 
not be asking himself, unable to decide, whether his mas- 
ter named a Mr, Journeyman or a Mr, Jarniman, as the 
person he declined to receive. Either of the two is re- 
pulsed upon his application, owing to the guilty similarity 
of sounds: but what we are to think of is, our own sad 
-state of in efficiency in failing to remember ; which accuses 
our physical condition, therefore our habits. — Thus the 
little man debated, scarcely requiring more than to heai 
the right word, to be a convert and make him a garland of 
the proselyte’s fetters. 

Destructively for the cause she advocated. Miss Priscills 
gestured tlie putting forth of an abjuring hand, with tlu 
recommendation to him, so to put aside temptation thal 
instant; and she signified in a very ugly jerk of her fea- 
tures, the vilely filthy stuff Morality thought it, howevei 
pleasing it might be to a palate corrupted by indulgence oi 
the sensual appetites. 

But the glass had been handed to him by the lady h^ 
respected, who looked angelical in offering it, divinel3 
other than ugly; and to her he could not be discourteous 
not even to pay his homage to the representative of i 
principle. He bowed to Miss Graves, and drank, anc 
Tuslied forth; hearing shouts behind him. 

His master had a packet of papers readv. th< 

pocket. 
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the way, Skepsey,” he said, “if a man named Jar- 
niman should call at the office, I will see him,” 

Skepsey^s grey eyes came out. 

— Or was it Jouriieijnum, that his master would not see; 
and Ja>' niman that he would ? 

His habit of obedience, pride of apprehension, ami the 
time to catch the train, forbade inquiry. Besides he knew 
of himself of old, tliat his puzzles were best unriddled 
running. 

The quick of pace are soon in the quick of thoughts. 

Jarniman, then, was a man whom his master, not want- 
ing to see, one day, and wanting to see, on another day, 
might wish to conciliate : a case of policy. Let Jarnima,n 
go. Journeyman, on the other hand, was nobody at all,, 
a gliost of the fancy. Yet this Journeyman was as imj)or- 
tant an individual, he was a dread reality; more important 
to Skepsey in the light of patriot: and only in that light 
was he permitted of a scrupulous conscience and mod(‘,st 
mind to think upon himself when the immediate subject 
was his master’s interests. For this Journeyman liad 
not an excuse for existence in Mr. Eadnor^s pronuncia- 
tion: ho was born of the buzz of a troubled ear, coming of 
a disordered brain, consequent necessarily xipon a dis- 
orderly stomach, tliat might protest a degree of com- 
parative innocence, but would bo shamed utterly ximhu’* 
inspection of the eye of a lady of principle. 

What, then, was the value to his country of a servant 
who could not accurately recollect his master’s words ! 
Miss Graves within him asked the ra{>id little man, wh(‘.tlu^r 
indeed his ideas were his own after draughts of champagmu 

The ideas, excited to an urgent animation by his racing’ 
trot, were a quiverful in flight over an Fiiglaiul tcuTiblt*. tt> 
the foe and dancing on the green. Rigid so: but would 
wo ke(q)-up the dance, we must b(‘ red iron to touch: and 
the fighter for conquering is th(‘. ene who can last and has 
the open brain; — and there you have a point against 
alcohol. ¥(‘.8, and Miss Graves, if she would pi’xiss it, with 
her natural fact?, could be pleasant and I)(?r8ua8iv(?: and she 
ought to 1)0 told she ought to marry, for the gootl of the 
country. Women taking liquor: — Skepsey had a vision 
of his wife with rheumy peepers and miauly mouth, as he 
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had once beheld the creature : — Oh ! they need discipline : 
not such would we have for the mothers of our English 
young. Decidedly the women of principle are bound to 
enter wedlock; they should be hound bylaw. Whereas, 
in the opposing case — the binding of the unprincipled 
to a celibate state — such a law would have saved Skepsey 
from the necessitated commission of deeds of discipline 
with one of the female sex, and have rescued his progeny 
from a likeness to the corn-stalk reverting to weed. He 
had but a son for England’s defence; and the frame of his 
boy might be set quaking by a thump on the wind of a 
drum; the courage of William Barlow Skepsey would not 
stand against a sheep; it would wind-up hares to have a 
run at him out in the field. Offspring of a woman of 
principle! . . . but there is no rubbing out in life: why 
dream of it ? Only that one would not have one’s country 
the loser ! 

Dwell a moment on the reverse : — and first remember the 
lesson of the Captivity of the J ews and the outcry of their 
backsliding and repentance ; — see a nation of the honour- 
ably begotten ; muscular men disdaining the luxuries they 
will occasionally condescend to taste, like some tribe in 
Greece; boxers, rowers, runners, climbers; braced, indom- 
itable; magnanimous, as only the strong can be; an army 
at word, winning at a stroke the double battle of the hand 
and' the heart : men who can walk the paths through the 
garden of the pleasures. They receive fitting mates, of a 
build to promise or aid in ensuring depth of chest and long 
reach of arm for their progeny. 

Down goes the world before them. 

And we see how much would be due for this to a corps 
of ladies like Miss Graves, not allowed to remain too long 
on the stalk of spinsterhood. Her age might count twenty- 
eight; too long! She should be taught that men can, 
though truly ordinary women cannot, walk these orderly 
paths through the garden. An admission to women, hint- 
ing restrictions, on a ticket marked “m w.oderation^’ 
(meaning, that they may pluck a flower or fruit along the 
pathway border to which they are confined), speedily, alas, 
exhibits them at a mad scramble across the pleasure-beds. 
They know not moderation. Heither for their own sakes 
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nor for the sakes of Posterity will they hold from excess, 
when they are not pledged to shun it. The reason is, that 
their minds cannot conceive the abstract, as men do. 

But there are grounds for supposing that the example 
before them of a sex exercising self-control in freedom, 
would induce women to pledge themselves to a similar 
abnegation, until they gain some sense of touch upon the 
impalpable duty to the generations coming after us : — 
thanks to the voluntary example we set them. 

The stupendous task, which had hitherto baffled Skepsey 
in the course of conversational remonstrances with his wife ; 
— that of getting the Idea of Posterity into the understand- 
ing of its principal agent, might then be mastered. 

Therefore clearly men have to begin the salutary move- 
ment: it manifestly devolves upon them. Let them at 
once take to rigorous physical training. Women under 
compulsion, as vessels: men in their magnanimity, patri- 
otically, voluntarily. 

Miss Graves must have had an intimation for him; he 
guessed it; and it plunged him into a conflict with her, 
that did not suffer him to escape without ruefully feeling 
the feebleness of his vocabulary: and consequently he 
made a reluctant appeal to figures, and it hung upon the 
bolder exhibition of lists and tables as to whether he 
was beaten; and if beaten, he was morally her captive; 
and this being the case, nothing could be more repulsive to 
Skepsey; seeing that he, unable of his nature passively or 
partially to undertake a line of conduct, beheld himself 
wearing a detestable “ ribbon, for sign of an oath (|uite 
needlessly sworn (simply to satisfy the lady overcoming 
him with nimblen* tongue), and blocking the streets, 
marching hi bauds beneath banners, howling hymns. 

Statistics, upon which his master and friends, after ex- 
changing opinions in argument, always fell back, frighteTUHi 
him. As long as they had no opponents of their own kind, 
they swe|)t the field, they were intelligible, as the word 
principle ” had become. But the appearance of one body 
of Statistics invariably brought up another; and the 
strokes and counterstrokes were like a play of quarter-staff 
on the sconce, to knock all comprehension out of Skeyisey. 
Otherwise he would not unwillingly have inquired to 
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morrow into the Statistics of the controversy between the 
waters of the wells and of the casks, prepared to walk over 
to the victorious, however objectionable that proceeding. 
He hoped to question his master some day: except that 
his master would very naturally have a tendency to sum-up 
in favour of wine — good wine, in moderation ; just as Miss 
Oraves for the cup of tea — not so thoughtfully stipulating 
that it should be good and not too copious. Statistics are 
according to their conjurors; they are not independent 
bodies, with native colours; they needs must be painted 
by the diferent hands they pass through, and they may be 
multiplied; a nought or so counts for nothing with the 
teller. ^ Skepsey saw that. Yet they can overcome: even 
as fictitious battalions, they can overcome. He shrank 
from the results of a ciphering match having him for 
object, and was ashamed of feeling to Statistics as women 
to giants; nevertheless he acknowledged that the badge 
was upon him, if Miss Graves should beat her master in 
her array of figures, to insist on his wearing it, as she 
would, she certainly would. And against his internal 
conviction perhaps; with the knowledge that the figures 
were an unfortified display, and his oath of bondage an 
unmanly servility, the silliest of ceremonies. He was 
shockingly feminine to Statistics. 

Mr. Durance despised them: he called them, arguing 
against Mr. Eadnor, those emotional things,’^ not compre- 
hensibly to Skepsey. But Mr. Durance, a very clever gen- 
tleman, could not be right in everything. H e made strange 
remarks upon his country. Dr. Yatt attributed them to 
the state of his digestion. 

And Mr. Fenellan had said of Mr. Durance that, as “ a 
barrister wanting briefs, the speech in him had been 
bottled too long and was an overripe wine dripping sour 
drops through the rotten cork.” Mr. Fenellan said it 
laughing, he meant no harm. Skepsey was sure he had 
the words. He heard no more than other people hear; he 
remembered whole sentences, and many : on one of his 
runs, this active little machine, quickened by motion to 
fire, revived the audible of years back; whatever suited 
his turn of mind at the moment rushed to the rapid wheels 
within him. His master^s business and friends, his coun- 
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^ry^s welfare and advanceraenty tliose, with records, items, 
^i,nticipations, of the manlier sports to decorate, were his 
^Airrent themes; all being chopped and tossed and mixi'.d 
pii salad aeeordaiuu* by liis fervour of velo(*ity. And if you 
^voultl like a further defmition of CJenius, think of it as a 
form of swiftness. It is tin* lively young great-grandson,, 
in the brain, of the travt*lling fonu* which mathematicians 
put to paper, in a row of astounding ciphers, for the 
jnotitni of earth through space*; to the generating of heat,. 
whertHif is multiplicaticm, wher(H>f deposit(*d matter, and 
your chaos, your half-light(‘d labyrinth, your cems(‘less 
pressure* to evolvemumt; and tlu‘n Inght, and so Creation^ 
t)rde*r, the* work of Genius. What do you say ? 

Without having a grenit braim the me‘asure of it pos- 
*4esseel by Hk(*pse*y was alive* uudt*r strong illumination, 
Jn his ht*art, while* dtjing ptmaiua*. fe)r his pre*sumptuous- 
ju»ss, he^ l>e*iheved that he*, could lead re*gimeuts of men. 
lie was ned the army^s Geenerah he was tln^ Gem‘ralks 
Jjieutenant, now and then vemturiug to sugge‘st a pieiit* of 
c».o\insed to his Ciimf, On his own partiemlar drllhul re^gi- 
jueuts, his Ghie*f may rely; and on his knowledge of tiio 
country of th<^ campaign, roads, morasse^s, nmsking hills, 
dividing riveers. He had mapixsl for hiiuHe*lf mentally tho 
battlers of eompuu’ors in his favourite* historic. re‘a(ling; 
and he^ umbu'Stood the^ value* of a plan, and the da.nger of 
sticking to it, and the^ advjiuta,gi* of a big army for Hank- 
ing; and he man(i‘uvre*d a small one^ enumingly tt) nmke* it 
a bolt at the ttdling iiisfcunt, l>artrt*y Kcun-Uan Imd t*x- 
plaiutul to him FreHh*ri(^k’H obliepui attaeek, Napedcoji'S 
tuuploymeuit of the artilh*ry arm pre*paratory to the* hurling 
of tlm cataract on the! speit of we»aknc*ss, Welllngtou’s 
]>arallel march with Marmout mp t(» the hour of the ticci- 
sivt^ c.ut through the* latte*r at Salamanca; and Skcpst*y 
treated his t*m*my to tlu^ like*, d<*fe*rentially reporting tlu^ 
cmgageuue'ut to a Ghie*f whom bis moeiesty kept in enuim*m*e*, 
f<»r the receiving ed’ thei prinenpal honours. As to his m(*n, 
of all claHse*s and sorts, they an* so seipplc with train itig 
that they sustain a (h*fcat like* the* sturdy pugilist a ktme'k 
edi his le^gs, aud up smiling a minute* afte*r -- om*. of tint 
truly beatitlful sights <ni this tsirih! They go at tint 
douiile half a day, ntever soumling a single pair ed* bed lows 
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among them. They have their a^jpetito in full euntn I. 
to eat when they candor cheerfully fast. I’iiev lia\. 
healthy frames, you see; and as the ht‘aliiiy frame is iii*i 
artificially heated, it ensues that, luidtu' any tit it' yuii likt*, 
they profess the principles — into the hug Wf* gt», we havt^ 
got round to it! — the principles of those luirrihit' mandiiiig 
and chanting people I 

Then, must our England, to be redoubtaide ti» flu' eneiiiy, 
be a detestable country for habitation ? 

Here was a knot. 

Skepsey^s head dropped lower, he went as a rail}. I’hu 
sayings of Mr. Durance about his dear England; fitai 
‘'^her remainder of life is in the activity of lifU’ di^e;i>,r.% ’’ ; 
— that ^‘she has so fed upon Pap of (’urnpiHuniNe as u-^ he 
unable any longer to conceive a muscular re.sulutiun 
that “she is animated only as the eanuise to tlie hhnv diy 
and so forth: — charged on him during Ids wrestle wuh* Im-i 
problem. And the gentleman had said, Inui |•erlldtted 
himself to say, that our Englaudks r<'eent iiistt»ry ^va* a 
provincial apothecary’s exhibition of the iuittle id' l»aneand 
antidote. Mr. Durance could liardly nn*an it. Pait huu 
could one answer him when he spoke of the turpur id tlit* 
people, and of the succeeding Governments as a ehainre ui 
lacqueys — or the purse-string’s lacqueys ? He a;ud, that 
Old England has taken to the arm-i'hair fur gei.d, and 
thinks it her whole busin(‘ss to pr(»mmm'e upiniun . a.nd 
listen to herself ; and that, in the. face <d' an armeti Eunipe, 
this great nation is living on sufTerauce. Oh! 

. Skepsey had uttered the repudiating f‘xcdamat}n{i, 

“Feel quite up to it he was asked by his iieigldHcir. 

The mover of arineKl hosts for the defence of theVimntrv 
sat in a third-class carriage of tiu* train, apprtmeliuig fhV 
first of the stations on the way to town. He w%as in daul h 
up to the level of an external worhl, and bdl iuu* gn*- 
and take with a burly broad eominunicativt* man , ler-ated in 
London, but born in the North, in view (»f Durham eaf he 
dral, as he thanked his Lonl; who was <}f the luder uf 
pork-butcher; which succulent calling had earned turn 
down to near upon the borders of Surn*y and Su.i.HeK, 
miles beyond the new big housit of a Mister whose name tie 
bad forgotten, though he liad heard it meiitiontai by an 
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acquaintance interested in the gentleman’s doings. But 
his object was to iiave a look at a rare breed oi: swine, 
worth the journey; that didn’t run to fat so much as to 
flavauir, luul longer legs, sharp snouts to plump tin* ir hams; 
over from Spain, it seemed-, and the genthunau owning 
them was for selling them, linding them wild past t'.orree- 
tion. P)ut the aeipiaintance mentioned, who was down to 
visit t’other gcmtleman’s big new editice in workmen’s 
liands, had a motlu'r, who hail been cook to a family, and 
was now widow of a cook’s slnq); ham, beef, ami sausages, 
prime pies to order; and a good sp(udnum herself; ainl if 
ever her sou saw her spirit at his bedside, there would n’t 
be room for miitdi else in that chamhm* — su[)posing us to 
keep our shaptis. Rut he wa,s tln^ right sort of son, anxious 
to push his mother’s shop whm*e he saw a (‘.hane{‘, and do 
it eluaip; and those foreign pigs, after a disappointment 
to tlnur iuiportcn*, might be had pretty cheap, and were 
aeeountetl tasty. 

Skepse.y’s maiti tliought was tipon war: the man Imd 
diseourstHl of pigs- 

He informed tln^ man of his liaving hoard froin a scdiolar, 
that pigs had been the cause of more bloody battles than 
any otin*r animal. 

I tow so? the pork-butcher asked, and said he was not 
mucJj of a scholar, and pigs might he provoking, but In^ 
liatl n(»t Inmrd they were a cause of strife between man and 
man. For possession of thtmi, Hktq^st^y explaiinaL Oh! 
posst'ssion! Why, we ’vm lu\'u‘d of bloody hatth^s for th(» 
posst'ssion of womtm! Mmi will fight for almost anything 
they care to g(‘t or e.all tln*ir own, the pork-hutcdnu'- said; 
and he. praised Old lOnglaud for a, voiding war. Skepsc^y 
nodd(*(L I tow if war is fona‘d on us? Tlnm wo fight. •— 
Hup[>ose we are not prepared? W<‘ soon get I, hat up. 
Hk(q)sey re.cpiestt^d him to stat(‘ th(‘ (h^gn**^ of resistaanui lie 
nnglit lliink he eould bring against a pair of skilful fists, 
in a place out of hearing of the poliia^. 

‘*Huy, ” said the pork-bute.her, ami sharply smiled, 
for was a man of size. 

would give you two minutes,” rejoined Hkepsey, 
Byeing him intently atnl kindly: insomuch that it eould be 
seen In^ was not in the conundrum vein. 
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^^Eatlier stort allowance, eh, master said the higge? 
man. ^'Eeel here; he straightened out his arm and 
doubled it, raising a proud bridge of muscle. 

Skepsey performed the national homage to muscle^ 

Twice that, would not help without the science,’^ he re* 
marked, and let his arm be gripped in turn. 

The pork-butcher* s throat sounded, as it were, commas 
and colons, punctuations in his reflections, while he tight- 
ened Angers along the iron lump. “Stringy. You ^re a 
wiry one, no mistake.” It was encomium. With the in- 
grained contempt of size for a smallness that has not 
yet taught it the prostrating lesson, he said; ^‘Weight 
tells.” 

“In a wrestle,” Skepsey admitted. “Allow me to say, 
you would not touch me.” 

“And how do you know I ’m not a trifle handy with the 
maulers myself?” 

“You will pardon me for saying, it would be worse for 
you if you were. ” 

The pork-butcher was flung backward. “Are you a 
Professor, may I inquire ? ” 

Skepsey rejected the title. “I can engage to teach 
young men, upon a proper observance of first principles.” 

“ They be hanged ! ” cried the ruffled pork-butcher. 
“Our best men never got it out of books. Now, you 
tell me — you ’ve got a spiflicating style of talk about you: 
— no brag, you tell me — course, the best man wins, if you 
mean that: — now, if I was one of ’em, and I fetches you a 
bit of a flick, how then ? Would you be ready to step out 
with a real Professor ? ” 

“I should claim a fair field,” was the answer, made in 
modesty. 

“And you ’d expect to whop me with they there princi- 
ples of yours ? ” 

“I should expect to.” 

“ Bang me ! ” was roared. After a stare at the mild 
little figure with the fitfully dead-levelled large grey eyes 
in front of him, the pork-butcher resumed: “Take you for 
the man you say you be, you ’re just the man for my friend 
Jam and me. He dearly loves to see a set-to, self the 
same. What prettier ? And if you would be so obliging 
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soiuo day as to favour us with a display, we ^d head a cap 
conformably, wiiether you’d the best of it, according to 
your t‘xpoctations, or t’ other way: — For there never was 
shame in a jolly good licking! as tlie song says: that is, if 
ynu take it and make it appear good, — And hnd you 
an opponent; iiwvt and tit, never doubt. Ever had the 
worst' of an eiuiounttu*, sir ? ” 

‘‘Often, sird' 

'‘AVtdl, tliat hs good. And it didn’t destroy your 
contideuet*. ? ” 

Adtltul to it, I hope.” 

At. this point, it became a crying necessity for Skepsey 
to i^cape i'nnw an area of boastfulness, into which he Jiad 
fallen inadvertently; and he hasteiual to apologize “for 
his perscmal rt'ferenee,” that was intended for an illustra-* 
tiou of our (‘.ouutry (', aught unawares by a highly trained 
pit‘ktal soldiery, inferior in numbcu's to the patriotic levies, 
l)ut sharp at tlu‘. and knowing how to strike. Meas- 
urt» thi^ axi*, im^asure. the tinu',; and which goes down lirst ? 

“ luvasitvn, is it V — and ycui mean, we ’ro not to hit 
Inntk ? ” tin* ptjrk-lmteher htdlowed, and ju’csently secured 
:t murmured approhatiou from an axidionce of three, that 
hatl bt^gun tt> (‘.ompindiend Uie dia-logne, and stn'-ngtlunied 
him in a inauuer to t(*.a(di Skepsty the foolishness of ev(*r 
urging analogies of too extmuled a (urele to close sharply 
on the mark, lie ha<l no longcu’ a chanc.e, ho was over- 
luH’ue, idimtifit'd with the fated invad(*,r, rolled away into 
the. (diopH (d' the Ohatuud, to be swallowed up entire, and 
not a rag ltdt of him, but tiohn Bull tucking up bis shirt- 
sltHwes on the shingb^ bt'aedp rtauly for a seeund ora tliird; 
crying to tliem to come, on. 

Warmed liy Ids Bullish victory, mid friendly to tliC 
va,u<itu.she<l, the |Mn*k“butc*.her told Skt'psey In^ slunild like 
tn sci* mon^ <»f Iduu and introduct'd himstdf on a card: 
Benjamin Shaphiw. not far from the Bank. 

'riu'y parbsl at tin*. Ttirminus, wh(u*e three shrieks of an 
e.ngiue, sounding like merrv messagtuH of the damned to 
their congtuu'rH in tln^ anticipatory stench of tlu‘. cab- 
dnjppings above, disconmn'.tcd sam^ liearing; perverted it, 
no dmdifc. <^r else it was the stamp of a ])articular name 
on his mind, witicU impressed Skepsey, as he bored 
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down the street and across the bridge, to fancy in recollec- 
tion, that Mr. Shaplow, when reiterating the wish for self 
and friend to witness a display of his cunning with the 
fists, had spoken the name of Jarniman. An unusual 
name : yet more than one Jarniman might well exist. 
And unlikely that a friend of the pork- butcher would be 
the person whom Mr. Eadnor first prohibited and then de- 
sired to receive. It hardly mattered : — considering that 
the Dutch Navy did really, incredible as it seems now, 
come sailing a good way up the Eiver Thames, into the 
very main artery of Old England. And what thought the 
Tower of it ? Skepsey looked at the Tower in sympathy, 
wondering whether the Tower had seen those impudent 
Dutch : a nice people at home, he had heard. Mr. Shap- 
low’s Jarniman might actually be Mr. Radnor’s, he in- 
clined to think. At any rate he was now sure of the 
name. 


CHAPTER XI 

WHEREIN* WE BEHOLD THE COUPLE JUSTIFIED OF LOVE 
HAVmG- SIGHT OF THEIR SCOURGE 

Eetstellah’, in a musing exclamation, that was quite spon- 
taneous, had put a picture on the departing Skepsey, as 
observed from an end of the Lakelands uj)per terrace-walk. 
“ Queer little water- wagtail it is ! ” And Lady Grace 
Halley and Miss Graves and Mrs. Cormyn, snugly silken 
dry ones, were so taken with the pretty likeness after 
hearing Victor call the tripping dripping creature the hap- 
piest man in England, that they nursed it in their minds 
for a Bewick tailpiece to the chapter of a pleasant rural 
day. It imbedded the day in an idea that it had been 
rural. 

We are indebted almost for construction to those who 
will define us briefly : we are but scattered leaves to the 
general comprehension of us until such a work of binding 
and labelling is done. And should the definition be not 
so correct as brevity pretends to make it at one stroke, we 
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are at least rendered portable 5 thus we pass into the con- 
ceptions of our fellows, into the records, down to poster- 
ity. Anecdotes of England’s happiest man were related, 
outliues of his personal history requested. His nomina- 
tiou in chief among the traditionally very merry Islanders 
was hardly borne out by the tale of his enchainment with 
a drunken yokefellow — unless upon the Durance version 
of tlu'. felicity of his countrymen; still, the water- 
wagtail carried it, Skepsey trotted into memories. Heroes 
conducted xxp Fame’s temple-steps by ceremonious histo- 
rians, who are studious, when the platform is readied, of 
the art of setting them beneath the flambeau of a final 
image, before thrusting them inside to be rivetted on their 
ptMlestals, have an excellent chance of doing the same, let 
but the provident narrators direct that image to paint the 
thing a moth-like humanity desires, in the thing it shrinks 
from. Miss Priscilla Graves now fastened her meditations 
u[H)n Skepsey; and it was important to him. 

Tobacco withdrew the haunting shadow of the Kev. 
S(»ptimus Burml)y from Nesta. She strolled beside Louise 
de SciUcs, to breathe sweet-sweet in the dear friend’s ear 
and tell her she loved her. The presence of the German 
luid, without rousing animosity, damped the young French- 
woman, even to a revulsion when her feelings had been 
tou(*.hed by hearing praise of her France, and wounded by 
the subjects of tlu". praise. She bore the national scar, 
wlii<*.h is bandy skiu-(dothing of a gash that will not heal 
siiK'e lu^r country was overthrown and dismemlHU'ed. 
Coluey Durance could excuse the uii reasonableness in lier, 
for it had a dignity, and she controlhsl it, and q\u(‘tly 
sutTenul, trusting to the steady, tind(‘SB, concentratc.d aim 
of licr France. In the Gallic mind of our time, Franc.e 
a|)pcars as a prematurely buried <rlory, tliat heaves the 
mound oppressing biM'atdi and cannot (*east‘; and calls 
hourly, at times keenly, to In^ remembered, rescued from 
tht^ pain and the mould-spots of that foul sepulture. 
Mademoiselle ami (hduey W(ua^ frimuls, partly diviiled 
by hc»r sp(‘aking one.t* of nwajir/n*, ; wliercupon he asstuned 
tht^ (diair of the Moralist, with its right to lecture, and 
went over to the tunmiy; his talk savoured of a German. 
Our holding of the balance, taking two sides, is incomprev 
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hensible to a people quivering with the double wound to 
body and soul. She was of Breton blood. Cymric enough 
was in Nesta to catch any thrill from her and join to her 
mood; if it hung out a colour sad or gay; and was noble; 
as any mood of this dear Louise would surely be. 

ISTataly was not so sympathetic. Only the Welsh and 
pure Irish are quick at the feelings of the Celtic Freuch.; 
Nataly came of a Yorkshire stock; she had the bravery; 
humaneness and generous temper of our civilized North; 
and a taste for mademoiselle's fine breeding; with a 
distaste for the singiilar air of superiority in composure 
which it was granted to mademoiselle to wear with an 
unassailable reserve when the roughness of the commercial 
boor was obtrusive. She said of her to Colney, as they 
watched the couple strolling by the lake below: ^^Nesta 
brings her out of her frosts. I suppose it ’s the presence 
of Dr. Schlesien. I have known it the same after an even- 
ing of Wagner’s music.” 

^^Eichard Wagner Germanized ridicule of the French 
when they were down,” said Colney. ^‘She comes of a 
blood that never forgives.” 

“‘Never forgives’ is horrible to think of! I fancied 
you liked your ‘ Kelts,’ as you call them.” 

Colney seized on a topic that shelved a less agreeable 
one that he saw coming. “You English won’t descend to 
understand what does not resemble you. The French are 
in a state of feverish patriotism. You refuse to treat them 
for a case of fever. They are lopped of a limb : you tell 
them to be at rest 1 ” 

“ You know I am fond of them.” 

^^And the KeltS; as they are called; can’t and won’t 
forgive injuries ; look at Ireland, look at Wales, and the 
Keltic Scot. Have you heard them talk ? It happened in 
the year 1400: it’s alive to them as if it were yesterday. 
Old History is as dead to the English as their first father. 
They beg for the privilege of pulling the forelock to the 
bearers of the titles of the men who took their lands from 
them and turn them to the uses of cattle. The Saxon 
English had; no doubt, a heavier thrashing than any people 
allowed to subsist ever received: you see it to this day; 
the crick of the neck at the name of a lord is now concealed 
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and denied, Imt ttey have it and betray the effects ; and 
it^s patent in their Journals, all over their literature. 
Where it not seen, another blood at Work. The Kelt 
won’t accept that form of slavery. Let him be servile, 
supple, cunning, treacherous, and to appearance time-serving, 
he will always remember his day of manly independence 
and who robbed him : he is the poetic animal of the races 
of modern men.’’ 

You give him Pagan colours.” 

Katural colours. He does not offer the other cheek or 
turn kis back to be kicked after a knock to the ground. 
Instead of asking him to forgive, which he cannot do, you 
must teach him to admire. A mercantile community 
guided by Political Economy from the ledger to the ban- 
quet presided over by its Dagon Capital, finds that difficult. 
However, there ’s the secret of him ; that I respect in him. 
His admiration of an enemy or oppressor doing great deeds, 
wins him entirely. He is an active spirit, not your nega- 
tive passive letter-of-Scripture Insensible. And his faults, 
short of ferocity, are amusing.” 

^ But the fits of ferocity ! ” 

^^They are inconscient, real fits. They come of a hot 
nerve. He is manageable, sober, too, when his mind is 
charged. As to the French people, they are the most 
mixed of any European nation; so they are packed with 
contrasts : they are full of sentiment, they are sharply 
logical ; free-thinkers, devotees ; affectionate, ferocious ; 
frivolous, tenacious; the passion of the season operating 
like sun or moon on these qualities ; and they can reach to 
ideality out of sensualism. Below your level, they ’re above 
it : — a paradox is at home with them ! ” 

“ My friend, you speak seriously — an unusual compli- 
ment,” Kataly said, and ungratefully continued: “You 
know what is occupying me. I want your opinion. I 
guess it- I want to hear — a mean thirst perhaps, and 
you would pay me any number of compliments to avoid 
the subject ; but let me hear : — this house ! ” 

Colney shrugged in resignation. “ Victor works himself 
out,” he replied. 

“We are to go through it all again ? ” 

“ If you have not the force to contain him.” 
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How contain him ? 

Up went Colney’s shoulders. 

y.ou may see it all before you,” he said, straight as 
the Seine chaussee from the hill of La Eoche Guyon.” 

He looked for her recollection of the scene. 

^^Ah, the happy ramble that year!” she cried. ^^And 
my Hesta just seven. We had been six months at Craye. 
Every day of our life together looks happy to me, looking 
back, though I know that every day had the same troubles. 
I don’t think I hn deficient in courage ; I think I could meet. 
. . . But the false position so cruelly weakens me. I am 
no woman’s equal when I have to receive or visit- It seems 
easier to meet the worst in life — danger, death, anything. 
Pardon me for talking so. Perhaps we need not have left 
Craye or Creckholt . , . ? ” she hinted an interrogation. 
“ Though I am not sorry ; it is not good to be where one 
tastes poison. Here it may be as deadly, worse. Dear 
friend, I am so glad you remember La Eoche Guyon. He 
was popular with the dear French people.” 

In spite of his accent.” 

It is not so bad I ” 

AAd that you ’ll defend ! ” 

'^Consider; these neighbours we come among; they may 
have heard ...” 

Act on the assumption.” 

You forget the principal character. Victor promises; 
he may have learnt a lesson at Creckholt. But look at 
this house he has built. How can I — any woman — con- 
tain him ! He must have society.” 

Parad tre ! ” 

‘^He must be in the front. He has talked of Parliament.” 

Colney’s liver took the thrust of a skewer through it. He 
spoke as in meditative encomium: ^‘His entry into Parlia- 
ment would promote himself and family to a station of 
eminence naked over the Clock Tower of the House.” 

She moaned. At the vilest, I cannot regret my conduct 
— bear what I may. I can bear real pain : what kills me 
is, the suspicion. And I feel it like a guilty wretch 1 And 
I do not feel the guilt ! I should do the same again, on 
reflection. I do believe it saved him. I do; oh! I do, I 
do. I cannot expect my family to see with my eyes. You 


SIGHT OF THEIR SCOURGE 


97 


know them — my brother and sisters think I have disgraced 
them ; they put no value on my saving him. It sounds 
childish ; it is true. He had fallen into a terrible black 
mood.’’ 

He had an hour of gloom.” 

“An hour 1 ” 

“But an hour, with him ! It means a good deal.” 

“Ah, friend, I take your words. He sinks terribly whex 
he sinks at all. — Spare us a little while. — We have te- 
judge of what is good in the circumstances : — I hear your 
reply ! But the principal for me to study is Victor. You 
have accused me of being the voice of the enamoured woman. 
I follow him, I know, I try to advise; I find it is wisdom 
to submit. My people regard my behaviour as a wickedness 
or a madness. I did save him. I joined my fate with his. 
I am his mate, to help, and I cannot oppose him, to distract 
him. I do my utmost for privacy. He must entertain. 
Believe me, I feel for them — sisters and brother. And 
now that my sisters are married . . . My brother has a 
man’s hardness.” 

“Colonel Dreighton did not speak harshly, at our last 
meeting.” 

“He spoke of me ?” 

“He spoke in the tone of a brother.” 

“Victor promises — I won’t repeat it. Yes, I see the 
house ! There appears to be a prospect, a hope — I cannot 
allude to it. Craye and Creckholt may have been some 
lesson to him. — Selwyn spoke of me kindly ? Ah, yes, it 
is the way with my people to pretend that Victor has been 
the ruin of me, that they may come round to family senti- 
ments- In the same way, his relatives, the Duvidney ladies, 
have their picture of the woman misleading him. Imagine 
me the naughty adventuress ! ” — Hataly falsified the thought 
insurgent at her heart, in adding : “ I do not say I am blame- 
less.” It was a concession to the circumambient enemy, of 
whom even a good friend was a part, and not better than 
a respectful emissary. The dearest of her friends belonged 
to that hostile world. Only Victor, no other, stood with her 
against the world. Her child, yes ; the love of her child 
she had; but the child’s destiny was an alien phantom, 
looking at her with harder eyes than she had vision of in 
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her family. She did not say she was blameless, did not 
affect the thought. She would have wished to say, for 
small encouragement she would have said, that her case 
could be pleaded. 

Colney^s features were not inviting, though the expres- 
sion was not repellent. She sighed deeply ; and to count 
on something helpful by mentioning it, reverted to the ^ pros- 
pect ’ which there appeared to be. Victor speaks of the 
certainty of his release.^^ 

His release ! Her language pricked a satirist’s gall- 
bladder. Colney refrained from speaking to wound, and 
enjoyed a silence that did it. 

Do you see any possibility? — you knew her,” she said 
coldly. 

“ Counting the number of times he has been expecting the 
release, he is bound to believe it near at hand.” 

“ You don’t ? ” she asked : her bosom was up in a crisis 
of expectation for the answer : and on a pause of half-a- 
minute, she could have uttered the answer herself. 

He perceived the insane eagerness through her mask, and 
despised it, pitying the woman. And you don’t,” he said. 

You catch at delusions, to excuse the steps you consent 
to take. Or you want me to wear the blinkers, the better 
to hoodwink your own eyes. You see it as well as I : — If 
you enter that house, you have to go through the same as at 
<lreckholt : — and he’ll be the first to take fright.” 

^‘No.” 

He finds you in tears : he is immensely devoted ; he 
flings up all to protect ^ his Hataly.’ ” 

^^Ho : you are unjust to him. He would fling up all : — ” 

But his I^ataly prefers to be dragged through fire ? 
As you please ! ” 

She bowed to her chastisement. One motive in her con- 
sultation with him came of the knowledge of his capacity 
to inflict it and his honesty in the act, and a thirst she had 
to hear the truth loud-tongued from him ; together with a 
feeling that he was excessive and satiric, not to be read by 
the letter of his words : and in consequence, she could bear 
the lash from him, and tell her soul that he overdid it, and 
have an unjustly-treated self to cherish. — But in very truth 
she was a woman who loved to hear the truth; she was 
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formed to love the truth her position reduced her to violate ; 
she esteemed the hearing it as medical to her ; she selected 
for counsellor him who would apply it: so far she went on 
the straight way ; and the desire for a sustaining deception 
from the mouth of a trustworthy man set her hanging on 
his utterances with an anxious hope of the reverse of wliat 
was to come and what she herself ap})reheuded, such as 
checked her pulses and iced her feet and lingers. The reason 
being, not that she was craven or absurd or paradoxical, hut 
that, living at an intenser strain upon lier natun^ than she 
or any around her knew, her strength snapped, she broke 
down by chance there where Oolney was rendered spiteful in 
beholding the display of her iueonsequout if not puling 
sex. 

She might have sought his counsel on anotluu* subject, if 
a paralyzing ciiill of her frame in tluh foreview of it had 
allowed her to speak : she felt grave alarms in one direction^ 
where N"osta stood in the eye of her father ; Ixmides an un- 
formed dread that the simplicity in generosity of Viedor’a 
nature was doomed to show signs of dross ultimattdy,, 
under the necessity he imposed upon himself to run out 
his forecasts, and scheme, and (hdhnsivtdy cam[Kd the 
world to serve his ends, for the protection of those dear 
to him. 

At night he was particularly urg<mt with her for the 
harmonious duet in praise of liakelands; and plied h(‘r 
with questions all round and about it, to bring out; the 
dulccst accord. He dwelt on his elioic<M>f eostly marhh^s^ 
his fireplace and mautelpic‘c,e designs, the gneat hall, ami 
suggestions for imposing and beautiful furnituni; couc(»rd- 
antly enough, for the large, the lofty and rich of colour won 
her enthusiasm,* but overwhelmingly to any mood of resistr 
anctr, and strangely in a man who had of late. Imhui adopt- 
ing, as if his own, a nioderu tom% or the social a.nd literary 
hints of it, relating to the right ust*s of wealth, and the 
duty as wtdl as the delight of living simply. 

hredi was pleased.^’ 

Y(‘s, alui was, dear.’’ 

She is our girl, my love, ‘ f could live and die liere^'* 
Live, she may. Tliere -s room (mough.''’ 

Nataly saw the door of a <’ov<‘rt communication pointeit 
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at in that remark. She gathered herself for an effort to 
do battle. 

She ’s quite a child, Victor.’’ 

^^The time begins to run. We have to look forwtird 
i^ow: — I declare, it’s I who seem the provident mother 
for Fredi!” 

Let our girl wait ; don’t hurry her mind to . . . She is 
happy with her father and mother. She is in the happiest 
time of her life, before those feelings distract.” 

^^If we see good fortune for her, we can’t let it puss 
her.” 

A pang of the resolution now to debate the (*ase with 
Victor, which would be of necessity to do the avoidtu] thing 
and roll up the forbidden curtain opening on their whoht 
history past and prospective, was met in Nataly’s lK)Bom hj 
the more bitter immediate confession that she was not liis 
match. To speak would be to succumb; and sliamefully 
after the effort; and hopelessly after being overborne by 
him. There was not the anticipation of a st‘t contest It* 
animate the woman’s naturally valiant heart; ha was t(»o 
strong: and his vividness in urgency overcame ht‘r in 
advance, fascinated her sensibility through ra(H)lle<dion ; 
he fanned an inclination, lighted it to make it a passion, 
a frenzied resolve — she remembered how and when. Sho 
had quivering cause to remember the fateful day of her 
iitep, in a letter received that morning from a married 
lister, containing no word of endearment or proposal for a 
meeting. An unregretted day, if Victor would think of tint 
dues to others; that is, would take station with the world 
to see his reflected position, instead of seeing it through 
their self-justifying knowledge of the honourable truth of 
their love, and pressing to claim and snatch at whatsotn'cr 
the world bestows on its orderly subjects. 

They had done evil to no one as yet. Nataly tlnniglit 
that; notwithstanding the outcry of the anchuif/aad witli- 
ered woman who bore Victor Radnor’s name : for whom, in 
consequence of the rod the woman had used, this tmnlfiv.Hf 
of^ hearts could summon no emotion. If she had it, Hit* 
thing was not to be hauled up to consciousm^ss. Her fee!» 
ing was, that she forgave the wrinkled Malignity : pity and 
contrition dissolving in the effort to produce Uw plaVabhi 
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forgiveness. Slie was frigid because she knew rightly of 
herself, that she in the place of power would never have 
struck so meanly. But the mainspring of the feeling in an 
almost remorseless bosom drew from ce.rtain eliance exi)res- 
sious of retrospective physical distaste on Victor’s part ; — 
hard to keep from a short utterance between the nuptial 
two, of whom the unshamed exuberant male has found the 
sweet revoa'se in his mate, a haven of heavenliness, to 
delight in: — these conjoined with a woman’s unspoken 
pleading ideas of her own, on her own behalf, had armed 
her jealously in vindication of Kature, 

Now, as long as they did no palpable wrong about tlnnn, 
Nataly could argue her case in her conscieruM^ — deep down 
and out of hearing, where women under scourge of the laws 
they have not helped decree may and do deliver their minds. 
She stood in tliat subterranean recess for Nature, against the 
Institutions of Man : a woman little adapted for tlu^ post of 
rebel; but to this, by the agency of circuinstaiu'-es, it liad 
como ; she who was designed by nature to bo an ornamt'ut 
of those Institutions opposed tluun : and when thinking of 
the rights and the conduct of the de(‘.r<'pit Legitimate — 
virulent in a heathen vindictiveness declaring itscdf Indy — > 
sln^ had Natunds logic, Nature’s voice, for 8i‘lf-def(nu*.e, It 
was ehxpie.nt with her, to the deafening of other voice's in 
h(‘rs<df, (ivem to the (umviinung of liersedf, when she was 
wrought by the fires within to ie.el ehnmmtally. The otln^r 
voices witinn her issue, d of the acknowledged dues to her 
family ainl to the world — tint e.ivilization jtrotecting wonnm : 
semteuces theretainmt in modetru boedcs a.nd rfournals. I>ut the 
re.mtnnbrauce of moods of liery exaltation, when tin*. Nattir© 
sin* (tadhul by name of Love rais(*d the chorus within to stop 
all oute.r buzzing, was, in a iK*rpetiial stnigght with a whirl- 
pool, a (toustant support while*, slnt atnl Victor wc*re, one at 
lu'art. The S(*nse of Intr standing alone ma.de h(»r sway ; 
and a thought of difTerenccs with him caus(‘d frightful 
apprehensions of the abyss. 

Luxuriously sin*, applietd to his {uiblic life for witness that 
he had gov(*.nuHl wisely as well as affitetionahtly so long ; and 
he might thendore, with the chorussing of the world of 
public nnm, ex|)cct a woman blindfold to follow his lead- 
f Ihit no; we ma.y b(‘ rebids against our time and its Laws: 
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if we are really for ITature, we are not lawless. ISTataly’s 
untutored scruples, which came side by side with her ability 
to plead for her acts, restrained her from complicity in the 
ensnaring of a young man of social rank to espouse the 
daughter of a couple socially insurgent — stained, to common 
thinking, should denunciation come. The iN'ature upholding 
her fled at a vision of a stranger entangled. Pitiable to 
reflect, that he was not one of the adventurer-lords of prey 
who hunt and run down shadowed heiresses and are con- 
gratulated on their luck in a tolerating country ! How was 
the young man to be warned ? How, under the happiest of 
suppositions, propitiate his family ! And such a family, if 
consenting with knowledge, would consent only for the love 
of money. It was angling with as vile a bait as the rascal 
lord’s. Humiliation hung on the scheme; it struck to 
scorching in the contemplation of it. And it darkened her 
reading of Victor’s character. 

She did not ask for the specification of a good fortune 
that might pass ; ” wishing to save him from his wonted 
twists of elusiveness, and herself with him from the dread 
discussion it involved upon one point. 

The day was pleasant to all, except perhaps poor made- 
moiselle,” she said. 

Peridon should have come ? 

Present or absent, his chances are not brilliant, I fear.” 

And Pempton and Priscy 1 ” 

They are growing cooler ! ” 

With their grotesque objections to one another’s habits 
at table ! ” 

Can we ever hope to get them over it ? ” 

When Priscy drinks Port and Pempton munches beef, 
Colney says.” 

“ I should say, when they feel warmly enough to think 
little of their differences.” 

^^Pire smoothes the creases, yes; and fire is what they ’re 
both wanting in. Though Priscy lias Concert-pathos in her 
voice: — couldn’t act a bit! And Pempton’s ’cello tones 
now and then have gone through me — simply from his 
fiddle-bow, I believe. Don’t talk to me of feeling in a 
couple, within reach of one another and sniffing objections. 
— Good, then, for a successful day to-day so far ? ” 


l^nSlVlBEES OF A HOTTSFHOXiB 103 

He neared lier^ wooing her ; and she assented;, with a 
franker smile than she had worn through the day. 

The common burden on their hearts — the simple discus- 
sion to come of the task of communicating dire actualities 
to their innocent IMesta — was laid aside. 


CHAPTER XII 

TEKATS OF THE DUMBXESS TOSSIBI.E WITH MEMBERS OF A 
HOUSKUOrU) HAVIN<i ONE HEART 


Two that live together in union are sujiposed to lie inti- 
mate on every leaf. Partienlarly when they lovii oiu* an- 
other and the eaus<‘. they have at heart is common to tlunu 
in equal measurti; the uses of a cordial familiarity forbid re- 
serves upon important matters l)(‘tvveeu tlumi, as we think; 
not thinking of an impost‘<l Hecr<q,iv(‘ness, beneath the false 
external of suhniissiveiu^ss, which comes of mi experienc.(‘ of 
pi‘ated ineiliciencA' to maintain a case, in (»pposition, on tluv 
part of the locpunitly weakm* of the pair. In Constitutional 
Kingdoms a powerful (iovu'rnment needs not to he tyranni- 
cal to lean oppressivtdy ; it is more serviceable to party than 
agreeable to country ; and where the alliance of men and 
women binds a loving couple, of whom one is a tornuit of 
persuasion, their ditIV-rings are Uk(‘ly to make the otlnu" 
resemble a log of the torrent. It is borne along; it drcaims 
of a distant corner of the way for a determimal stand ; it 
consents to its whirling in antunpation of an unda,t<Hi hour 
wlitm it will no longer be neutral. 

'riiere may Ins morcovau', while eacdi has the key (»f thf 
fellow breast, a mutually senisitive nm-vo to protest against 
intrusion of light or sound. I'he cloud ov(‘r the na.me of 
thm^irl coubi now strike Nataly and Victor dumb in their 
talking of counstd. Hhe lUviued that his hint had encouraged 
him to bring tin*, crisis m*an‘r, and he that her eomi>r(*ht*nsion 
had become tremblingly awake*. I'hey shrank, eacdi of t hmn, 
the more from an end <lrawing closely into vienv. All sub- 
jaets glooming oil or darkening up to it were shunncMi by 
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them verbally, and if ^^^^“‘^paS^to^^au^uvoluutar^^^ 



fashion to the cover of of t unv girl - the sai ; 

to bnrn and scheme for the weddin. ,vilu 

wedding of that deaies , hia 

the world warm about her. , ^ ^ (throateuing. it 

Nataly had her look oj. P dropiHHl his further 
opened, to thunder incinsisteucy, hi a 

hints. He «^°®® J° Xoad with a basket of niarriuge-tu-s 
woman who walked ab ^ would soon 

for ,, i,, 

have to speak the da throat. Keasoiuibly 

of any doing of it, S But it is 

dreaded the Sd He deAmtvA it lightly to 

for the mother to idiusclf stating the fuct.s 

the mother because he com ^j,,y 

to a son. “ o .year and wo double it on the 

tr«r,”.r living .t-loWan,l. ». wter. J« 

"S” desire i«.,i-^?i;r.*“i;iS .I!;*”!"!”'?-;! 

our great Families, ur^ preterahle lor gu’l tj» 

with the argument tha early youth, whilo. 

hear their story , f^pv, in tht‘ dis(‘rt‘tiou i»t' Imt 

manner to distinguish instead of dcgi-uiiUn "i i . i 

t£f»d .£.£”'1.. sirl, Ids t.aed,.. ,si. 
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till it was cut from his heart and left to wag dead colourless 
words. 

The prospect of a similar business of exposition, certainly 
devolving upon the father in treaty with the fortunate 
youth, gripped at his vitals a minute, so intense was his 
pride in appearing wound less and scarless, a shining surface, 
like pure health’s, in the sight of men. hTevertheless he 
skimmed the story, much as a lecturer strikes his wand on 
the prominent places of a map, that is to show us how he 
arrived at the principal point, which we are all agreed to 
find chiefly interesting. This with Victor was the naming 
of ISTesta^s bridal endowment. He rushed to it. My girl 
will have ten thousand a year settled on her the day of her 
marriage.” Choice of living at Lakelands was offered. 

It helped him over the unpleasant part of that interview. 
At the same time, it moved him to a curious contempt of the 
youth. He had to conjure-up an image of the young man in 
person, to correct the sentiment : and it remained as a kind 
of bruise only half cured. 

Mr. Dudley Sowerby was not one of the youths whose 
presence would rectify such an abstract estimate of the 
genus pursuer. He now came frequently of an evening, to 
practise a duet for flutes with Victor; — a Mercadante, 
honeyed and flowing; too honeyed to suit a style that, as 
Tenellan characterized it to Nataly, went through the music 
somewhat like an inquisitive tourist in a foreign town, 
conscientious to get to the end of the work of pleasure ; 
until the notes had become familiar, when it rather re- 
sembled a constable’s walk along the midnight streets into 
collision with a garlanded roysterer ; and the man of order 
and the man of passion, true to the measure though they 
were, seeming to dissent, almost to wrangle, in their differ- 
ent ways of winding out the melody, on to the last move- 
ment; which was plainly a question between home to the 
strayed reveller’s quarters or off to the lock-up. Victor 
was altogether the younger of the two. But his vehement 
accompaniment was a tutorship ; Mr. Sowerby improved ; 
it was admitted by Nesta and mademoiselle that he gained 
i show of feeling ; he had learnt that feeling was wanted. 
Passion, he had not a notion of : otherwise he would not be 
ielaying; — the interview, dramatized by the father of the 
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young bud of womanhood, would be taking place, and the 
entry into Lakelands calculable, for ^hLtaiy^s coiiiftu'l, uh 
under the aegis of the Cantor earldoni. (Jossip Hies to a 
wider circle round the members of a great titled family, is 
inaudible; or no longer the diptheriau wliisper eom- 
monalty hear of the commonalty : and so we see the s<M‘ial 
uses of our aristocracy survive. We do nt>t want tlie shield 
of any family; it is the situation that wants it; Nataly 
ought to be awake to the fact. One blow and we have 
silenced our enemy: Nesta^s \veddiug-d;iy lias relieved her 
parents. 

Victor^s thoughts upon the instrunumt for striking that 
blow, led him to suppose Mr. Scnverby might be unalitatiiig 
on the extent of the young lady's fortune, lb* talked ran- 
domly of money, in a way to shatter .Nataly hs eoneeptien nf 
him. He talked of City affairs at table, a.s it had be»ii his 
practise to shun the doing; and hit the re.Siuuidanr mUe nn 
mines, which have risen in the market like tlie tTesf ut a 
serpent, casting a certain spell upon the mereantile umhn** 
standing. ^^Fredi^s diamonds from her (»wn nune, nr what 
once was — and she still reserves a share,” were to be shown 
to Mr. Sowerby. 

Nataly respected the young fellow for ind displaying 
avidity at the flourish of the bait, hotvever it might be 
affecting him; and she fancied that he did la!>oriom.lv, in 
his way earnestly, study her girl, to sound lor li.anaoiiv 
between them, previous to a wooing, 8h<’ w:m a eIo .»V 
reader of social character than Victor; fr^nu refruining fn 
run on the broad lines wMch are but faintly ilhmtrata e *»,’ 
the individual one in being common to ail — unless we have 
hit by chance on an examph'of the d<»wnright in rtnpna v or 
folly or simple goodness. Mr. Sowerby N l»earitig to :\e la 
was hardly warmed by the glitter of <lianu»miM. ' lii ; 
visit showed him livelier in courtline.NH, brigliter, fr^ -.her; 
but that was always his way at the commenernMUit til every 
visit, as if his reflections on the foregom^ had eoiue to \i 
satisfactory conclusion ; and the labours of tite new ‘andy 
of the maiden emsued again in due eour.se to deaden luiu. 

Gentleman he was. In the rec(»gniti(in of hm ipi.-iiii v im 
a man of principle and breeding, Nataly wm eondemued liy 
thoughts of Nesta's future to question wiif!ther %H.ml m ijt 
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4)f hers should, if inclination on both sides existed, stand , 

between her ^nrl and a true gentleman. She counselletl - 

herself, as if the counsel were in requisition, to be passive ; ^ 

and so tloiug, she more aeuteh' than Victor — save in his 

chance Hashes — disetnuuMl tiu‘. twist of Jier very nature 

caused by tludr false position. And her panacea for ills, 

the lost little eottagta would nothav(^. av(‘rted it : she would 

there have, had the sanu^ coveting desire to name a man (vf 

breeding, honour, station, for .Nesta\s husband. Ihu-lnips in 

tiu‘ cottagi', choosing at hdsuns luu* c.onsmit to sec the 

brilliant young i‘nnituiH‘ tied to tlu' best of dull men would 

have been unrea.dy, without the girl to push it. Kor the 

lion. Dudley was lamentably her pupil in livtdiiu'ss; he 

took the second part, as it is painful for a woman with tlu^ 

ohld'aahioued idi‘as u[)oii the leading of tlu‘ st'xc‘s to behold; 

vt'semhling iu iris look the deaf, who constantly recpiire to 

have ail obsm-vatiou repeattnl; resembling tlu‘ most iutiHli- 

geiit <d' auiiuals, which we do not namt', and wt‘ re})rove 

(Hirselves for seeing a, liktmess. 

Yt‘t tin* likeutKss ov a|)pareut likem'ss would suggt‘st that 
we havt^ not so mue.h to hair uptm the day of tln^ expla- 
nation to him. Some gain is there, Shanndul thought! 

Nataly hast.ened h«*r mind to gather many instanctxs or 
indications testifying to the st(‘rliug suhstamm In young 
Mr. Sowtu'hy, sutdi as a, mother would [>ra,y for Inu' son-in- 
law to possess, Shf* (lis(a)ven*<l herstdf f(‘tding as t,lio 
burdeucti mother, not providently for hm* girl, in tin* ehoi(te 
<d* a mat<*. I'ln* pcn’.eptiou was (dear, and not the less did 
sin? (‘.outirnn? working at; tin* (*mhroidery of Mr. Sowto’hy on 
the basis of his (*X(udlent moral fomnladions, all tin* whib? 
hoping, praying, that In* might not b<? lur(‘d on to t.lic pro- 
posal bn* Nesta.. I>nt ln‘r suhs(*rvit*ne(‘ to tin* power <»f the 
persuasiva^ will in Vieten* — whitdi was liki* the rush (d‘ a 
ci»ii!iagra.ti(>n — (M>m|»elh*d ln*r to think r(*a,Ii/Jngly of any 
H(dn*me h<* allow(*d ln‘r darkly to rc*ad. Opposit ion to him, 
was (‘omparabh* to tin* stand <jf l)ioctks of timbt*r btdbrt* 
liaun*. Oohn*y Durams* had dom* !n*r tin* mise.hief we take 
frtnu tin* pessimist wln*n wi* ar<* t»v(*rsva‘ight(*d : iu da.rlu*u- 
ing the vision of (‘xt«*rnal aid from ma.n or cinuimstuu(?c to 
one who b'lt !n*rHtdf masb(*red. Victor could makf* ln*r 
tn*atdicrouH to h(*r wisln^s, iu revolt against them, tlnmgh 
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the heart protested. His first conquest of her was In her 
blood, to weaken a spirit of resistonee. ^ Ft^r the preeetit'iit 
of submission is a charm upon the faiut-iusirted thnnigii 
love: it unwinds, unwills them. Nafealy nssolved tixrdiy, 
that there must be a day for speaking; ami she iaul her 
moral sustainment in the resolve; she had alse a tenmait- 
ing consciousness of material support in tht‘ tlnmght, that 
the day was not present, was possibly distant, might m»ver 
arrive. Would Victors release come sooner? And tlait 
was a prospect bearing resemblance to luqjes of tiu* eurt* of 
a malady through a sharp operation. 

These were matters going on behind tlie <’urtain ; us 
wholly vital to her, and with him at times ulint»st as d»*mi- 
nant, as the spiritual in memory, when flesh has ietf hut 
its shining track in dust of a soul outwritten; ami all their 
talk related to the purchase of furniture, tin* f»xf»editiuns to 
Lakelands, music, public affairs, tht‘ panionalde fihhhvs c»f 
friends created to amuse their fellows, opt»rath» liertsivs and 
heroines, exhibitions of pictures, the sornnvs of {’rtovjuHl 
Heads, so serviceable ever to mankimi as an adimmilimi to 


the ambitious, a salve to the envious! — in fine, whafoMint^r 
can entertain or affect the most social td* tamples, ciouifsf 
cally without a care to appearam'c. Ami s<« far tliev par- 
tially — dramatically — deceived themselves hy iia 

the world while they talked and dtietfeti ; far t hi' purviMse 
of furniture from a flowing purse is a eheerfni tirmipariuu ; 
also a City issuing out of hospital, like this fnuir (hfv of 
London, inspires good citizens to healthy nvliv if v. Hm* t |a» 
silence upon what they were most bent ufi, had tlie 
effect upon Victor, of obscuring his nienta! hold of tho 
beloved woman, drifting her away from him. In m.mi.iuai, 
eating FenelWs news througii the iawyt-r (’arling of Mvh. 
Burman’s intentions, he w;us aware that thme wa* ;m 
obstacle to his being hnggingiy genial, evmi eandidiv o-mal 
with her, until he could deal o\it further ti.ovs, riu rohur t; vi' 
and consecutive, to show the action of thing i as progre a v** 
Fenellan had sunk into his usual apathy : ami mi do oh-ad 
the impossibility of his moving fastfU' th;ui th»' WMman i.ro- 
fessingto transform herself into henefieiuieo out *0 to. dig. 
nity; — one could hear him saying the words ! had 

not seen him since last Concert evening, and he de.uned it 
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as well to hear the words Fenellau’s mouth had to say. lie 
called at an early hour of the Westward tidal flow at the 
Insurance Office looking over the stormy square of the first 
of Seamen. 


CHAPTER XIII 

THE LATEST OF MRS. BURMAN 

After cursory remarks about the business of the Office 
and his friend’s contributions to periodical literature, in 
which iie was interested for as long as he had assurance 
that the safe income depending upon official duties was not 
endangered by thorn, Victor kicked his heels to and fro. 
Keuellau waited for him to lead. 

“ Have you seen that man, her lawyer, again ? ” 

I have dined with Mr. Carling: — capital claret.” 

Emptiness was in the. reply. 

Victor curbed himself and said : By the way, you ’re not 
likely to have dealings with Blathenoy. The fellow has a 
screw to the back of a shifty eye ; 1 see it at work to fix the 
look for bnsiness. I shall sit on the Board of my Bank- 
One hears things. He lives in style at Wrenaham. By the 
way, Eredi has littl(‘ Mab Mouutney from Cn‘ckholt staying 
with her. You said of little Mabsy — * Hen^ she comes into 
the room all |}iuk and white, like a daisy.’ Sin* ’s the daisy 
still; reminds us of our girl at that age. — 8o, then, we 
conu^ to another <hmd block I ” 

Well, no; it’s a chemist’s shop, if that helps us on,” 
said Eiuiellan, settling to a new posture in Ids chair. 

Shi* ’s there of an afttumoon for hours.” 

You mean it \s sJie ” ” 

The lady. I ’ll tell you. I have it from Carling, worthy 
man ; and lawyers (uiu be brought to untruss a point over a 
cup of claret. He ’s a bit of a ‘ Macke.nyde Man,’ as old aunts 
of miim used to say at honu* — a Man of Keeling. Thinks he 
knows the world, from having siftiul and sorted a lot of our 
dustbins; as tlic modern Realists imagine it’s an exposititm 
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of positive iLuman nature when they've pulled down our 
noses to the worst parts — if there ’s a worse wliere ail are 
useful: but the Eealism of the dogs is to have us by thei 
nose: — excite it, and befoul it, and you re tearfully (‘hmU- 
ble! You don't read that olfactory literatuiv. Hiovcvrr, 
friend Carling is a conciliatory carle. Thret* or four deys 
of the week the lady, he says, drives to her chemist’s, :ind 
there she sits in the shop; round the e(»ruer, as ytui eutor- 
and sees all Charing in the shop looking-gdass :it t lu* h:u‘k ; 
herself a stranger spectacle, poor lady, it (.darling’s pifhire 
of her is not overdone; with her tashiouahle iKohnuuet 
striding the contribution chignon on tlu‘ ertnvn, aii«i a 
square green shade over her forehead. Sits hours long, and 
cocks her ears at orders of applicants for drugs at'njss the 
counter, and sometimes catches wind of a prescript i<«iu and 
consults her chemist, and thinks she’ll try it hcrstdf. It ’s 
a basket of medicine bottles driven to .Regent’s I’ark [jrt-tty 
well every day.” 

“Ha! Regent's Park!” exclaimed Victor, and shcH»k ai 
recollections of the district and tlie niunher <»r tht* Icuihc, 
dismal to him. London buried the woman deep uufd ;i 
mention of her sent her flaring over Lundon. “ A chruu d. s. 
shop ! She sits there ? ” 

“ Mrs. Burman. We pass by tlie sho{).” 

“ She had always a turn for drugs. — Not far fnun hrj-c, 
did you say? And every day ! under a gnum shade 

“Dear fellow, don't he suggesting ballads ; wi* ’ll gi> tn-u 
said Fenellan. “It's true it's like sitting un the huuki of 
the Stygian waters.” 

^ He spied at an obsequious watch, that URl Iiim it wan 
time to quit the office. 

“You've done nothing?” Victor asked in :i time e! no 
expectation. 

“Only to hear that her latest medical man is Thtnui.o.n.” 

“ Where did you hear ? ” 

“Across the counter of Boyle and Luckwort, the ladr.i 
chemists. I called the day before yesterilav, aftiu* you vvi-re 
here at our last Board Meeting.” 

“ The Themison? ” 

‘'The great Dr. Themison; who kills you kimllicr lh;uj 
most, and is much in re(j[uest for it.” 
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There one of your echoes of Colney!” Victor cried. 
*^One gets dead sick of that worn-out old jibeing at doctors. 
They doidt kill, you know very well. It^s not to their 
interest to kill. They may take the relish out of life; and 
upon niy word, I believe that helps to keep the patient 
living ! ” 

]^\‘nellan sent an eye of discreet comic penetration travel- 
ling through his friend. 

The City \s mending ; it ’s not the weary widow woman 
of tlie day when we capsized the diurnal with your royal 
Old Veuve,’' he said, as they trod the pavenumt. “ Funny 
people, the EngliwSh ! They give you all the ])riiueing 
possibhi for amusement and jollity, and devil a scmtry-boK 
for the exendse of it; and if you shake a leg publicly, 
partner or not, you’re marched oil to peniten(H‘. I com- 
plain, that they liave no philosophical appreciation of 
iuiman nature.” 

** We pass the shop ? ” Victor ititerrupted him. 

“ Vou're in view of it in a minute. And what a square, 
tor rt‘crt‘ative dancing! And what a people, to be, turning 
it into a jdac.e. id' political agitation I And what a country, 
whcri^ from morning till night it’s an endl(‘,ss wrangle 
about the first conditions of existence! Old Colnt^y seems 
right now and then : — they ’re the offspring of pirates, and 
tlu^y’ve got the manners and tastes of their progenitors, 
and the tri(‘k of quarndliug everlastingly over the booty. 
I ’d have band-music hcu’e for a couple of hotirs, thrive days 
of tlie week at the heist; and ilown in the East; and that 
forsaken North tpiarter of London; ami the Baptist Soutli, 
too. Hut just as those omuibus-whecds are. the miserable 
music id' this liondon id' ours, it’s only too sadly true that 
the peoplt! are. in the first rumble of the* notion of the 
proper way to spimil iludr lives. Now you seti tlu* shop : 
Boyle and Luckwort : there.” 

Viidor look(‘d. He thrc‘W his coat opcm, and pulled the 
waistcoat, and swelUsl it, ahemmiug. That shop?” said 
he. Ami presently : Femdlau, I hn not superstitious, I 
think. Now listen; I declare to you, on tin‘ ilay our 
drinking Old Veuv<* together last* — you nmnmiber it, I 
walked liome up this way aenms tlie square, a.nd I was about 
to step into that iihmtimii shop, for some huusidndd pn*serip- 
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tioa in my pocket, having forgotten ijataly s lavounte ( ,ty 
chemists Fenbird and Jay, when — I m stating a la.1 - I 
distinctly — I’m sure of the shop --let mys.dt phu'ked 
back by the elbow; pulled back; the kind ot (utll wh,.u you 
have to put a foot backward to keep your iMpulihnma. 

So does memory inspired by the sensatuuus contnbutr au 
additional item for the colouring of hisbuy. 

He touched the elbow, showed a flitting fuet^ uf wumhI 
amazement in amusement, and shrugged and hulfdiuiglirth 
dismissing the incident, as being perhaps, if ins ht-arer elmse 
to have it so, a gem of the rubbish tumbled intu tlu’ diist^. 
cart out of a rather exceptional householdi‘r*s ex|HTieiief, 
Fenellan smiled indulgently. Queer things Imppm. I 
recollect reading in my green youth of a (dergyuuin. who 
mounted a pulpit of the port where he was iaudrd nffrr his 
almost solitary rescue from a burning ship at initiuight in 
mid-sea, to inform his congregation, that lu* had ovmu rht 
of the catastrophe a personal Warning right in histsir t r«ua 
a Voice, when at his bed or bunk-side, alnnit to porfonn tlie 
beautiful ceremony of undressing : and the Uev. gi-utbiiiau 
was to lie down in his Ml uniform, not so murh as it* 


himself of his hoots, the Voice insisted twh^s ami loM»l»rytHl 
it, despite the discomfort to his poor feet; and lie jumped 
up in his boots to the cry of Fire, and he got iliem |»r**viden - 
tially over the scuffling deck straight at tin* first ru di uitu 
the boat awaiting them, and had them safe <ju and |h.!i .bed 
the day he preached the sermon of gratitmh^ for the nproial 
deliverance. There was a Warning! and it might u*dl iie 
called, as he called it, from within. Wt‘ ’re eare<l for, to'wv 
doubt. Aide-toi. Be ready dresstnl to help yimrstd! m a 
calamity, or you’ll not stand in boots at your next Smuon, 
contrasting with the burnt. That soumls like tlie niurul.” 

She could have seen me,” Victor threw out an irnt lido 
suggestion. The idea of the recent propimjuity art, h. if red 
•’ji motion. 

Scarcely likely. I’m told sln^ sits looking on h«T lap, 
under the beetling shade, until sho hoars an oviWr (ot 
tinctures or powders, or a mixtiinf tliat staakes her faiiey. 
It’s possible to do more suicidal things tlian sit tin* after* 
noons in a chemist’s shop and see poor t‘rf*atureH got ilitnr 
different passports to Orcus ” 
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■Victor stepped mutely beneath the windows of the bellied 
glass-urns of chemical wash. The woman might be inside 
there now! She might have scon his figure in the shop- 
mirror! And she there! The wonder of it all seemed to 
be, that his private history was not walking the stret^ts. 

The thinness of the partition concealing it, liardly gua.r- 
anteed a day’s immunity : — because this woman would live 
in London, in order to have her choice of a central chemist’s 
shop, where she could feed a ghastly imagination on the 
various recipes • . • and while it would have been so much 
healthier for her to be living in a recess of the country ! 

lie muttered : Diseases — drugs ! ’’ 

Tliose were the corresponding two strokes of the pendu- 
lum which kept the woman going. 

“ And dmidly spite.” That was the emanation of the | 

monotonous horrible conflict, for wliich, and by which, the i 

W(mian lived. 

In the ueighbotirhood of the shop, he could not but 
tliiuk of her tlirough the feelings of a man scorched by a 
furnace. 

A little further on, he said: “Poor soul!” He cou- 
feHS(*d to himstdf, that latterly he had, he knew not why^ 
bi*eu impatient with her, rancorous in thought, as 
bt^fore. Ht* had hitherto aimed at a picturesque tolerance ^ 

of her vindictiven(‘BS ; under suffering, l)oth at Craye a.ud * 

Creckholt; and he had been really forgiving. He accused 
her of <lragging him down to humaiuty’s low(^st. 

But if she (lid that, it argu(*<l the possession t)f a power 
of a sort 

Her station in tlie cduunist’s shop In^ pass(‘d almost da,ilv% 
afipt^annl to him as a sudden and a t<*rrifi(‘ rush to tln^ 1 

front; tlumgh it was only a slu>rt drive from tht‘ iiouso \n < 

Park; but having shaknn-off that house, In* had 
pushed it hack itito mists, oblitcra.tc<l it. Tluj woman 
C(U*tainly had a powi»r. 

Hci sliot away to the power In* km*w of in himself ; his 
capacity for winning men in bodies, the host of tlunn, wh(*u 
it came to an idTort of his cnergii».s: men and, individually, 
women. Individually, the women were to he ecnmted on as 
wall ; warm supporters. 

It was the admission of a doubt that he might expect 
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•to enroll them collectively. Eyeing the men, he felt hia 
<5oniniand of them. Glancing at congregattnl women, he 
had a chill. The Wives and Spinsters in gimstly jiulicial 
assembly: that is, the phantom of the otTemhul eoileetive 
woman: that is, the regnant Queen Idea issuing from our 
-concourse of civilized life to govern Society, am I prom ni nee 
‘On the orderly, the tolerable, the legal, and hanisii t!it> 
rebellious: these maintained an aspect of the stand against 
him. 

Did Nataly read the case : namely, that the <*rowmHi 
•collective woman is not to be subdued ? And what aro wt* 
to say of the indefinite but forcible Authority, wlnui w(» see 
it upholding Mrs. Burman to crush a woimin like Nataly ! 

Victor’s novel exercises in reflection were l»riugiug him 
oy hard degrees to conceive it to be the Impalpable which 
has prevailing weight. Not many of our compmrors liave* 
•^scored their victories on the road of that index : mu* has 
■•duration been granted them to behold the minute miN’isure 
of value left even tangible after the dust of the (Hunpiest 
^subsides. The passing by a shop where a broken idtl 
woman might be supposed to sit beneath her groeii fore- 
head-shade — Venetian-blind of a henbane-visago ! —• had 
-precipitated him into his first real grasp of the abstract 
verity: and it opens on to new realms, whieli art» a new 
•world to the practical mind. But he made no advance. 
He stopped in a fever of sensibility, to ccmtemplatt* tlie 
powerful formless vapour rolling from a stniree tiiat was 
nothing other than yonder weak lomdy woman. 

In other words, the humau nature of the man w:i,h 
dragged to the school of its truancy by cireiuastam’ps, for 
him to learn the commonest of sinus \l<me <m a slate, in 
•regard to payment of debts and the uiirela:cing grip of tin* 
creditor on the defaulter. D(d)toi\s are ahvavs paying: 
like those who are guilty of the easiest thing* in life, tlm 
violation of Truth, they have made themselves bomiun*ii 
to pay, if not in substance, then iu soul; ami tho nipping 
•of the soul goes on for as long as tlui (*onerett* burilfgi is 
undischarged.^ You Ipiow the "Liar; yam must hnw. sei-n 
him diminishing, until he has becoimt a face without fea- 
tures, withdrawn to humanity’s prelimiuarv sketeli {Mome 
half-dozen frayed threads of wotdul outline on our onginal 
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tepestrj-web) ; and he who did the easiest of things, he must 
from such time sweat in being the prodigy of inventive 
iiimbleness, up to the day when he propitiates Truth bjr 
telling it again. There is a repentance that does reconsti- 
tute I It may help to the traeeing to springs ot; a fable 
whereby men have been guided thus far out of the wood^ 
Victor would luive said truly that he loved Truth ; that 
he paid every debt with a scu'upulous exactitude : money, 
of course ; and prompt apologies for a short brush of his 
temper. Nay, he had such a conscience for the smallest 
eruptions of a transient, irvital>ility, that the wish to say a 
friendly mending word to the PunefUlo donkey of London 
Bridge, softened his retrospective view of the fall there, 
more tlian once. Although this man was a i)resentation to 
mankind of the force in Nature which drives to unresting 
speed, which is the vitality of the heart seen at its beating 
after a plucking of it from the body, he knew himself for 
the reverse of lawless ; he inclined altogether to good citi- 
ssenship. Bo social a man could not otherwise incline. But 
when it came to the examination of accounts between Mrs. 
lUirman and himself, spasms of j)hysic.al revulsion, loath- 
ings, his excessive human nature, put her out of Court, To 
men, it was impossible for him to spt».ak the torments of 
tiiose dtiys of tlie monstrous alliaiuuL The heavens were 
cogui'/.aut. He plt*a<led his case in their accustouual h(*.ar- 
iug : — a youngster tinupte,d by wealth, attracted, besought, 
snared, rt^voltt^l, <Sfc, And Mrs, Burtuan, when roused to 
jealousy, luul shown it by teasing him for a eonl‘t^ssit)n of 
his admiratiim of splendid points in the b(‘autiful Nataly, 
the pricel(*Hs fair woman living under tluur roof, a contrast 
of very life with the corpse and shroud ; ami shti stam by 
him (laily, singing with him, her hroath about him, her 
voict^ incessautiy upon every chord of his htung! 

He. phcithMl successfully. But the sihmecs following the 
venlict was heavy ; the sihmee contained an unlncird thunder. 
It was tlic sound, as when out of C’ourt the public is dis- 
satisfied wiili a vi»r<li(d. Are we expeettnl to (amnuit a sc^cial 
outrage! in exposing our whole east* to the public ? — Imagine 
it for a moment; as domu Men are. ours at a word -or at 
least a word of invitation. Womt‘u we woo : llui*nt smotjtk 
versions of our tortures, mixed with permissible courtslup,, 
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win the individual woman. And that uareasoniiiK oolloctive 
woman, icy, deadly, condemns the poor racked wretch who 
60 much as remembers them ! bhe is the eiieuu ot Nature. 
_ Tell us how ? She is the slave of existing conveutiuns. — 
And from what cause ? She is the artiticial product mu ot 
a state that exalts her so long as she siienticcs dad\ and 

hourly to the artificial. r #. 

Therefore she sides with Mrs. Burmaii --- tht‘ Uw of 
jNature : who, with her arts and gold lures, has now posses- 
sion of the Law (the brass idol worshipped by the ctdlee- 
tive) to drive Nature into desolation. 

He placed himself to the right of Mrs* Bunnaru tor tho 
world to behold the couple: and he lent the world a sigl: 

of disgust. , 

What he could not do, as in other matters he (lul, was to 
rise above the situation, in a splendid survey aiul raipid view 
of the means of reversing it. He wtis too so(da! to be a 
captain of the socially insurgent; imagination expirt'd. 

But having a courageous Nataly to second him!— how 
then? It was the succour needed. Then ht^ wouhl have 
been ready to teach the world thab Nature — hononf Nature 

is more to be prized than Convention: a new .Kra might 

begin. 

The thought was tonic for an instant and illuminated him 
springingly. It sank, excused for the flacindity by Nataly's 
want of common adventurous daring. She liad nut taken 
to Lakelands; she was purchasing furniture from a fltnving 
purse with a heavy heart — unfeminine, one might say ; she 
preferred to live obscurely ; she did not, one harl to think — 
but it was unjust: and yet the accusation, that she did imt 
cheerfully make a strain and spurt on behalf of her ehild, 
pressed to be repeated. 

These short glimpses at reflection in Vi<d.or wort* likt* 
verberant twang of a musical instrument that h:t.s hati a 
smart blow, and wails away indepemhmt of tht' |day<*r s 
cunning hand. He would have said, that In* was nnu'e hia 
natural self when the cunning hand playt*tl on liiim t<J make 
him praise and uplift his beloved: mightily wtjuhl it hav<* 
astonished him to contemplate with aH 8 un»d pt'rettpiitui in 
his own person the Nature he iuvoktnl. But men ifuatking 
Nature, do not find in her the Holy Mtither she in such tamo 
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becomes to her daughters, whom she so persecutes. Men 
call on her for their defence, as a favourable witness : she 
is a note of their rhetoric. They are not bettered by 
lier sustainiueut : they have not, as women may have, 
her enanuic aid at a trying hour. It is not an eifort at 
epigram to say, that whom she scourges most she most 
supports. 

An ()pt»ra- placard drew his next remark to Feuellau. 

How Wagnt‘r stHuus to iiave stricken the Italians 1 Well, 
now, t!u‘ (.Knniians have their emptu-or to luuul tlieir armies, 
and 1 say that the (Itunnan emperor has done less for tluur 
lasting fatue and iutiueuee tliau Wagiuu' lias done, has 
affected the French too; I trace him in (roiinod’s Kom(U> 
et Juliette — and we don’t gain by it; we have a poor 
remuneration for the nudody gone; think of the little 
Bhi'phenFs pipeing in Jf/rciY/e ; anil there ’s another in iStr/fho 
— deliiuous. I lield out against Wagner as long as I Cvmld. 
'rile Italians don’t much more than Waguerize iu exchange 
for the loss of melody. They would be wiser in going back 
to I’ergoh^se, (Jampagnole, Tlio was good — of 

the school of tlu? fondgii master. A'ida and OteUo^ no. t 
conft'ss to a weaknt*ss for the old barh‘y-sugar of Bellini 
or a Ihmi/.et.ti Sermiade, Are n’t you si^ducetl by cadencies ? 
Never mind WagueFs kip of his pedagogue’s bAton — a 
C 4 ideuee eatehes mt^ still. Marly taste, for barley-sugar, pi'r- 
haps I ‘Fhere ’s a march iu Venli's Attiltt and / Lomhanilj 
I (leciare I ’m iu military stf‘p wlien I hear them, as in the 
(dd days, aftm* lea.ving the Op^ra. Fredi takes little Mab 
Mouutuey to ht*r lirst < )]Hu*a touiight. Fnough to ma.ke us 
old om*H envious | Vou remember your first Opmai, FeneU 
lau ? Son na ni.hu I it, with nu‘. I tell yim, it would task tlui 
higiu'st pof‘trv say, rtu[uirt% if you like slunving a, 11 
tlial ks n<d)h*st, sphuididest, iu a .young man, to d<*serilH‘ its 
cdTeet on me. I was dreaming of ///// Aru* at tlu‘ Opera for 
a yt*ar aftt*r. 'riu* Huijuenoia benight. N(»i the best suited 
for littde Mabsy ; but she ’ll eate.h at th(‘ Hataphtn, Oapital 
Opera; wt* used to tldnk it the best, btdbre we had 'funn^ 
/ooVscr and fu»hf*Uijrin and tin* Mt isfrrsi nt/rrS 

Vie, tor hiutfsl notes of the (kmspiration Scmie closing the 
Thirii Act of the Ifutfurnots. That sombre (diorus brmight 
Mrs. Burmau before him. He ilrummed tin* Ratujdtm^ which 
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sent her flying. The return of a lively disposition for din- 
ner and music completed his emancipation ironi the y<»kt‘ of 
the baleful creature sitting half her days in the oheniist's 
shop; save that a thought of drugs brought the snudl. and 
the smell the picture ; she threatened to be an apparition at 
any amount pervading him through his nostrils. Jlo spt»ki^ 
to Tenellan of hunger for dinner, a need for it; singular iii 
one whose appetite ran to the stroke of tlu' Inmr ahroast 
with Armandine’s kitchen-clock. Fenellau pro[)ose'<l a glass 
of sherry and bitters at his Club over the way. lie had 
forgotten the shower of black balls (attributabh* to tlu* etno 
jurations of old Ate) on a certain past day. Wiiiunit word 
of refusal, Victor entered a wine-mercliaiiVs ofhee, whtn-o he 
was unknown, and stating his wish for hitters and dry 
sherry, presently received the glass, drank, nothitu! to t he 
administering clerk, named the person whom he hud ohligec! 
and refreshed, and passed out, remarking to Fetifllan: 
^^Colney on Clubs! he^s right; they h-e tin? nu‘dia*va! in 
modern times, our Baron's castles, mimis tlu‘ Bar<»n; drad 
against public life and social duties. Business exensos my 
City Clubs; but I shall take my name off niv Club up 
West.’’ 

^‘Morelike monasteries, with a Committee for Ahhot, and 
Whist for the services,” Benellan said. 'Mh* taherjiaelos 
for the Chosen, and Grangousier playing Divinity behind 
the veil. Well, they ’re social.” 

Sectionally social, means anything b\it soeial, luy fri<md. 
However — and the monastery had a bell for the wiimlenT ! 
Say, I’m penniless or poundless, up and down this walh’d 
desert of a street, 1 feel, I must feel, Ihest* pelaeos— if 
we’re Christian, not Jews: not that ihv dews are imeliari- 
table; they set an example, in fact. ...” 

He rambled, amusingly to the eomplaeent hearing of 
Fenellan, who thought of his pursuit of wealth and grand 
expenditure. 

Victor talked as a man having his miml at leaps lu»yond 
the subject. He was nearing to the Ith‘a he hatl sei/isi and 
lost on London Bridge. 

The desire for some good news wherewith to inspirit 
Nataly, withdrew him from his ineffectual chase. He hud 
nought to deliver; on the contrary, a meditation concerning 
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her comfort pledged him to concealment : which was tlie no 
step, or passivt^ state, most abhorrent to him. ' I| 

He snatched at th(‘ name of Themison. ij 

With Dr. Themison fast in his grasp, there was a report H' 

of progress to be made to Nataly; and not at all an empty ff 

re|>ort. 

Themison, then : hc^ leaned on Themison. The woman’s t 

doctor sliould have an influence approaching to authority t; 

with !ier, " p 

Land-vahu's in the dtnudoiung Ooloui(‘s, formed his tlumie g 

of diseoursi^ to Ftmtdlau : let Hanks bt^wax'e. 

Femdlaii saw him shudder and rub tlie back of his head. r 

Feel tlie. wind ? lit* said. p 

Victor answiU'ed him with that hmnam‘ thrill of the deep i 

tnut‘S, whieli at times he had: ‘‘No; don’t he alaniKHl; I I 

feel tln^ devil. If one has wealth and a desperate wish, ho j'i 

will speak. All lie does, is to make, me mon* eharitabh' to 
tlicme wdio give way to him. I believe in a devil,” 

** Horns and tail ? ” 

** l?ait and hook.” 

** I have iFt wt\a!th, ami I wi.sh only for dinner,” Fenelhm 
said. 

** Vou know that Armandine is never two minutes late. 

By the way, you have n’t wealth — you have me.” 

” And I thank <rod for you!” said Fenellan, mnitely 
reminiscent of his having marked the spiritual advism* of 
Mrs. Burman, tin* !h‘v. (Hosmuan Buttermore; as a man i‘| 

whc5 might be useful to his friend. |d 


(IHAITEB XIV 

niHt’LOSKS A HTAiiK OX THH DRIVE TO DA HIS 

A FiiitTNioirr later, an f^xtremely dismuicfu’ting edreutn- 
stanee ocsnirretl: Armamlim^ was ten minutes hehind the 
luHtr wiili her dinner. But the sur}»rist‘ and stupefaedaon 
t‘X|iressed hy Vicd.or, after glam'es at his wa-tch, were not 
^o prcifouncfas FemdlaiFs, m finding himstdf cxcdiangtdng 
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the how with a gentleman btwiiig the name of Dr. TlHmi!-. 
son. His friencrs rapidity in pushing tlu‘ eomhinaticats 
he conceived, was known: Feuelhui’s wotuior was not 
so much that Victor had astonished him again, as t!iat. 
should be called upon again to wonder at his astMni^iluufnt. 
He did; and he observed tlie doctor and Vi<‘tnr ^ijid Nntalv : 
aided by dropping remarks. Beion* the evefting u.js 
over, he gathered enough of the facts, ami imd in siuTuhit*. 
only on the designs. Dr, Tliemison had recrivtui a visit 
from the husband of Mrs. Victor fhulnor (*oneeriumt her 
state of health. At an intcrvh^w with the h‘«iy. lamrhtcr 
greeted him; he was confused hy lier denial <d the impu- 
tation of a single ailment: but she, t<» n-etucoe.e him, 
2et it be understood, that she was anxieus aheut her bus- 
band^s condition, he being emdaiuly evtu-wtuhed ; and tin* 
husband’s visit passed for a devict‘ on the part id the u ifV. 
She admitted a willingness to try a idiange <d' air, if it was 
deemed good for her liusband. (’iiangt* of air wa.'. pre- 
scribed to each for both. ‘‘Why not drive t»» 1‘arn. the 
doctor said, and Victor was tak(*n with tlie phra e. 

He told Fenellau at night that Mrs. Ihirnani, lie had 
heard, was by the sea, on the South coast. U i.ieh of her 
maladies might be in the ascmidant, he did not know. 
He knew little. He fancied that Dr. Thmsi, i-n was me 
suspicious of the existence of a ndatimi'diip In-tween liin 
and Mrs. Burman; and Feiudlan opim-d, that there |»ao 
been no communication upon privati* affainn What, fhen^ 
was the object in going to Dr. Tliemison? f nailed hei 
body merely; whereas the Dev. Dr<»senian leatt mm-Mje 
could be expected to impose upon hrri’ondmd. !‘’ene»mn 
appreciated his own discernment of the supera r tiNe^ fu 
which a spiritual adviser may he put, and he too a-.gTteddv 
flattered himself for the corrective ndieeti.ui to on-eM*, tha’t 
•he had not done anything. It disposed hua to thluf/a 
happy passivity more sagacious than a n- U--. . arfivit\. 
We should let Fortune perform her fart et tho wherl m 
working out her ends, should we not Ba , ten f,. onig 
nine times out of ten we are thwarting her if we itieieh 
out a hand. And with the range of enjoyment . pie.^e^eu'd 
by Victor, why this unceasing resties:on-ia ? Why. iwe n 
we are not near drowning, catch at apparent niraw a/ wh** j 
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may be instruments liavin^ sharp edges ? Tliemison, as 
Mi'vS. Burman’s medical man, miglit tell the lady tales that 
would irritate her bag of vtuiom. 

Bandy though Fenellau was the critic on his friend, the 
shadow cast <n"er his iiegligeut hedonism by Victor’s 
boiling pressure, drove him into the s(‘.at of judgement. 
As a couserpiemus lu‘ was ratluu* a dull table-guest in the. 
presence ol Dr. Phemisou, whom their lu^st had prieki'd 
to anticipate higli (ud.ertainunmt from him. lie did noth- 
ing to hritlge the crevasse and warm the glacitu* air at ta,ble 
when the dot^.tor, aneedotal inttuitionally to draw him out, 
rtdated a decorous but puugtmt story of oiu', fair memb(‘r of 
a sweet new sishudiood in agitation against tln^ fix(‘d estab- 
lishment ot our chain-mail luarriagtHiie. An anecdote of 
immediate divtu'sion was wanted, expe(*,te,<l : and K(uudlan 
sat stupidly specmlating upon whethcu* the doetor knew 
of a cupboard h»ekmL So that Dr. Phemisou was carried 
on by Latly (rrace Halley’s humorous enthusiasm for the 
subject to dilate and <Useuss and Hp(‘cify, all in the irony 
of a judicial leaning to the side of the single-minded 
H(K‘ial adventurtu's, \uuler an assumed accord with his 
atidieutic; comdudiug: “So tlnu’c ’s an end of I)ivorc(\” 

By the trick <d* multiplication,” Kemdlan, now reas- 
stired, wms contmit to say. And that <Ud not (extinguish 
tln^ c.rack(*r of a thenuG baudh^l very (mrid‘ully, as a thing 
id' tirts it U(*ed H(*.arct^ be remarked, three young women 
being pr(‘S(‘nt. 

Nataly had (‘ves ott ht‘r girl, and was ]d(ms(‘d at an 
ahwtnesH hIkjwu by Mr. Sovverby to second h(*r by (u-oss- 
ing the^ dialogin*. As reganh^d h(*r pcwsonal findings, sln^i 
was hardmunl, so long as tln^ curtains vvann* about h<‘r to 
kcigj the world from b<*nding black bnuvs of impiisitiou 
upon om^ of its iuilprits. But her anxitd.y was vigilant 
to guard lew girl fnuu an infusion of any (»f the dread 
facds of lif(^ not (unuing tlircnnch tin* mother’s lips: and 
sfie was a woman having tin* r(*minim* mind’s pu<b*uc*y in 
that dire(*ti<iu, which do(*s not (*<msent t<» the n'vealing of 
mucin Ilerf^ was tln^ motln‘r’s dilemma: her girl — 
Victor’s girl, as sin* Iiad to think in this instamn*, — tln^ 
most cloudlesH of tln^ ytmng women of earth, simmcHl, and 
might be figurt'd as really, at the falling of a crumb off 
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the table of knowledge, taken by tlu^ bntin tu sIuh^i np 
terrific heights of surveyal; uud tlnn'e rdir rtirlitnl; atu} 
only her youthful healthiness brought h<'r d<nvn t(» grass 
and flowers. She had once or twiet* rrerivi*d t h,. tdcigrifal 
stimulus, to feel and be as iigbriiing, trnio a Ntdrure <sf 
facts in intiiiitesimal doses, guesses cauglo 4<!T matt^riial 
evasions or the circuitous ex|ilanatinn nj inaff**rs traifliiug 
sex in here and there a newspajM-r. hard<'r r. pr»*N.s 
pletely than sewer-gas in great eitirs; au«i h^ r ini»th».r had 
seen, with an apprehensive piiog ot au'-rindh. l},*u uithfr- 

ingly the scared young mtelligruei* <t!' tlj,- nuan-i-ut 

ture shocked her stuisibility. Shf f!;i* Hi-i-d to 

such a flameful soul, as bride, wdr, ui^u^ni aere.sa the 
world, of the very prineeliest <d }a«‘n nt eU!.. . t ■•trejigtig 
for her sustainer and guide. Ami the pn^vaamt uiu’ther 
knew this peerless gentleman : but le- h.id h; , wilr. 

Delusions and the pain of the d: -dlu Mi-nin,: wne fu bi> 
feared for the imaginative Xt\sta; tleui/!} ih4 .%m naieh 
that on some future day <d a pen-h.uiet^ nuM-rablr udie** 
mating — a subjection or an eutaieelruii n! f hr nobler 
passions might be sumnumed to re.r irr trrrdnjfj, and 
strike a line to inak(‘ tludr h«gieallv e .tunnMr .•^equriun^ 
from a source not honourable ludbre the pnl.lie, <'(,{!■* 
stantly it had to be thought, that thr* girl Ha..; li.-r father^R 
child. 

At present she had no passions; .md Ir r ^.•nt fn th<> 
happiness she could so richly givr, had dr.iun her . ading 
smoothly over the harbour’^'h.ar <4 laaidrid m,,.! ; whrre 
many of her sisters an‘ <iisc(mcei trd 1 m tfa h. .. ,4 jdm- 
plicity. If Nataly with her sir«-|4rHi u-if.-htulnra'. and 
forecasts partook of tlie French met hta\ . Afcadian 

independence likemnl her .s<im»'uha.t in luonin-r Ut ttn*- 
Transatlantic version of the Kngli .h gnh firr high 
physical animation and the harden <4 th* lu* * it |4urked 
for delivery carrienl her flewuig <nrr unt-i tun.«>nt;, t,f 
virginal self-consciousness, b* set her ;d h* r r., m the 
talk with men; she had mU. mun- fhn vaamuH 

Nursery exercises in dissimulatien . d.r had’ ;u.hea,rance 
of praying forgiveness of men ler f h- *o seiji *.1 an‘t4' 
woman; and no tricks of lips er h4 i. nr traitna- m 

the cheeks, or assumptions <d' the fngid lea .k, ur iiuli- 
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eattnl ivaerve-eaj(>UM‘i<‘s. Neither ignorantly nor advisedly ' ! 

did she play on th(\se or other bewitching strings of her \\ 

sex, afttn* the Lishiou of the stamped innocents, who are [1 

the boast of Knglishiuen and matrons, and thrill societies i| 

with th(dr winsonu^ ingenuousiu‘ss; and who sometimes jj 

wiien unguavdtHi uund; an artful sere.nader, that is a cloaked 
bandit, ami is prove >k(‘d by their performances, and knows ^ 

anthropoU^gieully tlu‘ miturt^ behind the devious show; a fi 

scietitial rascal; as litth* to btM^xe.luded from our niotlern 
circles as Evi‘’'s own oUl dtnua' from Kde.ids garden: where- P 

upon, op|H»riuuity itivitiug, both tlu' fool and the cunning, J 

the pure <loukey princess td' insular eulogy, and the sham J 

tme, art^ in a perilous pass. ’ I,,’ 

Damsels of the swiftness of mind of Nesta cannot be \> 

igut»nuit utterly amid a world wlnu-t' the hints are hourly 
scattering seed of the inklings; when vileness is not at 
work up ami dtovu (mr thoroughfares, proclaiming its j 

exisietn^e with tableau ami trumpet. Nataly eucouutered j 

her girl's <[uestions, much as oim seeks to quiet an enemy. p 

The (piestionH hail soon c‘4*astMl. K.xeepting isquilsive and j' 

rejeeteil tleiails, tliere is little to he lt»arnt when a little is 
km»wn: in populous eommuiiitii*s, ilensity only will keep 
t!u» litth* out. Only stupidity will auppos(‘ that it <‘.an he 1: 

ilone for tlie livelier ytmug. English motluu’s forethought- ^ 

ful for tlndr girls, ha-ve to tukt‘ ehoim* of how to do battle 
with a rtmgli ami-tumble i )ld England, that liimhtu’s bump- v 

ing ahmg, eraviug the preinous things, whiidi c.an be had 
Imt in semblmief* umler tin* eondithms alhswed by la/.imuss 
to Hubsist, ami so <*urst <d* its shifty iue.ouseqmuHje as to 
Worship in tlie ctmereie an hypocnasy it abhors in the 
abstract, Nataly cmuld smuggle or confiscate h(*n^ and 
there a newspapt»r; she (snild not iTiterdict or withhold ! 

every t»iie of tliem, from a girl ardent to he in tin* rant* on ! 

ail topics e»f popular interest: ami tlie m*wspapers are 
<iccasioiially naked savages; tin* stre<‘ts an* inipt*rf(*ct:ly p 

garmentetl even hy day; and we have our stiunbling social | 

anrsnloiist, oitr Sfamt-moutln*!! y<»ung man, our einim*nily j 

silly wtiman; our slippery tme; our slimy om*, the llakab | 

<if Hoeiety ; md to sfit*ak <k Mary the maitl and the footman 
Williaiii. k vigilant nmtlnT has to eoufcend with t!n‘se , 

ami the like in an iner<*a;dng degree. How ht‘st ? 
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There is a method : one that Colney Durance advocated. 
The girTs intelligence and sweet blood invited a trial of it. 
Since, as he argued, we cannot keep the poisonous matter 
out, mothers should prepare and strengthen young women 
for the encounter with it, by lifting the veil, baring the 
world, giving them knowledge to arm them for the fight 
they have to sustain; and thereby preserve them further 
from the spiritual collapse which follows the nursing of 
a false ideal of our life in youth: — this being, Colney 
said, the prominent feminine disease of the time, (common 
to all our women; that is, all having leisure to shiiu‘ in 
the sun or wave in the wind as flowers of the garden. 

Whatever there was of wisdom in his view, he spoilt it 
for English hearing, by making use of his dry compressed 
sentences. Besides he was a bachelor; therefore hut a 
theorist. And his illustrations of his theory were gro- 
tesque; meditation on them extracted a corrosive acvid to 
consume, in horrid derision, the sex, the nation, thc‘ race 
of man. The satirist too devotedly loves his lash to lu* a 
persuasive teacher. Nataly had excuses to cover her 
reasons for not listening to him. 

One reason was, as she discerned through her confusion 
at the thought, that the day drew near for her speaking 
fully to Nesta; when, between what she then said and 
what she said now, a cruel contrast might strike the girl: 
and in toneing revelations now, to be more consonant with 
them then; — in softening and shading the edg(‘S of social 
misconduct, it seemed painfully ])Ossil)le to be sowing in 
the girPs mind something like the reverse of moral pre- 
cepts, even to smoothing the way to a rebelliousness partly 
or wholly similar to her own. But Natalyas chi(d and her 
appeasing reason for pursuing the conventional system 
with this exceptional^ young creature, ref(‘rr(‘d to the 
sentiments on that subject of the kind of young man whom 
a mother elects from among those present and eligibh*. as 
perhaps next to worthy to wed tlie girl, by virtue* of 
good promise in the moral departimmt. Slie had I\Ir. 
Dudley Sowerby under view; far from the man of her 
choice : and still the practise of decorum, diseret imu a 
pardonable fastidiousness, appears, if women may make 
any forecast of the behaviour of young men or may trust 
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the faces tlu‘j to proiuise a future stability in the 
husbaiul. Assureiily a Dudley Sovvtu'by would be iiu- 
meustdy startled to fmd in his bride a young woman more, 
than baldly aware of the existence of one particular form 
of uaugiitim\ss on earth. 

Victor was of no ludp: he had not an idea upon the 
right education of the young of the st^x. Repression and 
mystery, lie ctmsitUu-ed wliolesome for girls; and lu^ con- 
sideretl the eniighUming of them-— to some extent — a pru- 
dential measure for tludr defmice; and premature instruc- 
tion is a tire*water to tludr wild-in-woods understanding; 
and histrionit^ innocence is no doubt the bloom on corrup- 
tion; also the facts of current human life, in the criuU* of 
tlu! reports or the eooked of the sermon in the newspapt‘rs, 
are a noxit>us diet for our daughters; whom nevertheless 
we cannot hope to be finsUng always on milk: and there 
is a time when their ailtu'abh'- pretty ignorance, it’ credibly 
it exists out of uoodlethmn is harmful — but how In^auti- 
ful the shining simpUtdty of our dear young English girls ! 
— He was one of tlu^ many men to whose minds women 
come in pictures ami are accepted much as tlu^y paint 
themstdves. lake his numerous fellows, too, he rt'quired 
a conflict with them, and a worsting at it, to be taught, 
that they are not the mere live stock we sidienu^ to tUspose 
(}f for tludr good : —unless Love should interpose, he would 
have exclainunl. He liroke from his fellows in his holy 
horror of a fatlu'r's running counter to l(»ve, Nesta had 
only say, that she lovtnl auotht*r, for Dudley Sowtu-by 
tt> be withdrawn into tin* background of aspirants. But 
love was unknown the girl. 

Dutwardly, the plan of tlu* Drive to Iharis luul tin* look 
of Vicitu’s traditional luispitality, Nataly smiled at her 
imsuTigihly lagging iuttdlig<m<H* of him, <ju htmring that 
he had iuviteti a i’ompany: ** Lady (iraisg for gaiety; 
Feridon and <'atkiu, fiddles; Dudley S(»werhy and inyscdL 
flutes; Harmby, ijitoimiion ; in ulL nine of us; and by 
tfu^ dt^ar <dd Nb*rm:uuly route, for the sakt* of the V(»yage, 
as in olil times; tiiwt*rs <»f Di<‘ppe in the morningdight ; 
ami the lovely risul to tlu» capital! .lust three days in 
Paris, and hoiiu' by any of the <d,lu*r routes. It hs tlie <lrive 
we want. Boredom in wet weatluT, we defy; we have our 
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Concert — an hour at night and we ’re sure of sleep.’' Tt 
had a sweet simple air, befitting him; as when in bvgoiu* 
days they travelled with the joy of chililn‘n. b\)r trav- 
elling shook Nataly out of her troubles and gave her sonu*- 
thing of the child’s inheritance of the wisdom of lift*- 
living ever so little ahead of ourselves ; about as far as flit* 
fox in view of the hunt. That is the soul of us out t(‘r 
novelty, devouring as it runs, an endless fi‘ast; and the 
body is eagerly after it, recording tht* })leasiii-es, a daily 
chase. Eemembrance of them is ahmjst a rent^wai, anti- 
cipation a revival. She enraptured Ti<dor with glinipses 
of the domestic fun she had ceased to show sign of si nee 
the revelation of Lakelands. Her only regret was <iii 
account of the exclusion of Colney Durama* fnnu the 
party, because of happy memories asso(‘ia,ting him with 
the Seine-land, and also that his bilious <*ritieism td his 
countrymen was moderated by a tri]> to the (Vmtimnt, 
Fenellan reported Colney to be ‘‘busy in tin* aet of <!i.M til- 
ing one of his Prussic acid essays.’’ Feiudlan would liave 
jumped to go. He informed Victor, as a ]»r(dus tliat the 
business of the Life Insurance was at ])(‘rio(l.s ‘‘fearfully 
necrological.” Inexplicably, he was not iriviteil. Lid ft 
mean, that he was growingdull? He looked inside* instmtl 
of out, and lost the clue. 

His behaviour on the evening of tin* departure sin ued 
plainly what would have befallen Mr. ?<oweil»y tm th*^ 
expedition, had not he as well as Cedmy been t'\<duded. 
Two carriages and a cab conveyed tlje exeursioni.st.s, an 
they merrily called themselves, to tin* terminus, d hey 
were Victor’s guests; they liad no tnjuhle, ih» e^pt ns(% 
none of the nipper reckonings which dug (<nr pleuMir* s; - * 
the state of pure bliss. Fenellan’.s eiivi(.nMie.'«s dro\e i'uu 
at the Kev. Mr. Barinby until tin* latter jumped tu the 
seat beside Nesta in her carriage. Mademoiselle de Seillen 
and Mr. Sowerby facing them. Ladv (fraee llallev, in the 
carriage behind, heard Nesta’s langii; which Mr.^ltarmhv 
had thought vacuous, beseeming little girls, that laugh ik 
nothings. She questioned Fenellan. 

“Oh,” said he, “ I merely mentioned that tin* Bev. gen- 
tleman carries his musical instrument at the. h<»ttom uf liig 
trunk. 
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She smiled: And who are in the cab ?” 

^* Your fiddles are in the cab, in charge of Peridon and 
Catkin. Those two would have writhed like head and tail 
of a worm, at a division on the way to the station. Point 
a finger at Peridon, you run Catkin through the body. 
They ^re a fabulous <*ouple,” 

Victor cut him short. deny that those two are 
absurd,” 

^'And Catkin’s toothache is a galvanic battery upon 
Peridon,” 

Nataly strongly denied it. Peridon and Catkin per- 
tained to tlieir genial picture of the (le,ar sweet nest in 
life; a dale never traversed by the withering breath they 
<lreaded, 

B’enellan then, to prove that he could bo as bad in his 
way as Colney, fell to work on the absent Miss Prisfdlla 
<rraveH and Mr. Pemptou, with a pitchfork’s exaltation 
of the saeretl attachunuit of tlio divergently meritorious 
couphs and a melancholy reference to implacable obstaides 
in the principles of eae.h. The pair were offending the 
amatory conu^r in tlu^ generous good seiist* of Nataly and 
Victor; they were n(»t to be hotly protected, though tht‘y 
were well enough liked for their (|ualities, exe(»pt by Lady 
<h’aee, wlio rin^elhnl in the htu'rifying and scandalizing of 
Miss (rraves. Sm^h a specimen of the Puritan middle 
Kuglish as Pris(!illa flravt^s, was eastwind on her skin, 
nausea to her gorge. Sht* wondered at having drifted into 
the, neighbourluHHl of a person resembling in luu’ repellent 
f<»rmal chill virtmuisness a windy belfry towtu*, down 
among those disiritds of suburban Is)ndon or appalling 
pnjvinc.ial towns passetl luw and then with a shudd(U’, 
wlien^ tlie ftUHUusd square hricks-up the Church, tliat 
Arctic*, lH»n-moMH*r sits cm tin* scjuarc*, and tin* moving dead 
are Humiu(uu*d to tlu'ir nnind of p<*nU;ential exc*r(*ise by a 
mcmosyllabie tribulatioii-bt*lL Kcuiellauhs graphic*, skt*teh 
of tlm teetcctalbu* woman s<s*ing hc*r admirer purHUcul by 
Eiumuiid«*s tlagcuts — abominations of em|}tiu(*ss — to tbc^ 
lianks td' tlie black rivcu* of suic*idc‘s, the one most 

wr«d.c*.hc*d light is luebriatioids ucmcq and the vegetarian 
violcmeello’s luirnu* at liis vision of the hmg procession of 
the flocks and ht‘rds into lus lady’s meloclious Ark of a 
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moiitli, excited and delighted her antipathy. Sha waa 
amused to transports at the station, on hearing Mr. Hariuhy, 
in a voice all ophicleide, remark: “No, I carry no instru- 
ment.^^ The habitation of it at the bottom of his trunk, 
was not forgotten when it sounded. 

Eeclining in warmth ou the deck of the vt‘sst‘1 at night, 
she said, just under Victor's ear: “ Where are those two ? " 

^‘Bid me select the couple," said he. 

She rejoined: ^^Sillyman;" and sleepily gave him her 
hand for good-night, and so paralyzed his arm, that iu* 
had to cover the continued junction by saying inort* than 
he intended: ‘^If they come to an understanding! " 

‘‘Plain enough on one side." 

“You think it suitable ?" 

“Perfection; and well-planned to let them diseov<n* it/’ 

“This is really my favourite route; 1 love the saltwater 
and the night on deck." 

“Go on." 

“How?" 

“Number your loves. It would tax your arithmetic/* 

“I can hate." 

“Not me?" 

Positively the contrary, an impulsive squct‘/e cd' fingern 
declared it; and they broke the link, neitlnu* of them sen- 
sibly hurt; though a leaf or two of tin* ingi‘nn^ti<^s, whicli 
were her thoughts, turned over in the ])hantasies of the 
lady; and the gentleman was taught to feel that a never so 
slightly lengthened compression of the luiml femah* sljootH 
within us both straight and far and r<mud the <‘orners. 
There you have Nature, if you want h(*r naked iu her ele- 
ments, for a text. He loved his Nataly truly, t‘ven fer- 
vently, after the twenty years of union; he Imdusl about 
at no other woman; it happened only that the touch of 
one, the chance warm touch, jmt to motion the blind f(U're.H 
of our mother so remarkably surcharging liim. Hut it wan 
without kindling. The lady, the nimdi cooler person, did 
nurse a bit of flame. She had a \vhimsi(‘al liking for ti e 
man who enjoyed simple things when c<immanding tio* 
luxuries; and it became a fascination, by extreme ec»ii 
trast, at the reminder of his adventurous euterprisi*s m 
progress while he could so childishly enjoy. Women wtio 
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with the warri(U‘-winni*r of battles, aiul hear him 
talk his hall-r(H>m trifh‘s to amust^, have simihirly a. smell 
of giuipowcha* to iutt^xieatt* them. 

For iiiuu a turn on tht‘ (ha‘k hrouejht him iiib^ wow skies, 
Nataly lay in tlu* cabin, Slu‘ ustnl to he when* Ijady Crraee 
was !yin| 4 '. A sort of pleadabh^ transjuinait., hanuh^ss 
hallueinataon of tin* nnn‘wal <if ohl st^rvicc imhiced him to 
refresli and st‘ttle tin* fair scmi-slumlK‘rer\s pillow, and 
fix the tarpaulin <jvt‘r her silks and wraps; and b(*nd his 
head to the soft mouth murmuring thanks. The women 
who ean dar«* the Nuit hlanvho, and uud<‘r stars; and have 
a taste for ludiday larks aftt‘r th(*ir thirti(*th, are rare; 
tlu'.y are precdous. Nataly nt*vt‘rth(‘lt*ss was a})provt»d for 
guarding her throat from the nightwind. And a softer 
southerly hrt*ath novor eross(*tl (diannel ! Tin* very hrt'eze 
ho hut! wislunl for ! Luck was with him. 

Nesta sat hy the rails of tin* vesst*! besuh* ln‘r Louise. 
]Mr. Sowtud)y in passing, exehanged a deseription of 
printed agrt*tummt with hi*r, uptm tlie^ beauty of the night 
— a gtiod neutral topic for tin^ encountt‘r of t\io st*xes: 
not that In* wanted it neutral; it furnisht‘d him with a 
voeabulary, fhnn* ht* |H*na*ptihly waslnni his hands of 
dutiful ptditem*ss, in atldrt*ssing Ma.thmndselh* dt* Seilh*s, 
likewise upon Un* betuity of the night; and the Freneh 
lady, thinking — ttHi etmelusively fnun tin* hrmiih tu\ t.ln* 
glass at the moun*nt, as it is tin* (hiUic ha hit -- that if her 
dear Nesta. mind, espouse oueid’ the uuiuterestiug creatures 
called un*u in her native* latnl, it might as well he this as 
anotln*r, agreeel tliat the night was very heautifuL 

“lie speaks grammatical Fr(*in‘liF’ Nesta, e<unment4*d on 
Ids aeduevemmit. “ fie (»ontrive*H in his walking not to w(*t. 
his hoots,” mademoiselle r«*joined. 

Mr, IN*ri<lou was a nmre weleonn* sample <d’ the islainlerH,. 
despite an inferior pretension to accent, lie hurned to he 
near these ladies, and In* nasseel them hut onee. His 
entliusiasm for Madeundse^lh* do Scilies was noforieuis. 
Ciratefully the compliment was aeknowhslgcd hy her, in 
lier demure fashitm; with a nsserve id' eomie int<‘lh*etual 
contempt for the man who could not see that women, or 
Frenchwomen, eminently she among them, must have 
tkoir entlmsiasm set springing in tin? breast before they 
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can be swayed by the most violent of outer gales. And 
say, that she is uprooted; — he does but roll a log. Mr. 
■Feridon’s efforts to perfect himself in the French tongiu^ 
touched her. 

A night of May leaning on June, is little more than a 
deliberate wink of the eye of light. Mr. Bannby, an t‘xile 
from the ladies by reason of an addiction to tobacco, 
quitted the forepart of the vessel at the first greying, 
FTow was the cloak of night worn threadbare, and grty 
astir for the heralding of gold, day visibly ready to show 
its warmer throbs. The gentle waves were jiust a str<niger 
grey than the sky^ perforce of an interfusion that shifte‘d 
gradations; they were silken, in places oily grey; cold to 
drive the sight across their playful monotonousnesa for 
refuge on any far fisher-sail. 

Miss Eadnor was asleep, eyelids benignly down, lips 
mildly closed. The girPs cheeks held colour to mateli a 
dawn yet unawakened though born. They were in a ni‘st 
shading amid silks of pale blue, and there was a languid 
flutter beneath her chin to the catch of tlu' niorn-bree/t\ 
Bacchanal threads astray from a disorderly froutdoek of 
rich brown hair were alive over an eyebrow'showing likt‘ a 
seal upon the lightest and securest of slumbtu-s. 

Mr. Barmby gazed, and devoutly. Both the ladies wore* 
in their oblivion; the younger quite saintly; but tin* 
couple inseparably framed, elevating to behohr; a reprtnieli 
to the reminiscence of pipes. He was near; and (putdlv 
the eyelids of mademoiselle lifted on him. idok was 
grave, straight, uninquiring, soon accurately perusing; an 
arrow of Artemis for penetration. He went h\\ with the 
sound in the throat of a startled bush-bird taking to wing; 
he limped off some nail of the deck, as if that voting 
Frenchwoman had turned the foot to a hoof. Man^eouM 
not be more guiltless, yet her look bad perturbed him; 
nails conspired; in his vexation, he (‘xecrated ttdia«’e«}. 
And ask not why, where reason never was, 

Nesta woke babbling on the subject she had relinnuishml 
for sleep. Mademoiselle touched a ft*atin*rv finger at her 
hair and hood during their silvery French chimes. 

Mr. Sowerby presented the risen morning to tin-m, with 
encomiums, after they had been observing every variation 


DISCLOSES A STAGE ON THE DRIVE TO PARIS 131 


in it. Hi' spoke happily of the pleasant passage, and of 
tlie agiH'eable night; parthnilarly of the excellent idea of 
the expedition l)y this long route at night; the prospect 
of which had disfigured him with his grimace of specula- 
tion ~ appartmtly a sourness that did not exist. Nesta had 
a singular notion, coming of a girl’s mingled observation 
and intuition, that the impressions upon this gentleman 
were, in arrc^ar, did not strike, him till late. Mademoiselle 
eontirnuMl it when it was mentioned; she remembered to 
hav(‘ noti(HHl tlu^ same in many small things. And it 
was a pointetl perception. 

Victor sent Ids girl down to Nataly, with a summons to 
hurry up and see sunlight over tht» wat(‘rs. Nataly came; 
she looke<l, ami the outer waktme<l the inmu*, she let the 
liglit lo(»k in on her, h(*r <dd heelings danced to her eyes 
like a vStriug of bubbles in ascent. Victor, Victor, it 
setuus only yesttuday tliat we crossed, twelvt‘ years hae-k 

was it? — and in May, and saw the shoal of porpoises, 
and five minutes after, Dieppe in view. IH^ar French 
pi’ople! I share your lovt^ ftir France.” 

” Home of our holidays! — the * drives; ^ and they may 
he tlie liappiest. And fifty minutes later w(» were otT the 
liarhour; and Natata lunde<h a stranger; and at night she 
was the heroim^ of the town,” 

Vdettn* tnnied to a stately gfuithunan and iiasmsl his name 
to Nataly: **Sir lltjdwell lUachington, a m*ighhonr of 
Lakelands,” Hht^ understood that Latly Hraei^ Hallev was 
iictpiainteil witli Sir Rodwell : • ^ henct* this dash of brine 
L) her Ups widle she was drinking of hapfiy imunories, and 
Vitd.or t*vidently was pluming lumsidf upon his usual luek 
in the fortuitous tnusmuier with an inflinmt ial mdghhour 
<d’ Luktdamis, lie told Sir U<hIwoII tin* story <»f how tiny 
had met in tlie salh* A mangtn* of the hotel the impresario 
(}f a (kmeert in tin* tciwn, wln» Icnl in his h:unl the iloetorhs 
certiiieate of the im*apa<'ity t»f the chief catitatri<s* to ap- 
pear, and wave<i it, witldn a step of sui<Md<*. “Well, to 
im brief, my wife — dtimr Antjhtist,'' as tin* m*an 
announced ln*r on the (]oii<*ert platform, umh^rpiok one of 
the songs, and sang another of her own — pma^ contralto 
voic.e, as ytni will say; with tin* result that there was a 
pe^rfect iuimilfc of enilmsiasm. Next day, the waitcuvs of 
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the hotel presented her with a bouquet of Spring jdowers, 
white, and central violets. It was in the Paris papers, 
under the heading: Une amie d? outre Manche — i think 
that was it ? he asked [NTataly. 

“I forget/^ said she. 

He glanced at her: a cloud had risen. He rallied her, 
«poke of the old Norman silver cross which the manager 
of the Concert had sent, humbly imploring her to accept 
the small memento of his gratitude. She nodded an ex- 
cellent artificial brightness. 

And there was the coast of France under young sunlight 
over the waters. Once inore her oft-petitioning wish 
through the years, that she had entered the ranks of pro- 
fessional singers, upon whom the moral scrutiny is not so 
microscopic, invaded her, resembling a tide-swell into 
rock-caves, which have been filled before and left to empti- 
ness, and will be left to emptiness again. Nataly had the 
intimation visiting us when, in a decline of physical |K)W(‘r, 
the mind’s ready vivacity to conjure illusions forsakes us ; 
and it was, of a wall ahead, and a force imptdling her 
against it, and no hope of deviation. And this is the fea- 
tureless thing. Destiny; not without eyes, if we have a 
conscience to throw them into it to look at us. 

Counsel to her to live in the hour, came, as \ipon others 
on the vessel, from an active breath of the salt prcuupting 
to healthy hunger; and hardly less from the splendour of 
the low full sunlight on the waters, the skimming and 
dancing of the thousands of golden shells away from under 
the globe of fire. 


CHAPTER XV 

A PATRIOT ABROAD 

Nine days after his master’s departure, Daniel Bkepsey, 
a man of some renown of late, as a subject of reports anti 
comments in the newspapers, obtained a passport, for the 
Identification, if need were, of his missing or misapftre- 
^ended person in a foreign country, of the langtugo of 
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wliieli t hree unpronounceable words were knocking about his 
head to render the thought of the passport a staff of safety; 
and on the morning that folio wiul he was at speed through 
Normandy, to meet his master rounding homeward from 
Paris, at a ttuvn not to be spoken as it is written, by reason 
of the (‘ustom cd' the good people of the country, with 
whom we would faiu live on neighbourly terms: — yes, and 
they had proof of it, not so V(‘ry many years luaek, when 
they were enduring the worst which (uui befall us : — though 
Mr. l)urau(‘e, to wluun lie was indehti^l for the wunting of 
tlu' |dace <if ids tU'stination large on a card, and tlie word* 
ingof the Fremdi sound beside it, b{‘sidi*H tin*, jotting down 
of trains and the station for the ehaugt** of railways, Mr. 
I)uranc*e cunild say, tiiat the active form of our sympatliy 
eonsisietl in the pouring of cheeses upon thmu wlien they 
were prostrate and unable to resist! 

A kind genthuaaii, Mr. Durance, as Daniel Bkt‘psey had 
re<*ent e,ause to know, but often exceedingly dark ; not so 
patrioti<‘ as desinsdde, it was to be fc.ared; and ytd.,. 
strangely indeed, Mr. Dunuu^e hail said cogtuit things on. 
the art of boxing atnl on manly exercises, and he hoped 
— he was emphatic in saying he hoptid— we should bo 
regimerated. He must liave imnint, that boxing on a grand 
scale would leuitrilmte to it. He said, that a blow now 
ami then was wlndcsomc for us all. He. ree.ommendi^d a 
monthly private whipping for old gentlemen who declino 
tln^ use of the glovc.s, to disperse their humours; not <*x- 
eluding tludgcs and Magistrati's : — he could hardly Ih* in 
t*aruest. He spoke in a elergymauh voice, am! said it 
would be p;ivmcnt of gootl assuramu* money, Inmeheial to 
their souls; lit* siHuned to mean it. He saail, that, old gim- 
tlemen wen* bottled vapours, and it was good i'or thtmi to 
uncork them perio<iica.lly. Ib^ said, they should he extmsed 
half the strokes if tliey ilaneed nightly • - they resented 
img.ion. He seemed sadly wanting in veiM*ration. 

But he might not positively intend what In* said. Skep- 
Hey could ovtu'look everytluug lu‘ said, except the girding 
at* Kngland. For wliere is a braver people, notwitlistand- 
ing a.ppearam‘es ! Skepsey knew of dewms of gailhirt 
bruisers, remty for tlie <uy to strip to the isdt; worthy, 
with a little pulilic enc.ourageinent, to rank beside their 
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grandfathers of the Ring, in the brilliant times when royalty 
and nobility countenanced the manly art, our nurstn*y of 
heroes, and there was not the existing unhappy division 
of classes. He still trusted to convince IMr. ])uraiu*e, hy 
means of argument and happy instances, historical and 
immediate, that the English may justly eonsidm* them- 
selves the elect of nations, for reasons bethn* than their 
accumulation of the piles of gold — better than ‘‘’usurers’ 
reasons,’’ as Mr. Durance called them. IVIiudi that Mr. 
Durance had said at intervals was, althongli rtmiemhere<l 
almost to the letter of the phrase, beyond his eomprehen 
sion, and he put it aside, with penitent blinking at his 
deficiency. 

All the while, he was hearing a rattle of volubh‘ tongucas 
around him, and a shout of stations, int(dligible as a wash 
of pebbles, and blocks in a torrent. Generally the men 
slouched when they were not running. At I)i(‘p[»e he had 
noticed muscular fellows; he admitted them to h<* nimhh*r 
on the legs than ours; and that may count both ways, lie 
consoled a patriotic vanity by thinking; instantly rohukitig 
the thought; for he had read chapters of Military History, 
He sat eyeing the front row of figures iu his third-class 
carriage, musing on the kind of soldiers W(‘ might, hoavcii 
designing it, have to face, and how to heat them ; until hr 
gazed on Rouen, knowing by the size of it and hy w imt IVI r. 
Durance had informed him of the city on the river, tlmt 
it must he the very city of Rouen, not so many years hack 
a violated place, at the mercy of a foreign fo<n Str<mg 
pity laid hold of Skex^sey. He fortified the lieights h»r 
defence, but saw at a glance that it was tin* eity for 
modern artillery to command, crush and enter. He lo.st 
idea of these afflicted people as foes, nu'ndy complaining 
of their attacks on England, and their memacf*H in tiieir 
Journals and pamphlets; and he renounced (‘(*rtain vitwvs 
of the country to he marched over on the nunl hy this 
to Paris, for the dictation of terms of p(*uce at the gates of 
the French capital, sparing them the shameful entrv ; and 
this after the rout of their attempt at an invusion of the 
Island ! 

A man opposite him was looking axnicablv an Ium livelv 
grey eyes. Skepsey handed a card from his pt»eki‘L 11 hi 
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man pernaed it, and crying; *^I)reux?” waved out of the 
carriage- window at a westerly distance, naming .Rouen as 
not the plact^, not at all, totally other. Thus we are taught,, 
that a foreign (huieral, ignorant of the language, must con- 
fine hiinstdf to dcd'tnisive operations at home; lie would be 
a child in the hands of tlie commonest man he nua^ts. 
Brilliant with thanks in signs, Skeps(‘y drew from his 
fritmd a courst* of instnudiion in Krtuudi Tiamea, for our 
mM‘essiti<‘s on a lint! of mar(!h. The roads to (treat Brit- 
ain’s nndropolis, anti the supplies of forage ajid provision 
at evt‘ry stagt' of a march on London, are marktHl in the 
military offices of tht'se people; and that, with their bark- 
ing flouruals, is a pitH‘t! of knowledge to justify a btdliger- 
tmt rtdurn ft>r it. Only wt^ I>ray to be ltd; live peacefully. 

Fervtmtly wt! pray it wlum this good man, a total stran- 
gler to us, eonduets an ignorant foreignt‘r from one station 
to anotlnu' through the streets of Rouen, after a short 
stoppagt! at the ImtTet anti assistance in the^ identification 
of ('oins; tlu^n, lifting his cap to us, retinas. 

And why be dt^aling wounds ami death? It is a more 
bU^ssetl thing to kt^ep the Oommamlments. But how is it 
IKissibles tt» kiH‘p the Oommandments if you have a vexa- 
tious wife? 

Martha ISkepsey had given him a son to show tlie hered- 
itary t!nergy in his crying and coughing; and it was owing, 
hi! tumid |dtmd, to h<!r haldts and her tongues that ho some- 
times, tliat h<! might avoid tlu! doing of worse — for siio 
watitcil correction and was improved by it- — courted the 
excitement of a short t!xhibitiou of skill, man to man, on 
publit'ansMirsi fioors. He t^ould have told the magistrate 
so, in part ap(d(»gy for the (‘.ire.umstanees dragging liim the 
otlicr day, so recmitly, before his Worship; and he might 
havi! told it, if hi! hatl not remembertul <Japtain Hartrey 
Ftmellaifs words about triuiting women ehivalnnisly : 
which was interpreted by Hkc!pHey as correcting them, 
when called upon to do it, but mwer exposing them; — 
<mly, if allowetl to accimnt for the circumstances imshing 
m Into the. newHpapiU’S, we should not present so guilty a 
look before the public. 

Furtlierinore, as to how far it is the duty of a man to 
serve his master, there is likewise question: whether is 
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-he, while recemng reproof and puni^luaioit r«ir oxoass* of 
zeal in the service of his iuastoi\ run tt> luautiun tin* 

•of the country, moraliy — without ostaliHshnj;^^ I' 

principle — exonerated? IVIiss <irav«>.. iiu»,di! hi* ashV h 
:save that one would not voluntarily trouldi- a hulv ou sVd* 
-subjects. But supposing, says tiio i»ppnsnor 
.at work in Skepsey^s cons<‘ieiKo% sup|u.>-in*^ thjs uri r 
which, contraveneing the law ut' tin* land, y»ni aro ro|*n,vi?| 
and punished, to be agna‘al>h' to yoin how thru" u'd 
.answer, supposing it — and wt* tako‘ nnc-i.iu|daituu-iv thl 
magistrate's reproof and punislimtuit ruurallv jinuafi . . 
'can it be expected of us to iiavo tho sofist* of .niHt 
f/hough we wear and know W(‘ wear a gtiilf v look hlum. ft * 
public ? ' ^ 


His master and the dear ladies would h«‘ar of it • nf*rlr r 
they knew of it now,* with them would ivn! rh,. iHUiUHtlti 
of the distressing inquiry. The iadies would In* dioi*ked 
ladies cannot bear any scuublaiiet* of rouehne-is fjiu t‘vt i* 
with the gloves:— and knowing, un thf*v' imU rh-o 
practise of the manly art is for their proti'-rma, t ' 

Skepsey’s grievous praspuct ..f th.- l„..ir 
judgement of a sex that was .-vor a n-i.i!.- ,.,uv:i,i .-I.., I 'l 

him on the approach to Drcux. li.- ifud,.-.) th.' rv 

and the people eagerly; he forhoivl ndu.-t rr,- ,t tnili ,ll 

orations. Mr. Durauc ha.l spuk..,, ..f 1 ,.. h ir;’. ' 
about the town of Dreux; als.. ..f u M j, 

gloom than a day sobering on .in ,k « h.-n th.- triin 

stopped and his quick car cauglu th.- -.,.,.0.1 ,.i .t . 
as pronounced by his friend at liou.-ti. ’ 

He handed his card to the .stati.miua , h r . 

the latter signalled to a ,iortcr. savin., • 1 u- ..1 . T\ 

porter laid hold of Hke'pseys hag. '.Skep:, ;.': I. 
farm, he pulled, the jiorter pitlh-d. Skej.-...v h.-ar.i exhl-tn-i 
tory speech accoiupaiiying a wreueh. H-' u r.-n.-he.l IS 
with vigour, and in his own touL'iie •■xi.! nn. .! fi t i i 1 1 

the* w < «e.e U. h.. L'-a 

“sh.’SJrJS " r • 

«»i»d, skei»oy i,aj a i,.,k ,,, i:, "s:;:;"'' Vsr'.'it 
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mairs eccentric obstinacy, and signified that he was his 
guidt\ so, and Skopsey showed alacrity and con- 

fuhoicf in following; he carried his bag. But with tlu^ re- 
uieiuhraauu' <if tlu‘ kindly servu‘.eable man at Kouen, he 
sought to convey to the porter, that the t(‘rniH of tlieir 
avssociatiou \V(‘rt‘ tujrdial, A waving of tlu‘. right hand to 
tht‘ iieavtuis ratiiied tic* treaty on the Fr(‘nch sidtu .Nods 
and smiles and gestieulatitms, witii a(*,ross-Ghannel vocaldes, 
as it wert* Dover ciilTs to Calais sands and back, pleasantly 
beguihsi tlie way down to tin* Hob*! du Paradis, under the 
Mausoh‘iini !n*ights, wlu‘rt* Ske})sey fumbled at las pcxiket 
for <*oin currt*ut ; hut tin*. Kre.uehman, all shaken by a tornado 
of liegation, clapped him on tin* shoulder, and sang him a 
quatraiia Ski*psey had in p(ditt‘in*ss to stand listening, and 
hiinkiug, plungtsl in tlm contrition of ignorance, ecAipsed. 
He took it to signify sonu‘thing to th<^ elTect, that mont'.y 
should not pass between frimids. It was tin^ amatory fare- 
well address of Henri IV. to his Channante Gabrldle: and 
with — 

i* (ie, mi lie 

fit nine ttr inCnppelle 
Alt champ tie A/anv,” 

the Fnundauan, in a backing of nn^asured stops, apologized 
f<jr his t*tiforc*ed withdrawal from tin* stranger who had 
ca|>t;ured his iieari. 

SkepseyN oanl was takt*n in tin* passag<^ of the hotel. A 
cl<*au»ca.pped maid, bravt* <m tin*, legs, like, all Ini had seen 
of tiiese people, prt*cede<l him at (piick mar(‘h to a.n upp(‘r 
chamber. When he deHceinh‘d, hag in hand, she flung ope*n 
the salon-door cif a tahh* triidte, where a. goodly niimh(*r 
were dining and chattering; waiters <irew him along t(^ the 
section otampied by his master’s party, A chair had bec'n 
kept vacant; for him ; his master waved a haml, his dear 
latlit*s graricmsly smiled; he stuck the. bag in front of a 
guardian foot, growing happy. He could fancy t}n*y had 
in)t seen the Knglish newsptipers. And his next obH(‘rva,tion 
of tlm table showed him wre<iked and lost: Miss Nesta’s 
facai was the oval of a woeful <) at his wild bchaviotir in 
Knglainl during tlieir absf*nce. Him smiled. Hkepsey had 
nevertheless to consume his food — axcellout, very tasty 
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soup with the sour sauce of the thought that he must be 

tongue-tied in his defence for the time of the dinner. 

^'No, dear Skips, please! you are to enjoy yourself/’ said 
IN* esta 

He answered confusedly, trying to assure her that he was 
doing so, and he choked. 

His master had fixed his arrival for twenty m unites 
earlier. Skepsey spoke through a cough of long delays at 
stations. The Eev. Septimus Barmby, officially pt^aetmiakeiv 
sounded the consequent excuse for a belated comer. 1 1 was 
final ; such is the power of sound. Looks were (tast from 
the French section of the table at the owner of tlie pro- 
digious organ. Some of the younger men, inttmt on the 
charms of Alhion^s daughters, expressed in a sign and a 
word or two alarm at what might be beneath the fiooring: 
and‘^jP<xs cwcore Xm /” and Son ava7U<ouner f imd other 
flies of speech passed on a whiff, under politest of cover^ 
not to give offence. But prodigies claim atUmtion. 

Our English, at the close of the dinner, (uinsmited to say 
it was good, without specifying a dish, beeaus(‘, a s<;h‘t*tiou 
of this or that would have seemed to italie.ize, and commit 
them, in the presence of ladies, to a notic.e of the matter- 
of-course, beneath us, or the confession of a low sensual 
enjoyment; until Lady Grace Halley nanusl i.he parti<*ular 
dressing of a t8te de veau approvingly to Victor ; and ho 
stating, that he had offered a suggestion fi)r the me/fu of 
the day, Hataly exclaimed, that she had suspt*ctt*d it: upon 
which Mr. Sowerby praised theme/f?/, Mr. Barmby, Btuhdon 
and Catkin named other dishes, there was the rigid after- 
dinner ring in Victor’s ears, thanks to the woman (»f tiie 
world who had travelled round to nature and led the 
shackled men to deliver themselves heartily, (hit* Lip, and 
they are free. That is, in the moments afh*r dinmn*, wlnm 
nature is at the gates with them. Only, it must in* u latly 
and a prevailing lady to give the tap. Tiny rns'tl (our 
English) and will for the ages of the process of their trans- 
formation need a queen. 

Skepsey, bag in hand, obeyed the motion of his masti*r’H 
head and followed him. 

He was presently back, to remain with the latlies during 
his master’s perusal of letters. Nataly had decreed tliat ho* 
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was not to be troubled ,• so Neata and mademoiselle besought 
him for a recital of ixia Freucli adventures ; and strange to 
sa}% he had nothing to tell. The journey, pregnant at the 
start, excnting in tlu‘ course of it, was absolutely Idauk at 
the teriuinaticuL French people had been very" kind; he 
could not say more. But there was more; tliere was a 
remarkabh^ fulness, if only he could subordinate it to iiarra^ 
tive. I’he little man did not know, that time was wanted 
for imagination to make the roadway or riverway of a true 
story, ludess we prt‘HH to invent; his mind had been too 
busy on the way for him to clothe iu speech his impressions 
of tln^ fiassage of ixundeuts at the (tall for them. Things 
had happeneti, numlH^rs of interesting minor thitxgs, hut 
tlu»y all slipped as water through tlu^ tiugers; ami he being 
of the band of honest creatures who will not ae^eept a lift 
fnmi fiction, dn*arily he sat before the ladies, confessing to 
an emptiness he was far from feeling. 

Mesta profossed ex<M‘ssive disappointment. Now, if it 
hati bt‘en in Buglaud, Skips 1 ” she said, under her motlier’s 
gentle gloiun of brows. 

lie math* sliow mehuu'holy submission. 

‘*'rhert% Skopsey, ytm hav<^ a good (‘xcuse, we are sure,’^ 
Nataly suit!. 

Ami wtumm, wh«*n tliey are such ladie.s as th(‘se, art* sent 
to provt* to us tliat tliey can be a blessing; instead <d* the 
dreadful ery to Provitlema* for tin* rttason of tiie spnuul of 
tht* ract* id' man by tlndr meau.s I Iltt dtsdansl his readim'as, 
r<‘je(*ting exeusfsu to stab^ his cast^ to tluun, hut for his ftcir 
of liaving it luterprtdtnl ns an apj«*al ft»r th<*ir kind aitl iu 
obtaining Ids mastersH forgivemsss. Mr. I)urane.<‘ had vt^ry 
considtTattdy promised tt^ iuU‘rct‘dt‘. Skepst^y dropptsl a 
hint or two of iiis naughty proeetslings drily, awan* that 
tlnur untutored antipathy t(j the manly art would not permit 
of warmth. 

N«*sia saitl : '‘Do y<ni know, Skips, we saw a grand 
<*xldhitioM (d* fimcing in Pa.ris.'* 

He sigluHt Latlies can look on at ft’ncing! foils and 
musks! <]a|}taiu l)artrt*y Femdlau has shown me, and says, 
tht* h'rench are our masters at it.*’ He bowed constrainedly 
to matleiiioisedh*. 

rott liox, M'. Skepsey I” she sauL 
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His melanclioly increased : ^^Much discouragement from 
Government, Society! If ladies . . . but I do not venture. 
They are not against Games. But these are not a proti*etion 
. . . to them, when needed; to the country. The coiuitiy 
seems asleep to its position. Mr. Durance has remarked on 
it: — though I would not always quote Mr. Duranct' . . . 
indeed, he says, that England has invested an Old Maid’s 
All in the Millennium, and is ruined if it delays to eome. 
‘Old maid,’ I do not see. I do not — if I may presuuu* to 
speak of myself in the same breath with so cdever a g<'utUs 
man, agree with Mr. Durance in everything. But the <diest«- 
measurement of recruits, the stature of the men enlisted, 
prove that we are losing the nursery of our solditu's.’’ 

“We are taking them out of the nursery, Bkips, if y(»u ’re 
for quoting Captain Dartrey,” said ETesta. “ We 'll uevt*r 
haul down our dag, though, while we have him ! 

“ Ah ! Captain Dartrey ! ” Skepsey was refreshed l>y tlie 
invocation of the name. 

A summons to his master’s presence cut short somt*thiug 
he was beginning to say about Captain Dartrey* 


CHAPTER XVI 

ACCOUNTS FOR SKEPSEV’S MISCONDITCT, SHOWIN<l llOW IT 
AFFECTED NATALY 

His master opened on the bristling business. 

“What’sthis, of your name in the papers, your appearing 
before a magistrate, and a fine ? Tell the tale shortly.'’ 

Skepsey fell upon his attitude for diahictitail defeuee : the 
modest form of the two hands at rolling pjay and the head 
deferentially sidecast. But knowing that he had gratitled 
his personal tastes in the act of serving his master's inter- 
ests, an interfusion of sentiments plunged him into self- 
consciousness ; an unwonted state with him, (dogging tu a 
simple story. 

“First, sir, I would beg you to pardon the printing of 
your name beside mine . . , ” 
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^<Tuali: on witli y<ni/’ 

^U)uly to .say; no(H‘ssitated by the circumstances of the 
case. I taaul, that tluna* wtis laujj^hter in tin* (iourt at niy 
exculpation (d* uiy conduct - — as I have to call itj and there 
may have Ihhul I may havt* ('xpr(‘ssed myself. ... I have 
a stroinj: rt‘elini,^ for tht‘ wad fare of the country.”’ 

Si), it st4‘Uis, you said ti> tiu' niui^istratc. Do you tell 
me, that the (‘ause i)f your ijjross brt'ach of the law, was a 
consideration for tin* wadfarti of the country ? Kuii on the 
facts/' 

** The faets » I must have begun badly, sir.'' Skepsey 
rattlcil tin* dry facts in his ht‘ad to right tlieuu. Drum his 
not luiviiig hivguu well, they had hecoiiu) dry as things 
underfoot. It was an error to have Iml off with the senti- 
ments. ** Tw'o vervi two very respe(‘.kihle persons — respect- 
— were (h'sirous to witness a short (lisplay of my, my 
system, l woultl say; of my Sideuc(% tht‘y call it.*’ 

Don’t Ih» utu'vous. To the point; you went into a held 
five miles out of London, in broad day, and stood in a ring, 
the usual ritT-nUT about you ! ” 

tlu' gloves: ami not for money, sir: for the trial 
of skill ; not very many people. I cannot (piite si‘e the 
breach of tin* law.” 

**So you told tin) magistrate. You wewe fmed for your 
inability to <[uitc see. And you had to give security.” 

** *Mr* Dunuice was kindly responsible for me, sir: an 
ac(iuaintam*e of the magistrate,” 

“Tliis boxing of yours is a positive, mania, Skepsey. You 
must try tti gt‘t tlie better of it must I And my naun^ too 1 
I hu tt) be proeiaimiMl, as having in my .servict* an inveterate 
pugilist”— who lireaks the law from [Kitriotism ! Male or 
femali*, thest* very respet»tahle ptu’Sons — the p(‘ople your 
show w;i.s meant lor ? ” 

Male, sir. Females 1 . . . that is, not the n‘spt*(*tahlc 
ones.” 

** I'ake tin* opinion of the respectable ones for your 
standard t)f beimvitmr in future.” 

“ It was a mert* trial of skill, sir, to prove b) oin* of tlm 
8p<H'tatt»rs, that I eould he as gotxl :ih my word. I washed, 
I. may say, to tM>neiliate him, partly. He wa)uld not — he 
jiulged by siy.<’ eredit me witii . . . he liackml my advt*r' 
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sary Jerry Scroom — a sturdy boxer, without the knowledge 
of the first principles/^ 

“ You beat him ? 

“I think I taught the man that I could instruct, sir ; he 
was complimentary before we parted. He thought I c(uihl 
not have lasted. After the second round, the police 
appeared.” 

And you ran ! ” 

^^Ko, sir; I had nothing on my conscience.” 

Why not have had your pugilistic display in a puhlieau\H 
room in town, where you could have hammer-nailed and ding- 
donged to your heart’s content for as long as you liked ! 

That would have been preferable, from the point of view 
of safety from intrusion, I can admit — speaking hiuuhly. 
But one of the parties — I had a wish to gratify him — i.s a 
lover of old English times and habits and our eouuf rv 
scenes. He wanted it to take place on grt*en grass. Wh* 
drove over Hampstead in three carts and a gig, as a eoui * 
pany of pleasure — as it was. A very beautiful moriiiug. 
There was a rest at a public-house. Mr. Shaplow traces f he 
misfortune to that. Mr. Jarniman, I hear, thinks it what 
he calls a traitor in the camp. I saw no sign ; wt* wer** ail 
merry and friendly.” 

Jarniman ? ” said Victor sharjdy. ‘-Who is tijr 
Jarniman ? ” 

^^Mr. Jarniman is, I am to understand fnuu the ataptaint* 
ance introducing us — a Mr. Shaplow I met in tlit» train 
from Lakelands one day, and again at tin* (’ormu* id' a st r^rt 
near Drury Lane, a ham and beef shop kept hv u Mrs. 
Jarniman, a very stout lady, who does tlie cbi<*f carving in 
the shop, and is the mother of Mr. flaruinian; he is in a 
confidential place, highly trusted.” Skepsty huiked up from 
the hands he soaped: is a curious mi.xturc; In* Iuih 

true enthusiasm for boxing, he believes in ginrsts. Ilo 
mourns for the lost days of prize-fighting, In* thinks fl.at 
spectres are on the increase. He has a very large appeiUt*, 
depressed spirits, Mr. Shaplow informs me he is a Uiun of 
substance, in the service of a wealthy lady in poor health, 
expecting a legacy and her ai)pearanee to him. He has tint 
look — Mr. Shaplow assures me ho dues not drink to exe**:ei; 
he is a slow drinker.” 
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Victor straightened : Bad way of health, you said ? " 

« Mr. Jarniman spoke of his expectations as being imme- 
diate : ho put it, that he expected her spirit to be out for 
him to meet it any day — or night. He desires it. He 
says, she lias promi^sed it — on oath, he says, and must feel 
that she must do !ier duty to him Insfore she goes, if she is 
to appear to him with any countenance after. But he is 
anxious for her in any ease to show herself, and says, he 
should not have the heart to reproach her. He has princi- 
ples, a tear for suffering 5 he likes to bo made to cry. Mrs. ^ 

,1 arid man, his motht*r, he is not married, is much the same ' 

so far, except ghosts; she will not have them; except after i- 

strong tea, tlu^y come, she says, come to her bed. She is i 

foolish enough to sleep in a closi'-curtained bed. But the 
poor lady is so exceedingly stout that a puff of cold would 
carry ht'r off, she fears.” i, 

Vit’tcu* stamped his foot. ^^This man Jarniman serves * 

a huly now in a — serious, does he say? Was he precise 

** M r. »rarnimau spoke of a remarkable number of diseases ; ; 

very complicated, he says. He has no opinion of doctors. | 

llo says, that the lady’s doittor and the cluunist — she sits in 
a (‘hcmist's shop and swallows other people’s prescriptions 
tluit take lier fatu^y. lie says, her continuing to live is 
wonderful He has no reason to hurry her, only for the 
salisfuetion of a natural curiosity.” 

** lie mentioned her name ? ” ; 

No name, sir.” 

Skt*pseyls limpiil grey c^yes confirmed the negative to 
Victor, who was assureii that the little man stood (dean of 
any falsity. ’j 

** Vou are lud, on tspial terms. You and the magistrate 
liave heljHsl him ia know who it is t/ou serve, Skt‘pst‘y.” J 

Would you please tt) direct me, sir?” ^ 

“ Anotht»r time. Now go and <»aHc your f<‘et with a X'un 
over tht^ town. We hav(' music iu t’.alf an hour. That you 
Iikt% I know. Sci* cldidiy to amusing yourseUV’ ; 

Hkepsey turned to gc^; lie murmuriHl, that he had enjoyed j 

his trip. ^ 

Victor cliecdced him : it was to ask whether tliis Jarniman 
had specified one, any one of the numerous diseases afllicting 
his aged mistress, ;■ : 
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!N*ow Jarnimau had shocked Skepsey with his blunt titl(\s 
for a couple of the foremost maladies assailing the poor 
lady^s decayed constitution: not to be mentioned, Ske|)sey 
thought, in relation to ladies; whose organs and fuiuhions 
“we, who pay them a proper homage by restricting thtuu to 
the sphere so worthily occupied by their niotliers up to the 
very oldest date, respectfully curtain ; their aecepU^d masters 
are chivalrous to them, deploring their need at times for the 
doctors and drugs. He stood looking most unhappy. “ S!iu 
was to appear, sir, in a few — perhaps a week, a inontli.'^ 

A nod dismissed him. 

The fun of the expedition (and Dudley Rowt*rby had 
wound himself up to relish it) was at night in tin* towns, 
when the sound of instrumental and vocal music aitriudtHl 
crowds beneath the windows of the hotel, and tht‘y hfard 
%on^ zoriy violo7i, flute et hasse ; not bad liuting, t‘Xfelleut 
fiddling, such singing as a maestro, conducting his own 
Opera, would have approved. So Victor said of his da rl i ngs’ 
voices. NTesta’s and her mother’s were a perf(‘(‘t (‘(uu bi na- 
tion ; Mr. Barmby’s trompe in union, sufliciently coidirmed 
the popular impression, that they were artistes. I'hoy had 
been ceremoniously ushered to their carriages, with expres- 
sions of gratitude, at the departure from Hoiuui ; and the 
Boniface at Gisors had entreated them to stay another nig lit, 
to give an entertainment. Victor took hivS phmsun* in let- 
ting it he known, that they were a ciuiet English family, 
simply keeping-up the habits they practiced in Old Engla nd ; 
all were welcome to hear them while they were doing it; 
but they did not give entertainments. 

The pride of the pleasure of reversing the general idea of 
English dulness among our neighbours, was perceived 
have laid fast hold of Dudley Sowerby at Dreux. He was 
at the window from time to time, counting heads below. 
For this reason or a better, he begged Nesta to supplant the 
flute duet with the soprano and contralto of tlie Helena 
section of the Meflstofele, called the Himmiuh: La Luna 
immobile. She consulted her mother, and they sang it. 
The crowds below, swolu to a block of tlie street, were dead 
^ill, showing the instinctive good manners of tlu! people. 
Then mademoiselle astonished them with a !*rnveneal or 
Cevennes air, Huguenot, though she was (hithulic; but i| 


BREPHKV\S MIBCONDUOT 


145 


Kuitod lu‘r nu»7.7.o-st)|vrauo tones; and it rang inassiv(‘ly of 
the inartiai-ridigitnis. To what htdghts of spiritual grandeur 
nuglit not a Hugiuaud; Fran(*o have nuircdied ! Dudley 
Howtndna hiHHUt‘sslv, underau emotion that could be stirred in 
him with ior<‘i% by the soul of religuui issuing through nuisic^ 
addressed lus ejaculation to l^atly (Jraee lialley. Sh{‘ did 
uot shrug or snub hiiu, but rejoimal: I e.ould'go to battle 
witli that stuig in tlu! tairsd' She liked seeing him so 
happily transformed; and liked tlu^ tdTeet of it on Nt‘sta 
wlien Ids faet» sluuu' in talking, lie was at home with the 
girPs eyes, as he liad never been. A song expressing in 
one the combative and devid.hmal, went to the springs of 
hisbhHul; for ht* was id' an old warrior raets bentuith the 
tidek itriist of imposed pi‘at*eful maxims and eumunu'cial 
pursuits and liabitual stiff eor recta c*s.s. As mucli as wine, 
will music britig out the nativt^ bent of th<‘ civilized man: 
inidosv hitu with latiguage too. He was as if unlocked ; he 
met Nesta’s t»yt‘s and ran in a voluble inbu'changig that 
gave idm flattering afUu*«thoughts ; and at the monumt 
stmsibly a mnv and assured, ov to some (‘xtent assure, tl, 
statiim bi’side a girl so vivid; by whi(‘h the young lady 
wouhl Im lielped to pertsnvi' Ids uuvoicssl solditu’ gifts. 

Nataly olwervcd thmm thinking of Victor’s mastt'ring 
Hiddle.ty. Him liad hoprd (Itaving edtmrly setui the sluMgds 
eye in tln^ slttgduHMli tliat. Mr. Ikirmhy would b(‘ wat(dd‘ul 
to aid. as a Idock between them; and tluTidort* she had 
stipidabnl bir his piMcseui'i* on tin* journt*y. Sh<‘ rimuuuhiu’ed 
Victor’s rapnl Itjok of ri*aiiincss to consimb : — he? riH’-kontsl 
how naturally Mr. ikirmhy would sc^rvii us a foil to any 
Viumger man, Mr. Iktrmhy had triisl all along to perform 
Ids part: In^ liad always Issm thwartiul; notably once at 
(lisijrs, wlicrc by some cunning managi'immt he and made- 
nmistdii* bmnd tliciusolv»‘S in tln^ cell id’ the prisomu’ks Nail- 
wrouglit work while Xesta liad t<i tak(! Sowtudy’s hand for 
Indp at a passagf^ hen^ ami tlmre along the narrow outer 
('a.Htle walls. Ami Mr, Barmhy, upiui ocitasiims, had Sid» 
tiuit dimple in NtcHtaVi cheidv (juivewing, tlmugli Simeon 
Fcmdlau was not at liamk and thcr<>i was no tidling how it 
was <lom% beyond tie* evi(h*ucii that Victor wilhsl it so. 

From tlii^ tiay td' tlm aumnuicenmnt, of LakelandB, she^ 
hail beim bnnight more into contimt 'with his geidus of dinx« 
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terity and foresight than ever previously : she had bent to 
the burden of it more; had seen herself and everybody else 
-outstripped — herself, of course; she did not count in a 
.struggle with him. But since that red dawn of Lakelands, 
it was almost as if he had descended to earth from tht‘ skies. 
;She now saw his mortality in the miraculous things he <U(L 
The reason of it was, that through the perc(‘ptil)l(^ various 
.arts and shifts on her level, an opposing spirit had plainer 
view of his aim, to judge it. She thought it a mean om*. 

The power it had to hurry her with the strength of a 
torrent to an end she dreaded, impressed her physically ; 
^0 far subduing her mind, in consequence, «is to ket‘p the 
idea of absolute resistance obscure, though ht^r hosom 
heaved with the breath; but what was her own of a iniml 
hung hovering above him, criticizing; and involuntarily, 
•discomfortingly. She could have prayed to he led blindly 
or blindly dashed on : she could trust him for success ; ami 
her critical mind seemed at times a treachery. Still she 
was compelled to judge. 

When he said to her at night, pressing both her hands: 

This is the news of the day, my love! It 's dt‘uth at la.st. 
We shall soon be thanking heaven for freaslom;” lier hn. 
.gers writhed upon his and gripped them in a torture of 
remorse on his behalf. A shattering throb cd’ her lu^ari 
■gave her sight of herself as well. For so it is with the 
woman who loves in subjection, she may he a critii* cd‘ thi? 
man, she is his accomplice. 

“ You have a letter, Victor ? 

^^Confirmation all round: Fenellan, Tiiemistm, ami now 
Skepsey.’^ 

He told her the tale of Skepsey and tiariiimam eohmring 
it, as any interested animated comluit necessarily will. 
iN'either of them smiled. 

The effort to think soberly exhausted ami ndlcd Inu* hack 
-on credulity. 

It might not be to-day or next week or mouth : Imt 
:so much testimony pointed to a day within the hori/.t»n, 
.surely I 

She bowed her head to heaven for forgiveness. Tie* 
murderous hope stood up, stood out in forms :iml pitdurcs. 
There was one of a woman at her eiise at lust in the rec*c|h 
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tion of guests ; eoutrasting with au ironic haunting figure 
of the woman of <|ueeuly air and stature under a finger of 
sctuu for a Indd-hiotHl impostor. Nataly’s lips twitched at- 
the renHmd>ranct» of tpiaiut wliimp<u\s of complaint to the 
Fates, feu* tiireobing that a large instead of a rather diiiiiuii- 
tive woman sluHild bo the studal offender fearing exposun*. 
Majesty in the iu*imiuars tUn-.k, is a confouiuling speeta(‘hi. 
To the bosom of the majestic creature, all her glorious 
attributes have iHHumie tlie exetmtioueFs implements. JSlm 
must f<ir her souFs himlth believe that a day of release and 
excuieratiou apprtKieions, 

** Barmhy ! — if my thuir girl would likt^ him best,” Vic- 
tiU said, ill teiuh*rest uudertom^s, observing tlie shadowing 
variatioiw of her face ; and pierctnl her cruelly, past expla 
nation or umlershimling; ^ — not that she woultl have ol>- 
.jreted to the Bev, .Septimus as officiating <dergyman. 

Hhe nodtieti. Down rolletl the first big tear. 

We cry to wmneu ; Lamb hoi — a laud of palms afit‘r 
HtoriuH at sisi; and at once tln‘y inundate us with a deluge 
of eyr^-water. 

‘vllalf a minute, dear Victor, not long(*r,” Nataly said, 
weeping, m*ar on laughing over his look of wanton aban- 
tlonmeut to despair at sigiit of her tears. Don't mind nna 
I am rather like t'VmdIan’s laundress, iho tearful wonmn 
wliose prtdVsHi<mal apparatus was h<‘r soft heart and a cakt^ 
of soap. Hkepsey has imole his peaces with you?” 

VTctor auswennl ; ** Ves, yes; I se«! what he lias been 
about. We’re a mixed lot, all of us —the best ! You’ve 
noticed, Hkepsi*y has no laugh : however absurd the thing 
lie tidls yoin not, a smile !” 

** But ytm trust Ids eyes; you look fathoms into them, 
(!aptain Dartrey thinks him one of the men most in earmsst 
of any td Ids country.” 

** So Nataly of eonrsit thinks the same. And h<^ ’s a 
worthy litth* vehunpede, as Fenellau calls him. One wisln^s 
t*titney liaii hinui with us. Only <Udney ! — pity one can’t 
cult Ids taioiiH f<»r the space before they grow again.” 

Ay, and in the presenee of Colmey Duranc<^ Vic.tor 
would licit have been So euconrageing, half boyishly cansss- 
ing, with Dudh'V Howerhy ! It was tln^ v<*ry manner to 
«ciw mfed of imitativeness in the girl, tlevotcd as she was 
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ter fatter. Kataly sigted, foreseeing evil, owning it a 
superstition, feeling it a certainty. We are easily prophets, 
sure of being justified, when the cleverness ot .scluunes 
devoted to material ends appears most delicately perli'ct. 
History, the tales of households, the tombstone, arc with 
us to inspire. In Hataly’s bosom, the reproof ot her 
inefficiency for offering counsel where Victor t(u* lus sotil h 
sake needed it, was beginning to thunder at whiles ^ 
reproach of unfittingness in his mate, worse than a public 
denunciation of the sin against Societ}^ 

It might be decreed that she and Society were to cotue to 
reconcilement. A pain previously thought of, n(‘V(‘r pre- 
viously so realized, seized her at her next sight of Nesta. 

She had not taken in her front mind the contrast of the 
innocent one condemned to endure the shadow troiu which 
the guilty was by a transient ceremony releasiub Nurture 
could at a push be eloq^uent to defend the guilty. lN<»t a 
word of vindicating eloquence rose up to clear the innoctmt. 
nothing that she could do ; no devotedness, not any sacri' 
£ce, and no treaty of peace, no possible joy to come, nothing 
could remove the shadow from her child. She dreamed of 
the succour in eloquence, to charm the ears of chosmi juries 
while a fact spoke over the population, with a ndeutless 
rolling out of its one hard word. But eloqucnc<‘, povvi^r- 
ful on her behalf, was dumb when referred to Nesta, It 
seemed a cruel mystery. How was it permitted by tln^ 
Merciful Disposer ! . . . Nataly’s iutidlect and hi‘r rev- 
erence clashed. They clash to the end of tinu^ if we pf‘r- 
sistin regarding the Spirit of Life as a remote E.\:t(U'ue, who 
plays the human figures, to bring about this or that issue, 
instead of being beside us, within us, our breath, if wt» will; 
marking on us where at each step we sink to tin* auimab 
mount to the divine, we and ours who follow, otTspring of 
body or mind. She was in her error, from judgeing of tin*, 
destiny of man by the fate of iiidivhluals, (Uuetly Inw 
error was, to try to be thinking at all amitl the feveri*d 
tangle of her sensations. 

A darkness fell upon the troubled woman, ami was thiflo'r 
overhead when her warm blood had drawn her scane nr- 
ceptance of the philosophy of existene.e, in a suvnur of 
gratification at the prospect of her equal footing witli the 
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world wMlo yet she lived. Bhe liated lierself for taking 
pleasure in anything to be bestowed by a world so bap* 
hazard, ill-balauetHl, unjust j she took it bitterly, with such 
naturalness as nut ta be aware that it was irony and a 
poisonous irony moving her to welcome the restorative 
ceremony because !u‘r largmu^ss of person had a greater 
than eoinmon need of tlie protection. 


CIIAPTKR XVir 

CHIKFnY neoN the thkmk oe a young maid's 

IMA(aNIN<iH 

That Mausoleum at Dreux may knudi to lift us. History 
jheads for the pridt^ of the great di8c‘.rowued Family giving 
her illuminatitni there, Tln^ pride is reverently postured, 
the, princely nunirning-ehKik it wears becomingly l)raid(Ml 
at the hem witli fair designs <d' <iur mortal humility in the 
presfuna* of the vanquisher; against whom, aekuowlcdgcing 
a vi.sible <*oiH(uest of the dust, it sustains a placid contention 
in <Hiloun*d glass and marble s, 

Madennnselle de Sidiles, a f<*rvid Orleanist, was thank<‘d 
for liaving atlvised the (uirvatun^ of the route, homeward to 
visit sped* cjf ho impressive a monument: ’’ as it w;is 
phrased by the Rev. Scqitimus Harm by ; whi>se ex}HKsitit)n 
to Nesta of the beautiful stainechgluss pictunss of ineidemts 
in the life et the crusatUng St. Louis, was toiusl to be like- 
wim» impressivi*: <!oim*y Durarss* not being at hand to 
bewail the pathos of liis exhausth^ss ‘‘whacking of tho 
platitudes;” which still retain tlnnr ttmder jKtrts, but cry 
unlieard when there is no cynic near. Mr. Harmby laid-on 
sohuanly. 

Hrofessional dt^voutness is de<*m<»<l mon^ righUanis on Hindi 
occasions tiian poeti<t fire. It robes us m the cloak (d‘ tln^ 
place, as at a funeral. (Jenerally, Mr. lUirmby found, and 
justly, that it is in superior estimation among his country- 
meirof all edasses. Tln^y arc showm by example bow to 
look; think; siieak; what to do. Poets arc disturbing; 
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they cannot be comfortably imitated, they are unsafe, not 
■certainly the metal, unless yon have Laureates^ entitled to 
•speak by their pay and decorations ; and these are but one 
.at a time — and a quotation may remind us of a parody, to 
•convulse the sacred dome ! Established plain prose oflieiaLs 
'do better for our English. The audience moved round with 
heads of undertakers. 

Victor called to recollection Fenellaids (Jlendo- 

veer’’ while Mr. Barmby pursued liis discourse, uninttu'- 
rupted by tripping wags. And those who have S(*hem(‘S, as 
well as those who are startled by the criticism in laughtt'r 
to discover that they have cause for shunning it, rejoice 
when wits are absent. Mr. Sowerby and Nt\sta inttu*- 
changed a comment on Mr. Barniby’s remarks : TJn' Fa tv of 
Princes ! The Paths of Glory! ISt. Louis was a very dis- 
tant Eoman Catholic monarch; and the young g(‘ntlVinan 
of Evangelical education could admire him as a (haisader. 
St. Louis was for JNTesta a figure in the rich hues of royal 
•Saintship softened to homeliness by tears. Sht‘ thuittaron 
.a royalty crowned with the Saint’s halo, that swam down 
to us to lift us through holy human showers. She ILstoned 
to Mr. Barmby, hearing few sentene.(‘s, hmding his (dtj- 
•quence all she felt: he rolled forth notes of a minster 
•organ, accordant with the devotional service*, sin* was hold- 
ing mutely. Mademoiselle upon St. Louis: ‘‘ W'orthy to 
be named King of Kings ! ” swept lier to a fount (»f t honghts, 
where the thoughts are not yetshajied, im*. yet in the breast 
•of the mother emotions. Louise de Seilles had prepared 
her to be strangely and deeply mov(‘d. Tin* girl had a. 
heart of many strings, of high pitch, open to In* musical te 
■simplest wandering airs or to the gales. This erypt ef the 
recumbent sculptured figures and th<5 coioure<l s(‘nes <!f acU 
in the passage of the crowned Saint thrilled her .as with 
-sight of flame on an altar-piece of History. I hit this King 
in the lines of the Crucifixion leading, g‘ive h(‘r a lesstm »if 
life, not a message from death. With such a King, there 
would be union of the old order and the new, (‘essation t<i 
political turmoil: Eadicalism, Socialism, all the nnmster 
names of things with heads agape in tln*s(* our davs to 
gobble-iip the venerable, obliterate the lH*uutifuh ie.ave a 
stoniness of fl.oods where field and gardim W(*re, would be 
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«,ppeaae(l, transfigured. She hoped, she prayed for that 
glorious leader’s advent. 

On one subject, conceived by her only of late, and not 
intelligibly, not connnuuicably : a subject thickly veiled 
one which stru(‘k at luu* through her sex and must, she 
thought, ever In* unuanuHl (the ardent young creature saw* 
it as a very tiling torn by the wiiuls to slu>w iiideous gh^ains. 
of a botly rageiug with fires behind the veil) : on this one 
subjeet, her hopes and prayers were dumb in her bosom. It 
signifietl shamtu Slu* knew not the how, for she had no 
power to (urnttuaplate it: there was a torment of earth and 
a writhing td* luritl liust-eUmds about it at a glimpse. lUit 
if tin! new {*rusading Hero were to come attacking t/i(U , — 
if some burn prim*e tiobly man would heail the world to 
take away the witluning scarUd from the face of women,, 
she felt slie cumlil kiss the print of his fcM*t uptiu the ground. 
^Meanwhile she liad enjoyment of her plunge into the inmost 
forest-well of media‘val imaginativeiu^ss, where youthful 
mituls td* gtHid aspiration through their obscurities find 
much akin to them. 

Slie had an eye for little Hkepsey too: \iuaware that 
tlmsc Kreneli Princes liatl hurrual him of! to Agincourt, 
for another tmeounter with tlnun ami thn old rovsnlt— |)oor 
tlear gentlennuu with whom we do so wish to be friemlly I, 
What amused Ihu* was, his evident fatigue in undergoing 
thtj sliiw paratbs anti slieer deference to his betters, as to» 
the siguitteatiou tif a holiday on arrested legs. Dudley 
Htiwerby’s atiimtitm i<» him, iu elucidating the Hcem‘s with, 
lusiorieal st*raps, greatly plfastsl her. Tlie livw Septimua 
of coursti oceupietl her tdiiefly. 

Madmmdsclle was always mmr, to retsdvc his r(*peat(Hl 
ex|iresHious td’ graiiiutlt^ for the routt^ she hatl eoutiselhul. 
Without perstmal tdijtH’titms to a well-nneuiing ordtu’ly man,, 
whose par<ltmabliM’rr<»r it was tti 1»‘ aiming ttHMumsithn'ahly 
higher than his hfud, .site did but show him the voluble 
iiiutmitiMS of a Frene.hw'tunaids tdostsl lips; not a smilt^ at' 
all, auil eertainly im sign td' hostility; when bowing to 
his reiterattHl, etuuplinnuit in th<^ sentenee td' Frtme.h. Mr. 
llariuhy hail imticed (aiul a strong sentiment rendered him 
observaiii, unwonfcetlly I a similar ah»rt immobility td* her lip.s,. 
indicating foreign luitions td* this kiml or that, in England r 
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an all but imperceptible sbortening or loss of corners at the 
mouth, upon mention of marriages of his clergy : j)Mrtieularl y 
once, at his reading of a lengthy report in a iunv\ypapcr of 
a Wedding Ceremony involving his favourite Hislio}) for 
bridegroom : a report to make one glow like liyin(!U roili(*k- 
ing the Torch after draining the biiiuper to the ilving 
slipper. He remembered the look, and how it seemed to 
intensify on the slumbering features, at a state* nuuit, that 
his Bishop was a widower, enterizig into nuptials in his 
fifty-fourth year. Why not? But we ask it of Ht‘av(*u 
and Man, why not ? Mademoiselle was pleasant: sht* was 
young or youngish 5 her own clergy were (adibat(*s, and — 
no, he could not argue the matter with a young or youngish 
person of her sex. Could it be a reasonable woman — n 
woman ! — who disapproved the holy nuptials of tlie pastors 
of the fiocks ? But we are forbidden to imagine tin* con- 
ducting of an argument thereon with a lady : — Liithtu* . . . 
but we are not in LutheBs time: — Nature • . . no, mu* 
can there possibly be allusions to Nature. Mr. Harm by wem- 
dered at Protestant parents taking a Papistical govenu^ss 
for their young flower of English womanhood. JIowi‘ver, 
she venerated St. Louis ; he cordially also ; tiu*y met ; 
and he admitted, that she had, for a Fremdiwoman, :i hand- 
some face, and besides an agreeably artificial ingtmuouHticss 
in the looks which could be so politely dubious as to appear 
only dubiously adverse. 

The spell upon Nesta was not blown away on Hnglisli 
ground; and when her father and mother were comparing 
their impressions, she could not but k(‘Cp guard ovtu* the 
deeper among her own. At the Chateau do Gisors, leftward 
off Yernoii on Seine, it had been one of romazicc; and wzmder- 
ment, with inquisitive historic soundings of h(‘r kmnvledge 
and mademoiselle’s, a reverence for tlm prisomu-’s patient 
holy work, and picturings of his watchful waiting dailv. 
Nail in hand, for the heaven-sent sunlight on tlie tdreular 
dungeon-wall through the slits of the numrtricres. I hit t he 
Mausoleum at Dreux spake religiously; it cnfohhai Mr 
Barmby, his voice re-edified it. Tlu‘, fact that he had dis. 
coursed there, ^ though not a word of the discourse was re* 
membered, allied him to the spirit of a day rather increas- 
ing in sacredness as it receded and left her less thc‘ possessor 
of it. more the worshipper. 
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had to say to liorst'lf ; ^^Tnipossiblo ! ” after 
seeiuK^ the ciriit of her ilear N’esta’s eyes in the. wake of tiie 
relossal Kuglish (‘ha\i^ymatu Shc^ re<l her iiu‘n‘(lulotisnesB 
iu(!i‘ 4 uautly on tlie evitleuee eonfoundiu^ it;. Nat.aly was 
aware of tuuDual itOntiaf i«ais, tn'hh'-strt'ssed, in tlu^ /»*e//o‘.sv/a 
atul tie* DVi/i7e»’ of Mr. Hariuhy en < t>ueert t‘veiuiii\'s : a.s it 
\ver*% the toweritivt wond-wau'k of tie* cathedral organ in 
((uake iiiitler eiiussitin <d‘ its nmltitndinons outroa,r. 'Pho 

Wliieii id’ tht‘ lh‘V. Se|ddmus, atldressed to N<'sta-, wluni 
Si»!iir was di‘inaUih*d of liim ; and tier “ l'Uthi‘r ; and his 
gt'iOli* leesitatiiiin npon agn;^eather for thiMlireidang t‘hoi(U‘, 
ecitdil Hid. i^e uniud-iee«l in* wununi. 

Uid ht' ktunv a iaadain thing ?•**- and dream of urging the 
suit, as an iiiilul^eut skipper of [larenlai pages? — 

Sueh haunting interrogations were the eonspira, tor’s 
daggers out at any instant, tu’ leaping in sheath, against 
’Nataly’s pt*aee id’ mintl. But she truste<l her girl's laughing 
siilt* to rertity any little sentimental overhalaneing. She 
left the gi’imml when* matt*rnal meilitations are serious, at 
an image of Mr, Barmhy knoekutg at Nesta's Inairt as a 
lover. Wa.H It w«n1.h inquiry? 

A feminine liudv was iraih*«l a(*ross the (*yes of made- 
lui'usdhg w'it'h mention (d* Mr. B»armhy’a name. 

Madeiiioisidle rippled her sliouhlers. Wh* an.* at present 
laiudi tmaimnired of 

Tlrat watidifulh*st slmwing no alaruD the. absurdity of tho 
8uspiei»»n anndhered it. 

Nataly had moreovi^r iti reeoive startlinj: new gin‘stH : 
liudv Ifotiwidl !t!a,i*hington : IVIrs, Fanning, wift^ (d’ the 
(o*iii*ral : young Mrs, lUatlienoy, wife of tiie great Idll- 
bniker: unlieM o! \Vn*n:i!jam and uhout. And it was a 
ta;:diing of her etiergins e«pial to tht^ hufhd.ting of reeurreiit 
wave-; iai ifei*p sea. d’la* ladies were (soot for her t‘ntry into 
Ii:ike!;oid'g She hea.rd that Viet**r had apptdnfed Lady 
idaeliuigiouh'i t bird son to t lie eovea*ii pted, ol eii'rk in tho 
Indian housiMif Ineldingand Batlnor. Tlieseain^ thedidiigo 
dava when even aristoeraey will ery hleri.a’tngs on the man 
\vlit» proiOirea a e*»minereial appi» ntiuent tor ono td its 
V'oungef Hoiui <dTetui«’«i aiiii rtduitt.eil by tdio barriiu’ of I*lx* 
aiiuna.f.ionH for thi* (dvd Serviee. **l’o have our Adolplmn 
uiiiler Mr. Vietiir lta4|.norhs proiee.tion, is antep!’” iauly 
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BlacMngton said. Nataly was in an atmospliere of hints' 
and revealings. There were City Dinners, to which one oir 
other of the residents about Lakelands had been taken beforo- 
he sat at Victor’s London table. He was already winniagr 
his way, apparently without effort, to be the popular maix* 
of that neighbourhood. A subterranean tide or a slipping of 
earth itself seemed bearing her on. She had his promise- 
indeed, that he would not ask of her to enter Lakelands- 
until the day of his freedom had risen ; but though she 
could trust to his word, the heart of the word went out of it? 
when she heard herself thanked by Lady Blachington (who* 
could so well excuse her at such a time of occupation foxr 
not returning her call, that she called in a friendly way 
a second time, warmly to thank her) for throwing open the 
Concert room at Ijakelands in August, to an Entertaininen-f. 
in assistance of the funds for the purpose of erecting aix 
East of London Clubhouse, where the children of the pooir 
by day could play, and their parents pass a disengage cl 
evening. Doubtless a worthy Charity. Nataly was ali'v^e 
to the duties of wealth. Had it been simply a demand for* 
a donation, she would not have shown that momeutax'y 
pucker of the brows, which Lady Blachington read as a. 
contrast with the generous vivacity of the husband. 

Nataly read a leaf of her fate in this announcement. Nay 3.. 
she beheld herself as the outer world vexedly beholds a. 
creature swung along to the doing of things against tlue- 
better mind, An outer world is thoughtless of situations, 
which prepare us to meet the objectionable with a will 
benumbed; — if we do not, as does that outer world, belong: 
to the party of the readily heroical. She scourged hei" 
weakness : and the intimation of the truth stood over her,, 
more than ever manifest, that the deficiency affecting tLex** 
character lay in her want of language. A tongue to spea.k: 
and contend, would have helped her to carve a clearer wa.y. 
But then again, the tongue to speak must be one whictlx 
could reproach, and strike at errors ; fence, and continually 
summon resources to engage the electrical vitality of a ina.ix 
like Victor, It was an exultation of their life together, 
mark of its holiness for them both, that they had never 
breathed a reproach upon one another. She dropped away 
from ideas of remonstrance ; faintly seeing, in her sigh of 
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submission, that the deficiency affecting her character would 
have been vsupplied by a greater force of character, pressing 
either to speecdi or acts. l?lie coiifessiou of a fated inevitable 
in tlie mind, is weakness prostrate. She knew it : but she 
could point to the ina.nuer of man she was matched with ; 
ami it was not a poor excuiso. 

Mr. Barmby, sin' thought, deserved her gratitude in 
sonu‘ d(\gn‘e for stt'pping between Mr. Sowerby and Nesta. 
*1110 girl m)t having iuclinations, and the young gentleman 
being devoid of stratagem, they were easily kept from the 
dangerous count of two. 

Mademois(*lle would have said, that the shepherd also 
had rarely if ever a minute ([uite alone with her lamb. 
Incredulously she perctdvtMl signs of a shock. The secret 
foUowitig tln» signs was luitraycal by Nesta in return for a 
tender grasp of haiuls and a droll ilutter of eyelids. Out 
it came, on a noil tirst; then a dri^ary mention of a date, 
ami an ineident, to bring it mnirer to comprehension. Mr. 
Barmby — ami decntle who will whether it is that Love 
was madt* to elude or that curates imptdled by his fires are 
subtle as letlu'r — had outwitted Bre.nch watchfulness by 
stealing mimites onough on a day at Lakelands to diadare 
himself. And no wonder the girl looked so forlorn: he 
had shivered tier medi:eval forest-palace of illuminated 
glass, to leavt* her standing like a mountain hind, that 
suiiTs the tainted gale off the erag of her first cpiick leap 
from hounds; her instincts alanmsl, instead of riidi imagi- 
natiim colouring uml fosteriiigp 

She had no memory for liis words; so, and truly, she 
tidd lier lamise: meaning that she had only a spiceh'ss 
mmnory; especially for the word lore in her lairs from the. 
mouth of a man. 

Tiuu’e had been a dream (»f it; with the life-awakening 
marvel it would big the humblc*m‘ss it; wimld bring to her 
soul beneath the giddmi clothing of h(‘r body: one of 
those faint formless dreams, whitdi are, a.s th(‘. bmid of 
grasHCH to the breath of a still twilight. She lived too 
spiritedly to hang on any drmuu; :ind had moreover a 
muflliHl dread —shad(iw-:dster to the virginal desire — of 
this one, as of a fateful power that might drag her down, 
tlisorcler, discolour. But now sln^ had heard it: the word, 
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the very word itself ! in her own ears ! addressed to ht^r ! 
in a man’s voice! The first utterance had hetui lieard, and 
it was over; the chapter of the book of bulky |)rouiist‘ of 
the splendours and mysteries ~~ the \^\\immvvini^ wootls and 
bushy glades, and the descent of the shapt* celestial and 
the recognition — the mutual cry of atlinity ; and overhead 
the crimson outrolling of the flag of beneiieent euterprisos 
hand in hand, all was at an end. These*, thexi, art^ the 
deceptions our elders tell of ! That masculine vtnc*e aiionld 
herald a new’ world to the maiden. The voiet* she liad 
heard did hut rock to ruin the w'orld she iuul Unm living 
in. 

Mademoiselle prudently forbore from satirical remarks 
on his person or on his conduct. Nesta luul ruitliing to 
defend ; she walked in a bald waste. 

“Can I have been guilty of leading liim to think? . , 
she said, in a tone that writhed, at a second discussuin of 
this hapless affair. 

“They choose to think,” mademcdselle r<»plied. “It is 
he or another. My dear and dean'st, you Imvt* t*ntt rod 
the field where shots fly thick, as they do siddiers in 
battle; and it is neither your fault nor any <»ue's, if yon 
axe hit.” 

Nesta gazed at her, with a shy supplicating viy of 
“Louise.” 

Mademoiselle immediately answered the tone of cut ro:gv. 
“Has it happened to me? I am <jf the age of tdglit ami 
twenty; passable, to look at: j'es, my lifor, I havi* 
through it. To spare you the (piestions tormentuig uai, 

I will tell you, that perhaps our experienei* of t.iir 
comes nigh on a kind of resemhlanct*. I'lie fir 4. g« 1 « fnati 
who did me the honour to inform me td’ Ids p.t:..Nii.n, was 
a hunchback.” 

Hesta cried“ 0 hl” in a veritable pang of syiupa,fh\ . and 
clapped hands to her ears, to shut out Mr, Hu iiib\ m 
of the terrific word attacking L<»uise from that delonuftl 
one. 

Her disillusionment became (»f the sort uliie!) rs 
derision. A girl of quick hlmul ami artivo flj*.i!gh uiir» g. 
ulated intellect, she caught at th«* comit* of voung \voniru% 
hopes and experiences, in her fear of it. 
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"My own precious poor dear Louise! what injustice 
there is in fche world for one like iny Louise to have a 
hunchback to bo the tirst! . , 

‘‘ I bit, my dear, it did me no harm.” 

" lint if it had been known!” 

" Iviit it was known I ” 

Kcsna controlled a shuddering: " It is the knowledge of 
it in ourstdves — that it has ever happened; — yoxi dear 
Louist‘, who deserve so much better! And one asks — Oh, 
why a re we not left in ptuice! And do look at the objects 
it makt‘s of us!” Mademoisidle could see, that the girl’s 
desptu-ation had got hold of her humour for a life-buoy. 
‘*It ivS really worse to have it unknown — when you are 
compelled to be his partner in sharing the secret, and feel 
as if it wi're a dreadful doll you conceal for fear that every- 
body will laugh at its fact^” 

She n'sumed her seriousness: "T find it so hard to be 
vexed with him and really really like him. For he is a 
good man; but he will not let one shake him oil. He dis- 
tresses: because we can’t quite meet as we did. Last 
W(Mbu‘sday Concert evening, he kept away; and I am 
annoyed that I was glad.” 

“Moths have t(» pass through showers, and keep their 
pretty patterns from damage as best tliey can,” said 
mademoiselle. 

Nesia transformed luu'scdf into a disciple of Idiilosophy 
on tlu* spot. "Yes, all these feelings of onrs are moth- 
dust! One feels them, 1 Hupt)os(‘. they pass. Tlu^y must. 
But tell me, Louist‘, dear soul, was your |)Oor dear good 
little uffticted suitor — was he kindly pitied?” 

“ Conformably with tlu^ regulations pr(\scribed to young 
damstds wlu) are in r(upu‘st to surrender the custody of 
their hands. It is easy to commit a dang{*rous exca\ss in 
tlu*. dispensing of that article they call pity of tluun.” 

"And he — did he ? — vowed to you he could not take No 
for an answer ? ” 

At this ingenuous question, woef\illy uttered, mathunoi- 
selle was pricked to smile imintedly, Nesta had a tooth 
on her under-lip. Them, shaking va]Kmrs to the winds, 
she said: " It is an honour, to Ih» aHke<l ; and we cannot bf 
expected to consent. So I shall wear through it. — Cniy I 
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do wish that Mr. Fenellan would out <'an him T!u* Tneh- 
cape Bell I ” She murmured this t« her-McH. ^ 

Mr Barmby was absent for two weeks. “ ( an anything 
have offended him?” Victor inquired in sum.- .■nustenni- 
fcion appreciating the man’s worth, and tho Knuid ho 

was; together with the need tor liini at tho Lakolauds 

Concert in August. ..t , . 

Nataly wrote Mr. Barmby a direct invitation. ^\w had 
no reply. Her speculations were cut short by Victor, wlio 
handed her a brief note addressed to liim and si^^nt^d by the 
Eev. Septimus, petitioning for a |»rivati‘ interview. 

The formality of the request in<‘c*nsed \'ietor. “Now, 
dear love, you see Colney’s meaning, when he says, there 
are jpeople who have no Inthutn/ ift tht m. Here ’s a man 
who visits me regularly once a week more, has bemi 
familiar for years — four, at least; ami he wants t(» speak 
to me, and must obtain the * privilege ’ by speeia! appoint- 
ment ! What can be the meaning of it ? 

“You will hear to-morrow afternoon," Nataly said, see- 
ing one paved way to the meaning— a itm likely meaning. 

“He hasn’t been . , . nothing about Krodi, surely !“ 

“I have had no information/' 

“Impossible! Barmby has gmai stuisi*; lUitU sini eai/t 
intend to come scraping <m that string. Ihit wt* won’t 
lose him; he’s one of us. Barmby . for more at u 
Charity Concert than all the catalogue, ami pai tjeularl) in 
the country. But he ’.s an excellent fellow eh ? " 

“That he is,” Nataly agreed. 

Victor despatched a cheerful curt conseoi to see Mr. 
Barmby privately on tiie lata* aftt*rnoou of thr day to 
follow. 

Nesta, returning home from tin* park at that hour of 
the interview, ignorant of Mr. Barmby hn i-urid^si- ilieugh 
she was, had her fires extiuguLHiicd by tie* rMlImg miv i»f 
curfew along the hall-passage, out <d the library. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

aUITOES FOE THE HAND OF NESTA TIOTORIA 

When, upon the well-known quest, the delightful singer 
Orpheus tot)k that downward way, coining in sight of old 
Cerberus ctuitieeps, he astutely feigned inattention to the 
hostile appearaiu^es of the multiple lieast, and with a wave 
of his pliH^trum over tlie rt^sponsive lyre, he at the stroke 
raised voice. This much you know. It may be commu- 
niijattnl to you, that there was thou beheld the most singular 
sptHTtaclo ever exhibited on the dizzy line of division be- 
twt‘en the living and the <lead. For those unacciustomed 
musical tones in the last thin whilf of oiir sustaining air 
were so smartingly persuavsive as to pierce to the vitals of 
tin* faithful Old Dog before his offended sentiments had 
leisure to rouse thtur heads against a beggar of a mortal. 
I’he terrible sugariness which poureul into him worked 
likt‘ venom to eause an encounter and a wrestling; his 
battery <»f jaws (‘xprt‘ssc*d it. Phey gaped. At the same 
tinus his eyeballs gave* up. All the I)og, that would have 
barked the breathing intruder an hundredfold baede to earth, 
was one compulsory cumturiou yawn. Tears, issue of the 
frightful internal we<lding of the dulcet and the sour (a 
ravishing rather of the latter by tlie former), rolled oil; 
his muzzles. 

Now, if you are not for insisting that a magnificent 
simile shall be composed of exac.tly the lik<^. notes in 
another octav(% you will (uitch the hue tlavour of analogy 
uutl be wafted in a beat of wings aiu'oss the s<*ene of the 
appUc.ation of the Uev. Sejitimus Uarmliy to Mr. Victor 
Iladuor, that he might miter tin* houst^ in the. guis(^ of 
suiter for tlie hand of Nesta V^ictoria. It is the (^xcmlling 
mtu'it of similes and m<*taphors to spring us to vault over 
gaps and thiidiets ami drtsiry places. Ihit, us with the 
visits of Immortals, wt* must be nmdy to nsieive tlmm. 
Beware, mnre(»ver, of examiuiiig them t(»o scnquilously : 
they have a tritdv of wtsiriug to vapour if closely scainuHl. 
Let it Ih* gratefully for tludr aid. 
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So far the comparison is alKs<»lutt*, that Mr. Jhiriuby 
passed: he was at liberty to pursue his (}u<*st. 

Victor could not explain how he hati iietai l»rnu'4-!i!; to 
grant it. He was at pains to conceal the lu*v. ihinaio'iit Ah*. 
Barmby had cast on liiuij and makt‘ Nataly .se<‘ the smaii- 
ness of the grant: — both oL' them wto't* nnwillns': h. h,so 
Barmby; there was nut the slightest ti-ar about hh-edi, ht* 
said; and why should not poor Barmby iaivo his ehauet* with 
the others in the race ! — and his Nataly kmuv tliat Ite hated 
to speak unkindly: he could cry tht‘ U(‘gativt* like a eraek uf 
thunder in the City. But such matters as t iiese ! and a laau 
pleading merely for the right to see the girl I — and pleading 
inatone . . . “ I assure you, nyy love, he tomdied tdn*rdsd’ 

“Did he allude to advantages in the aili:inee with him 
Nataly asked smoothly. 

“His passion — nothing else, (kind hi eiiougli. Ami la* 
had a tone — he /u/s a tone, you kn<»w. ii ’a not what 
he said. Some allusion to belief in a tavcmrabh* opinam. 
of him . . . encouragement . . . on the part <0 t ho jujima. 
.She would have him travelling with us ! 1 fort*;iavv it/' 

“You were astonished wlien it came.” 

“We always are.^^ 

Victor taunted her softly w'ith having oueouragtMl Mr. 
Barmby. 

She had thought in lier heart— tioi sernnnsl) ; tni a sigh 
of despondency — that Mr. Barmby «ripo!isiug Mio giVl 
would smoothe a troubled prospect: and a prosont resriit,« 
ment at her weakness rendered her shn-wii to liotoot \'n- 
tor^s cunning to cover his own: a thing imagiuabh* of 
him previously in sentimental matters, ym nrvor aoruratidv 
and so legibly printetl on inu* mind. It did not draw iioV 
to read him with a novel familiarity; it drru Iot t.. Im 
more sensible of foregone intimutnu.N of fhr uuu lo* wun 
— irresistible in attack, not iinpregnablv orioa- ivo. Nor 
did he seem in this instama* humanol'v oouiuiorate: if 
mademoisellehs estimates of tin* mimi oi" lin- gnl was out 
wrong, then Mr. liarmhy’s posithm woulil bo both a labien- 
lous and a cruel one. She had somo hunl id» :Uhat 
the poor man might now servt» periuanentlv to rlirrk tin* 
more dreaded applicant: a proof that her iu’diuary refiee- 
tiveness was blunted. 
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Xatajy ac.knowlad^iC^ul, aftc'r rallying Viator for eomhig 
to ha.vt‘ ills wt‘akiu‘ss aumlouad, a jnstia.a in liis {‘ouiitor- 
aiHMisat ion, of a loss of lua* natural (*.lnH‘rruliu‘Ss, a-iul [ironi- 
isoil anu'udimait, with a stotly smilo, that his li[is iniinidviul 
fomlly; ami hor siuih^ softiauHl. To strongtlnai the dear 
smii’s iiopes, he Sjiokta as <»iu‘ who had recadved the latest 
ini'orniatiou, of Iha 'riuauisou and surgeons; — litth*. (*.ou- 
siUiUis of tlu‘ tragic di‘pt;hs struck or of tin* burileix 
In* ga\'i* her hea,rt to hear. Her look ahinned him. She 
seeiueil t.o he hugging lu'rself up to the tingling s(‘a,lp, a,nd 
was in a monn‘nt luarhlc to sight a.iul tou(*h. She. look(‘d 
like tin* tdd t‘ngravings oi! martyrs taking the bite of the 
jaws of dame at the stake. 

Ht* lield her emlirataul^ fi‘eling lier body as if it were* in 
the awful grip of lingt^rs from tin*, outside of life. 

Tlie S(*izurt* was over before it could be called ominous. 
Wlnui it was oma* ovtu\ and she had smihul again and r<v 
buketl liim for eX(*.esHive anxii'ty, his apiirehensions no 
longer troubled him, but subvsidc'd sensatitmally in wrath 
at tlie crippled woman who would not obty tln^ dic.tati* of 
her ailments instantly to perish and spare this (U‘ar one 
uuuoyanctn 

Sulisecfuently, later than usual, he performed his tisual 
mental penance for it. In e.onst‘(pien(U‘, the wrath, and the 
wish, and tin* p<‘nit(mce, haunted him, each swell itpr to 
possession of him in turn; until tiiey united to Insul a 
plunge into rt‘trosp{*e,ts; which hsi to his reviewing the 
army of chargi^s a.gaiust Mrs. Ihirmau. 

And of this he gn*w ashaimsl, attributing it to th<* morbid 
imlulgencH* in r<dl«*<d4ou: a diseasi^ m‘v<‘r alllictuig him 
antmdor to the stupid fall on London bridge, lb* rubbed 
instinctively for the pumdulio-hiimp, and eould ch(*at his 
fancy to tliink a remuimhn* of it then*, just b(*low, half an 
inch* to the right of, tlu^ spot when^ a idmuadogist, invited 
by Nataly in old days, had marlosl idiilo~pn)gt*iutiveness 
on Ids e.apacdous and enviaiih^ cerebrum. Hn kirnw well it 
was a fancy. Hut it was a fact also, that siii(*e. tin* dav •f 
the fall (never, save in mi*re.st glimpses, before tlmt, <iav), 
he hati taken to look bcdiind liim, as though an eye had 
been knocked in tin* ba<‘k of his h(*ad. 

Then, was that day of the anmmJieement of Lakelands 
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to Kataly, to be accounted a gloomy day ? He would not 
iave it so. 

Sbe was happily occupied with, her purchases of furni- 
ture, Tredi with her singing lessons, and he with his busi- 
ness; a grasp of many ribands, reining-in or letting loose; 
always enjoyable in the act. Eecently only had he known 
when at home, a relaxation, a positive pleasure in looking 
forward to the hours of the City office. This was odd, but 
so it was; and looking homeward from the City, he had a 
sense of disappointment when it was not Concert evening. 
The Cormyns, the Yatts, and Priscilla Graves, and Pemp- 
ton, foolish fellow, and that bothering Barmby, and Peri- 
don and Catkin, were the lineing of his nest. Well, and so 
they had been before Lakelands rose. What had induced! 
... he suddenly felt foreign to himself. The shrouded 
dgure of his lost Idea on London Bridge went by. 

A peep into the folds of the shroud was granted him : 

Is it a truth, that if we are great owners of money, we 

are so swoln with a force not native to us, as to be precipi- 
tated into acts the downright contrary of our tastes ? 

He inquired it of his tastes, which have the bad habit 
of unmeasured phrasing when they are displeased, and so 
they yield no rational answer. Still he gave heed to vio- 
lent extraneous harpings against money. Epigrams of 
Colney^s; abuse of it- and the owners of it by Socialist 
orators reported in some newspaper corner, — had him by 
the ears. 

They ceased in the presence of Lady Grace Halley, who 
ontered his office to tell him she was leaving town foi 
Whinfold, her husband’s family-seat, where the dear man 
lay in evil case. She signified her resignation to the 
•decrees from above, saying generously : 

You look troubled, my friend. Any bad City news ?” 

'Hlook troubled?” Victor said laughing, and bethoiighi 
him of what the trouble might be. “City news woulc 
not cause the look. Ah, yes ; — I was talking in the streel 
to a friend of mine on horseback the other day, and he kepi 
noticing his horse’s queer starts. We spied half a dozei 
children in the gutter, at the tail of the horse, one of then 
plucking at a hair. ‘ Please, sir, may I have a h:nr out o 
your horse’s tail?’ said the mite. Wo t]ie poo 
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itjrsi^ that a tail for urchins to pluck at. Mon come 
,i» the fathers about their girls. It ’s my belief that 
iiotiiers more easily say no. If they learn the word as 
uaidSj you dl say! However, there’s no fear about my 
nrl. FretU hs haial to snare. And what brings you. 
Jity ward ? 

“'l want to know whether I shall do right in selling out 
)f the Tiddler miiu*.’’ 

“ You have multiplied your investment by ten.'” 

“ If it had be,eu thousands! ” 

“Clearly, you sell; always jump out of a mounted mine,, 
inless y«ni ’re at the bottom of it,’’ 

“There are City-articles against the mine this morning 
— or I should have been on my way to Whiufold at this. 
iKuuent. Tint sliares are lower.” 

“Idle merry hoys are at work to bring your btdloon to 
lie ground, that you may (piit it for tluuu to ascend, 
riddler has enemies, like the best of mim*s: or tiny may 
;)e named lo vtu's, if you like. And mines that have gone 
ip, go down for a while before they rise again; it’s an 
irfair of undulations; rocked luineB are not so healthy. 
The stories are faints for the time, I had tin*, latt'st from 
Dartrey Kenellau yi^sttuxlay. He ’s here next month, some 
dme in August.” 

“ He is married, is he not?” 
a Was.” 

Victor’s hrt'vity sounded oddly to Lady Grace. 

“ Is he not a solditu* V ” she said. 

“Hohliers and parsons I ” Victor interjected. 

Ishnv she saw, Hhe undm*Hfcood tht^ liorUmt of Mr, 
Barm by ’g hovtudng of the choice of songs, and the 

recmit tremulousm^ss of th<^ wtdling llvthvatla. 

But siie had come about htm owu Imsiut'ss; an<l alter 
remarking, that when tht*re is a prize tlau’e must lu^ com- 
ptditiou, or England will hav<^ to lower htu* flag, sin* 
detdared leu* rt‘Holve to stick i()Tid<lh‘r, t^xolaiming: “Tt ’s 
only in mint^s that twmity times the stake is not a dn*am 
of the paatl” 

“The Riviera grmm fndd on the rock is always o|)mi ta 
you,” said Victor. 

Khe put out lH‘r Imnd to b<^ takem. “ N<»t if you back 
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jiie here. It really is not gambling when yours is tlie. 
counsel I follow. And if I hn to be a widow, I sliull have 
;o lean on a friend, gifted like you. 1 love adventure, 
danger; — well, if we two are in it; just to see my (‘aptaiii 
in a storm. And if the worst happens, we go down to- 
gether. It's the detestation of our demlly^ liunulriau of 
modern life; some inherited love of lighting. 

“Say, brandy.'' 

“Does not Mr. Durance accuse you of an addiction to 
the brandy novel ? " 

“ Colney may call it what he pleases. If I read fiction, 
let it be fiction; airier than hard fact. If I a ha Hid., 
my troop of short skirts must not go stepping lik<‘ pavtnntmt 
policemen. I can't read dull analytical stufi or * stylists ' 
when I want action — if I'm to give my mind to a story, 
lean supply the reflLections. I'm English — it C<>ln(*j's 
right in saying we always come round to th(^ story witii 
the streak of supernaturalisin. I don't ask lor blo(Hlsln‘fi : 
that 's what his ‘brandy ' means." 

“But Mr, Durance is right, we require a shedding; I 
confess I expect it where there love; it's part of the 
balance, and justifies one’s excitement. How otherwise 
do you get any real crisis? I must read and live some 
thing unlike this fiat life around us." 

“There 's the Adam life and the Macadam life, Ftuudlau 
•says. Pass it in books, but in life we can hav<^ <pute 
enough excitement coming out of our thoughts. N o hraudy 
there ! And no fine name for personal |)redil<‘id.ions or 
things done in domino 1 " Victor said, with his very pleas- 
ant face, pressing her hand, to keep the act of long bedd- 
ing it in countenance and bring it to a wcll-puuctuatcd 
conclusion: thinking involuntarily of the other fair wcunan, 
whose hand was his, and who betrayed a beuttm visage 
despite — or with that poor kind of — trust in lier captain. 
But the thought was not guilty of drawing comparisoim, 
“This is one that I could trust, as captain or mate,” he 
pressed the hand again before dropping it. 

“You judge entirely by the surface, if you take niv for 
a shifty person at the trial," said Lady (Iraee, 

Skepsey entered the room with one of his packets, and 
she was reminded of trains and husbands. 
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Slio left Vieior luicouifortably nilHed: and liow ? for she 
had none of the physieal charms appealing peculiarly to 
the man wlu) was taktni with grandeur of shape. \She 
belonged rather to tlie ihvscriptiou physically distasteful to 
him. 

It is a cudfical^ eoiuuumt on a civilization carelessly dis- 
tilled from tiie jealous East, when visits of fair women to 
(;ity otlie.es ea,u iiavt* this tdTect. If th(^ sexes are separated 
for an hour, the pla(H‘- where one is (‘.Kcluded or not common 
to se(‘, btn‘ouu\s intlammahle to that appearing spark. lie 
dcH‘S outrage to a (nina Dva : she to the luonasticism of the 
(kmrt of I^aw: tuid he and she awaken unhallowed emo- 
tions. J^upposing, howt‘veri that western men were to de- 
orientalize tlieir gdeeful notions of her, and dis-lhirk 
themselves by inviting the womarda voluble tongue to 
sisterly accu|Kitiou there in the midst of the pleading 
Court, as in the domestic circle: very soon would her 
eyes be harmh^ss: — unless directed lipon ns with intent. 

Tliat is the burning (H)re of the great Question, our 
Anuage.ddon in Morality: Is she moral? Does she mean 
t<» be liarmless ? Is she not untamable Old Natun? ? And 
when oiun* on an footing with hm* lordly half, would 

not the spangled beauty, in a turn, like the realistic trans- 
fonuatitui-triek of a nantomime, show herself to be that 
wanton old thing — tne empress of disorderliness ? Von 
have to rerudlect, as the Conservative acutely sugg(‘.sts, 
that ht*r timidities, at prestmt urging her to support 
Kstahlisluuents, |)ertain to her state of dependennu*. The 
party views of <k)UHervatiHm arc, must lx*, fo\imled, we 
sliould nuncmditu’, on an intimate acquaintanee^ with h(‘r 
in the situations where she is almost uurestrict(‘dly fn^e 
arid her laugliter rings to confirm the senteinxis of (das.si(‘al 
authors and Eastern sages. Conservativ(‘B know what tlnty 
are aljout when they refuse to tiing tln^ last lattitu*. of an 
ancituit harem open to air and siui — the br\ital disperst*rs 
of mystiny, which would (h^.spoil an ankle of its flying 
winkJ 

Vdetor^H opinions were those of the <*ntrench<'d majority; 
obj(»eting to tln^ occult ]H)W(*r of women, as wo have the _ 

wojium now, wliile legislating to maintaiti them so; and | 

forbidding a Bte|) to a desperately wicked female world 
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lest the step should be to wickeder. His opinions were 
in the background^ rarely stirred; but the lady had brotight 
them forward; and he fretted at his restlessness, vexed 
that it should be due to the intrusion of the sex instead of 
to the charms of the individual. Ko sting of the sort liad 
bothered him, he called to mind, on board the (diainud 
boat — nothing to speak of. “Why does she (^oine liend 
Why didn’t she go to her husband! She gets into the (’it y 
.scramble blindfold, and catches at the near(‘st hand to help 
.her out! Nice woman enough.” Yes, but he was annoyed 
with her for springing sensations that ran altogether luairt- 
less to the object, at the same time that they were disloyal 
fo the dear woman their natural divinity. And IndAvetut 
him and that dear woman, since the coni munieat ion made 
by Skepsey in the town of Dreiix, nightly the <iividing 
‘Spirit of Mrs. Burman lay: cold as a e.()rps<a 1’hey both 
felt her there. They kissed coldly, pressed a haml, said 
.good-night. 

Next afternoon the announcement by Skt'psey of tln^ 
Hon. Dudley Sowerby, surprised Victor’s eytd'irows at 
least, and caused him genially to review the visit of Lady 
'Grace. 

Whether or not Colney Durance drew his description of 
% sunken nobility from the “ sick falcon ” distinguisliing the 
handsome features of Mr. Sowerby, that heakod invaditl 
was particularly noticeable to Victor daring tlu‘ staioinont 
of his case, although the young gentUunan was far from 
being one, in Colney’s words, to enliven the condition of 
domestic fowl with an hereditary turn for *'[»n‘ying;” 
eminently the reverse; he was of good moral roputo, a 
worker, a commendable citizen. But then^ was tlu‘ ohliga- 
tion upon him to speak — it is expcctcil in sm*h (‘asos, if 
only as a formality — of his “love:” hard to do t*v<ni in 
view and near to the damsel’s reddening (diceks: it per- 
plexed him. He dropped a veil on the bashful t(»pii*; Ids 
tone was the same as when he reverted to the mahndal 
points; his present income, his position in tlu^ great Ikuik 
of Shotts & Co., his prospects, tlie health of the Indr to the 
Gantor earldom. He considered that spoke to a nnuu- 
ber of the City merchants, whose preferema* for tiie plain 
positive, upon the question of an alliance hetwinm families 
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by marriages lends them for once a resemblance to lords. 
When a person is not read by character, the position or 
profession is called on to supply raised print for the 
linger-eiuls to spell. 

Hard on poor FretU! was Victor’s thought behind the 
smile he bent on this bald Cui)id. She deserved a more 
poetical lover! His paternal sympathies for the girl l)e- 
souglit in love, revived his past feelings as a wooer; iu)th- 
ing but a dread of the intluenee of Mr. Barmby’s toned 
elotpienee upon the girl, after her listening to Dudley 
Soweri)y\s addresses, checked his contempt for the latter. 
He could nut despise the suitor he sided with against 
another and seemingly now a more dangerous. Unable 
<|uite to repress the sentiment, he proceeded immediately 
to put it to his uses. For we have no need to be scrupu- 
lously formal and precise in the exposition of circaim- 
stanc.tm to a ftdlow who may thank the stars if sucli a girl 
condescends to give him a h(‘,aring. He had this idea, 
through the conception of his girl’s gemerosity. And 
furtliermore, the cognizant eye of a Lu(‘.ri‘tian Alma Mater 
having seat so strongly iti Vic.tor, demanded as a right an 
etfusion of the promising amorous graces on the part of 
the acceptable applicant to tlu^ post of husband of that 
peerless. These being ahscmt, evidently non-existent, it 
setuned suf!i<umit for tlu^ })resent, after the fashion of thc^ 
young gentleman, to capitulate the few material Tuatt(‘.rs 
brietly. 

They were dotted along with a fine disr<‘.gard of tlie 
stateliness of th<^. sum to be settled on Nesta Victoria, and 
with a distout but burning wish all the while, that the 
suitor had been one to tovudi his heart and open it, inspir- 
iting it — as could have been done — to disclose for good 
and all the things utterahle. Victor lov<ul clear hom^.sty, 
as he loved light: and though he hat(‘.d to he acamscal of 
not showing a clean faci^ in tht^ light, he wouhl hav(^ h(»en 
moved and lifttal to confess to a spot by tlw touch at his 
heart. Dudley Howe.rhy’s dehcicncitns, however, were 
outweighed by thes palpabh^ advantag(^H of his birth, his 
prospects, tmd lus good n^.pnte for conduct; add tluu*cto 
his gentlemanly manners. Vic.tor siglicd again over his 
poor Fredi; and in telling Mr. Bowerby that tlie choleic 
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must be left to her, he had the regrets of a man 
his persuasive arts and how they would be used, to 
that he was actually making the choice. . 0 

Observe how fatefully he who has a scheme is the 
of it ; he is no longer the man of his tastes or of his ^ 

ciples y he is on a line of rails for a terminus; and he 
cast languishing eyes across waysides to right and ^ 

he has doomed himself to proceed, with a self-rlevoixri^^ 
hunger for the half desired; probably manhood gon^ 
the embrace of it. This may be or not, but ISTaturB 
decreed to him the forfeit of pleasure. She bids us ^ 

the passage of a sober day for the service of the 
that is her system; and she would have us adopt it, to 
in us the keen edge for cutting, which is the guarantee 
enjoyment: doing otherwise, we lose ourselves in on® 
other of the furious matrix instincts ; we are blunt to 
else. 


Young Dudley fully agreed that the choice must be with 
Miss Daduor; he alluded to her virtues, her accomplit^i^** 
ments. He was waxing to fervidness. He said he naiast 
expect competitors; adding, on a start, that he was to 
say, from his mother, she, in the case of an intention 
present Miss Badnor at Court. ... 

Victor waved hand for a finish, looking as though his 
head had come out of hot water. He sacrificed Hoyalty to 
his necessities, under a kind of sneer at its functions : 

Court! my girl ? But the arduous duties are over fox' hhe 
season. We axe a democratic people retaining the sedxxc- 
tions of monarchy, as a friend says; and of course a 
may like to count among the flowers of the kingdom for th 
day, in the list of Court presentations; no harm. Only 
there ^s plenty of time . . . very young girls have tlieir 
heads turned — though I don’t say, don’t imagine, my 
would. By and by perhaps.” 

Dudley was ushered into Mr. Inchling’s room and in Pro- 
duced to the figure-head of the Firm of Inchling, Penner- 
gate, and Radnor: a respectable City merchant indeed, 
whom Dudley could read-off in a glimpse of the downrig^lit 
contrast to his partner. He had heard casual remarks on 
the respectable City of London merchant from Colney 
Durance. A short analytical gaze at him, helped to a.xi 
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estimatt^ (»f tluh powers of the mtiii who kept him up. Mr. 
Inciiliietc was a tlorhl Oity-feaster, descendant of a line of 
City menduiuts, haviu|j^ features fora wife to identify; as 
drovt*rs, tlu*y ttdl us, eau single one from another of their 
round-beliitHi boasts. Konuerly the leader of the Finn, 
h(‘ was tunv, afU*r drt‘a,ry tits of restivimess, kiekings, falst'. 
prt)piuades td' ruin, Vhetor’s obedient cart-horse. lie. 
siglual in set itwms fur-tlu^ old days of the Finn, when, 
like trouts in the eurrent, the Firm had only to gape for 
shoals of good things to fatten it: a tale of Knglish pros- 
p(‘rity in quies(a‘ue.e; narrated interjet^Dtrily among the 
i^y-ways of the (Uty, and wanting only metri‘, to make it 
our national Ihunn. 

Mr. luehliug did not deny tliat grand mangers of golden 
oats wert^ still somehow constantly alhdted to him. llis 
wife belief veil in Victor, and (hHuniul the loss of the balanc- 
ing Panuergate a gain. Since that lamentable loss, .Mr. 
IneJding, undtu* the irony of circumstances the Tory of 
(louuuarce, had trotted and gallof>ped whither driven, 
ratdug like mad against his will and the rival nations now 
in the field U) fonu*. the pane; a name for mitm’prise; the 
close immmennal connection of a man who speculated — 
wlio, to put it plainly, lived on his wits; hurvi(‘d onward 
and onward; always doubting, munching, grumbling at 
satisfaction, in perplexity of the gratitude which is appre- 
iiensive of black Keauesis at a turn of the roail, to con- 
found s(i wild a whip as Victor Radnor. He had newer 
forgiven the youth's venture in India of an mionuous pur- 
cliase of Cotton many yt^ars back, and whuhi he, had repu- 
diated, though not his shan^ of the hundreds of thousands 
realizcHl before the refusal to ratify the bargain had c.onie, 
to Victor, Mr, Inchliug dated his first imligestiou from 
that diH(|uieting pericxl. Ho assented to the praise of 
Victor’s gmiius, admitting bemdits; his heart refused la 
pardon, and e.mis(M|uentIy his head wholly to trust, 
man who robbed him of his (|uomlam comfortahh* feeling 
of aiKvurity. And if you will imagini! tin* spriD^ of the 
aggregate English ''I’axpayer personifying SUauu as tlie 
malignant who has despoiled him of the hh^ssed Hafety- 
AsHurance lie onco had from his (hxl Nejituiu^ against 
invaders, you will cuiuprelumd the state of Mr. iiudding’s 
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mind in regard to his terrific and bountiful, but very dis- 
turbing partner. 

He thanked heaven to his wife often, that he had noth- 
ing to do with ISTorth American or South American mines 
and pastures or with South Africa and gold and diainoiuls: 
and a wife must sometimes listen, mastering her inward 
comparisons. Dr. Schlesien had met and meditated on 
this example of the island energy. Mr. Tnchling was not 
permitted by his wife to be much the guest of the Radnor 
household, because of the frequent meeting there* with 
Colney Durance ; Colney^s humour for satire being instantly 
in bristle at sight of his representative of English CJity 
merchants: ^^over whom,” as he wrote of tlie vtmerahle 
body, “the disciplined and instructed Germans not (h‘vi- 
ously march; whom acute and adventurous Americans, with 
half a cock of the eye in passing, compassionately out- 
strip.” He and Dr. Schlesien agreed upon Mr. Inehling. 
Meantime the latter gentleman did his part at the tabh‘H 
of the wealthier City Companies, and retained his ap])ear- 
ance of health; he was beginning to think, upon a eahnihi- 
tion of the increased treasures of those Cornpaiiit's and the 
country, that we, the Taxpayer, ought not to k*ave it alto- 
gether to Providence to defend them; notwithstanding tht» 
watchful care of us hitherto shown by our briny Provi- 
dence, to save us from anxiety and expense, ifut there^ 
are, he said, “difficulties;” and the very word C(nihl stop 
him, as commonly when our difficulty lie.s in the ext*r<d.se 
of thinking. 

Victor^s African .room, containing large wall-maps of 
auriferous regions, was inspected; and another, where 
clerks were busy over miscellaneous Continents. I)iuih*y 
Sowerby hoped he might win the maiden. 

He and Victor walked in company Westward, The shop 
of Boyle and Luckwort, chemists, was not passed on this 
occasion. Dudley grieved that he had to be absent from 
the next Concert for practice, owing to his engagem(‘nt to 
his mother to go down to the family seat near Tunbridge 
Wells. Victor mentioned his relatives, the Duviduey 
maiden ladies, residing near the Wells. They mc*asur(Hl 
the distance between Cronidge and Moorsedgu*, tin* two 
houses, as for half an hour on horseback. 
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Nesta told her father at home that the pair of them had 
been observed coiitidentially arm in arm, and conversing 
so profoundly. 

Who, do you think, was the topic?” Victor asked. 

She would not chase the little blue butterfly of a guess. 


CIIAPTEE XrX 

TREATS OF KATITRK CIROUMSTANOK AND THE DTSSEN'- 

SION* BETWEEN' THEW AND OF A SAITIUST^S MALIONITY 
IN THE DIREitTION OF HIS COUNTUy 

There is at times in the hearts of all nnm of active life 
a vivid wild moment or two of dramatic dialogue between 
the veteran antagonists, Nature and Circumstance, when 
tlu‘y, whose busint‘ss it should l)e to be joyfully one, 
furiously split; and the Dame is up with her shrillest 
(puu’ulousness to inquirt^ of her offsijring, for tlie distinct 
original motive of his e.onduct. Why (lid he bring her to 
siudi a pass! And what is the gain? If he V)c not an 
alitmated issuer of the great Mother, lie will strongly incline 
to her view, that he [)ut himself into harness to join with 
a macdiiui* going tlu^ d(‘.ad exmtrary way of her widfare; and 
thereby wrott^ himsedf donkey, for his pre8(mt nniding. 
Holdiers, heroics, even the braided, (wen the wear(*rs of the 
gjiy cock’s featlnu’S, who get the honours and tlie poek(dr 
pi(*eeH, know the moment of h(*r (d(‘etri(^.al (‘lo(pume(n 
Tin^y have no anHW(»r for lier, save an imh^x at the 
ma(*iune pushing them on yet farther nndm* tlie (memy’s 
line of lire, they plucdc th(^ golden wnuith or thf 

livid, and in eitln^r cas(* listtm no more. They glorify h(** 
topping wisdom whihi on the mare.h to confound it. Hlu 
is wis(^ in lu*r way. But it is asloel })y tlu‘ disputant, II 
W(^ had followed her (^xclusividy, how far should we have 
travelh‘d from our starting-point? We of tlie world and 
its pri7,t‘H and duties must <Io h<‘r an injury to make Iuh 
tongue musical to us, and Inn* argument worthy of atttm- 
tion. Ho it seems. How to ktuq) the proper balamm be 
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tween those two testy old wranglers, that rarely pull the 
right way together, is as much the task for men in the 
grip of the world, as for the wanton youthful fry under 
dominion of their instincts; and probably, when it is done, 
man will have attained the golden age of his retirennuit 
from service. 

Why be scheming? Victor asked. Unlike the gallant 
soldiery, his question was raised in the blush of a success, 
from an examination of the quality of the tiling won; 
although it had not changed since it was first covetial; it 
was demonstrably the same: and an astonishing dry stick 
beheld, as a reward for perpetual agitations and jtcrviu'- 
sions of his natural tastes. Here was a Ihulley Sowcrby, 
the direct issue of the conception of Lakelands; if in(lt‘cd 
they were not conceived together in one; and the ^’oung 
gentleman had moral character, good citizen substance, ami 
station, rank, prospect of a title; and the grasji of him was 
firm. Yet so far was it from hearty, that when hearing 
a professed satirist like Colney Durance remark on the 
decorous manner of Dudley’s transparent courtship of the 
girl, under his look of an awakened ap])roval of liimself, 
that he appeared to be asking everybody: — Do you not 
think I hid fair for an excellent father of Idulistines ? — 
Victor had a nip of spite at the thought of Dudley hs drug- 
ging him bodily to be the grandfather. Poor YvinVu tool 
— necessarily the mother: condemned by her hard foie to 
feel proud of Philistine babies! Though women socm get 
reconciled to it! Or do they? They did once. What if 
his Predi turned out one of the modern young women, who 
have drunk of ideas? He caught himself speeulating on 
that, as on a danger. The alliance with Dudh‘y lamily 
seemed to set him facing backward. 

Colney might not have been under prompting (»f Nataly 
when he derided Dudley; but Victor was at war with the 
picture of her, in her compression of a cnud laugli, while 
her eyelids were hard shut, as if to excliuh^ the y<umg 
patriarch of Philistines’ ridiculous image. 

He hearkened to the Nature interrogating him, why 
had he stepped on a path to put division between himself 
and his beloved? — the smallest of gaps; ami still the very 
smallest between nuptial lovers is a (livision — ami that 
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may become a mortal wound to their one life. Why had 
he roustHl a slumbering- world? Glimpses of the world’s 
nurse-like, old-fashioned, mother-nightcap benevolence to 
its kicking favourites; its long-suffering tolerance for 
the heroic breakers of its rough-cast laws, while the decent 
curtain (‘.ontinues dropped, or lifted only ankle-high; to- 
gether with many scenes, lively suggestions, of the choice 
of ways he liked best, told of things, whitdi were better 
things, iucompndiensibly forfeited. So that the plain 
sense of value insisted on more than one weighing of the 
gain in hand : a dubious measure. 

He was as little disposed to reject it as to stop his course 
at a goal of his aim. Nevertheless, a gain tims poorly 
estinuit(Hl, could not command him to do a deed of Immili- 
ation on account of it. The speaking to this dry young 
Dudley was not imperative at present. A word would do 
in the day to come. 

Nataly was busy with her purchases of furniture, and 
the prac.tiee for the great August Concert. He dealt her 
libtu’al encouragements, up to the verge of Dr. Themison’s 
latest hummed words touching Mrs. Burmati, from which 
he jumped in alarm h'st he should paralyze her again: 
the dear soul’s dreaded aspect of an eartliy pallor was 
a spf^ctre behind her (diet^ks, ready to rush forth. Fenellan 
brought Carling to dine with him; and Themison was con- 
firmed by Carling, with incidents in proof; Carling by 
Jarniman, also with incidents; one very odd one — or so 
it seemed, in the fury of the first savour of it: — she in- 
formed .larniman, Ske|)sey said his friend Jarniman said, 
that she had dreamed of making her appearance' to him on 
the night of the 2»lr<l August, and of setting the date on 
tlie calendar over his desk, when she entt^nul his room: 
“Sitting-room, not bculroom; she was always (piite the 
lady,” Skepsc'.y reported his Jarniman. Mrs. Burman, as 
a ghost, would respect herself; she would keep to her 
character. Jarniman fpiite exfK'cted tln^ dream to h(‘ veri- 
fied; she was a woman of her word: he Ixdieved she had 
received a n^velation of the approaching fact: he was pre- 
paring for the s(‘.c*ne. 

Victor had to keep sihmt and discourse of gimeral pros- 
perity. His happy vivacuousness assisted him to feel it by 
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day. IS^ataly heard him at night, on a moan : Poor soul ! ^ 
and loudly once while performing an abrupt demi-vault 
from back to side: '^Perhaps now!” in a voice through 
doors. She schooled herself to breathe equably. 

Not being allowed to impart the distressing dose of 
comfort he was charged with, he swallowed ithiniseli ; and 
these were the consequences. And an uneasy sleep was 
traditionally a matter for grave debate in the lhadnor family. 
The Duvidney ladies, Dorothea and Virginia, would have 
cited ancestral names, showing it to be the worst of intima- 
tions. At night, lying on his back beneath a weight of 
darkness, one heavily craped figure, distinguishable through 
the gloom, as a blot on a black pad, accused the answering 
darkness within him, until his mind was dragged to go 
through the whole case by morning light ; and the com- 
passionate man appealed to common sense, to stam|) and 
pass his delectable sophistries; as, that it was his intense 
humaneness, which exposed him to an accusation of iii- 
humanity : bis prayer for the truly best to happen, which 
anticipated Mrs. Burman’s expiry. They wi‘re simple 
sophistries, fabricated to suit his needs, readily taking utul 
bearing the imprimatur of common sense. Thej n* freshed 
him, as a chemical scent a crowded roonn 

All because he could not open his breast to Nataly, by 
reason of her feebleness; or feel enthusiasm in tln‘ posses- 
sion of young Dudley! A dry stick indeed beside him on 
the walk Westward. G-ood quality wood, no doulit, but 
dry, varnished for conventional uses. Poor dear Fretli 
would have to crown it like the May-day posy of the urchins 
of Craye Parm and Creckholt! 

Dudley wished the great City-merchant to appreciate him 
as a diligent student, of commercial matters: rivalries of 
Banks Foreign and Municipal Loans, American Kails, and 
Argentine; new Companies of wholesome appearance or 
sinister; or starting with a dram in the stomach, or born 
to bleat prostrate, like sheep on their backs in a ditch; 
Trusts and Founders; Breweries bursting vats upon tin* 
markets, and England prone along the gutters, gobbling, 
drunk for shares, and sober in the possession <»f certain of 
them. But when, as Colney says, a grateful England Ims 
conferred the Lordship on her Brewer, he gratefully hauds* 
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over the establishment to his country ; and both may dis- 
regard the howls of a Salvation Army of shareholders. — 
Beaten by the Germans in Brewery, too! Dr. Schlesieii 
has his right to crow. We were ahead of them, and they 
came and studied us, and they studied Chemistry as well ; 
while we went on down our happy-go-lucky old road ; and 
then had to hire their young Professors, and then to im- 
port their beer. 

ihuie the Germans more brains than we English? Vic- 
tor's blood up to tlie dome of his cranium knocked the 
patriotic negative. But, as old Oolney says (and bother 
him, for constantly intruding! ), the comfortably successful 
have the habit of sittmg^ and that dulls the brain yet more 
tliau it eases the person : hence are we outpaced ; we have 
now to know we are racing. Victor scored a mark for one 
of Ids projects. A well-conducted Journal of the sharpest 
pens in the land might, at a sacrifice of money grandly sunk, 
expose to his English how and to what degree their sports, 
and thtnr tierce feastings, and their opposition to ideas, 
and their timidity in regard to change, and their execration 
of criticism ap|uied to themselves, and tlieir unanimous 
adoption of it tor a weapon against others, are signs of a 
prolonged indulgentic in the cushioned seat. Victor saw it. 
But would the people he loved ? He agreed with Golney, 
forgetting the satirist^s venom: to-wit, that the journalivSts 
should be close under their editor’s rod to put it in sound 
bold English ; — no metaphors, no similes, nor flowery iu- 
substantiality : but honest Saxon manger stuff ; and put it 
repeatedly, in contempt of the disgust of iteration ; hammer- 
ing so a soft place on the Angli<^an skull, which is rubbed 
in consequence, and taught at last through soreness to re- 
fiee.t. — A Journal? — with Golney Duraiuw for Editor? 
— and called conformably Tiik WniFerN'o-Toe ? Why not, 
if it exactly hits the signification of the Journal and that 
which it would have tlie country do to itself, to keep it 
going and truly topping ? For there is no vulgarity in a 
titles strongly signifying the intent. Victor wrote it at 
night, naming Golney for Editor, with a sum of his money 
to devoted to tlie publication, in a form of memoramium; 
and threw it among the papers iii his desk. 

Young Dudley had a funny inquisitiveness about Dartrey 
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Fenellan ; owing to PredPs reproduction or imitation of Iier 
mother’s romantic sentiment for Dartrey, doiibth'ss ; a bit 
of jealousy, indicating that the dry fellow iiad his fot'lings. 
Victor touched"Olf an outline of Dartrey’s history and (diar- 
acter : — the half-brother of Simeon, considerably yoiing(‘r, 
and totally different. “Dartrey’s motlier was Lady (’liar- 
lotte Kiltorne, one of the Clanconans; better mother than 
wife, perhaps; and no reproach on her. not a, shadow ; only 
she made the General’s Bank-notes Hy black pa|)er. AtuI 
— if you’re for heredity — the queer point is, that Sitn(‘on, 
whose mother was a sober-minded woman, lias always been 
the spendthrift. Dartrey married one of the ibanien 
women, all an odd lot, all handsome. 1 ni(‘t Ium* ( nee. 
Colney said, she came up here with a special commission 
from the Prince of Darkness. There are women who stir 
the unholy in men — whether they mean it or not, you 
know.” 

Dudley pursed to remark, that he could not say be did 
know. And good for Fredi if he did not know, ami bad his 
objections to the knowledge ! But he was like the mmi who 
escape colds by wrapping in comforters instead of trusting 
to the spin of the blood. 

She played poor Dartrey pranks before he burhal ^ he 
behaved well to her ; and that says much for him ; he has a 
devil of a temper. I’ve seen the blood in Ids veins mount 
to cracking. But there’s the man: because slie was a 
woman, he never let it break out with }u‘r. And, by 
heaven, he had cause. She couldn’t be left. She t ri<*k<Kl 
him, and she loved him — passionately, 1 laOievtu You 
don’t understand women loving the husband they drag 
through the mire?” 

Dudley did not. He sharpened his mouth. 

“ Buried, you said, sir ? — a widower 7 ” 

^^I’ve no positive information; we shall hear when he 
comes back,” Victor replied hurriedly. ‘‘ got a dreneli- 
ing of all the damns in the British service froriiL his Gen- 
eralissimo one day at a Eeview, for a tr<K)j)er’s negligence 
— button or stock missing, or something; and oiT gees 
Dartrey to his hut, and breaks his sword, and semds iii his 
resignation. Good soldier lost. And I can’t complain ; lie 
has been a right-hand man to me over in Africa. But ^ 
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man ought to have some control of his temper, especially a 
soldier.” 

‘ Dudley put emphasis into his acquiescence. 

\Vors(3 than tiiat temper of Dartrey’s, he can’t forgive 
an injury, lie Ix^ars a grudge against his country. Yon ’ve 
lieani Ct>lm‘y Durance abuse old England. It^s three parts 
factitious — literary exercise. It’s milk beside the con- 
tempt of Dartrey’s shrug, lie thinks we ’re a dead people^ 
if a people ; ^subsisting on our fat,’ as Oolney says.” 

am not of opinion that wo show it,” observed Dudley. 

We dotdt,” Victor agreed. He disrelished his com- 
panion’s mimung tone of a monumental security, and 
yearned for D<irtrey or Sinujon or Oolney to be at his 
elbow ratluu* than this most commendable of orderly citi- 
/.tms, who little imagined the treacherous revolt from him 
in tlie bosom of tlu‘. geutlcunan cordially signifying full 
agiHuuuent But Dudli^y was not gifted to read behind 
words ami looks. 

d’liey were in the Dark of the dwindling press of car- 
riages, and luH-e was this young Dudley saying, cpiite corn- 
mendably: "^‘ It’s a pity we seem to have no means of 
keej)ing o^ir parks select,” 

victor dung Simeon X^mellan at him in thought. He 
rememlmred a fable of K<nud Ian’s, about a Society of the 
IBest, and the salt it was to tlnnu to discover an intruder 
from bidow, and the consequtmt accelerated measure in 
their hymning. 

Have you se.(m anything offensive to yon ? ” he asked. 

^^One sees notorious persons.” 

Dudley spoke ahnd’ fn)m them •— ^Hmt of his cold attics,” 
X^^mtdlan would liave said. 

V''ic,tor approved : with the dtsidemnl fetding (*ommoii to 
us wlnm first in sad earn<»st wt^ fu)!isent to take life as it. is. 
Hi*. pi*rcMdv<*d, too, tht5 comicality of his having to rt‘sign 
himstdf to tln^ fatherly iunbraci^ of goodm‘ss. 

Laktdaiuls had him fast, and this young Dudhiy was the 
kernel <d‘ Laktdauds. If In? had only bet*n intell(*{^tua.ll y a 
litth‘, tlexiblfi in his morality! But no; he wor<^ it e.ap h 
pie, like a mt*cli;eval knight his armour. Ontis liad to a.p- 
prove. Ami tliert^ wa,s no gi*ttiug away from him. He 
was gfH)d enough to stay ie tiuvn for tlnh ]»raetic(; of the 
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::opening overture of the amateurs, and the flute-duet, when 
ills family were looking for him at Tunbridge Wells ; ana 
almost every day Victor was waylaid by him at a corner 
•of the Strand. 

Occasionally, Victor appeared at the point of interception 
armed with Colney Durance, for whom he had called in the 
Temple, bent on self-defence, although Colney was cften as 
bitter to his taste as to Dudley’s. Latterly the bitter had 
become a tonic. We rejoice in the presence of goodness, 
let us hope; and still an impersonation of conventional 
.goodness perpetually about us depresses. Dudley drove 
him to Colney for relief. Besides it pleased Nataly that 
he should be bringing Colney home ; it looked to her as if 
he were subjecting Dudley to critical inspection before he 
•decided a certain question much, and foolishly, dreaded by 
'the dear soul. That quieted her. And another thing, she 
liked him to be with Colney, for a clog on him ; as it were, 
u tuning-fork for the wild airs he started. A little pessi- 
mism, also, she seemed to like ; probably as an appeasement 
.after hearing, and having to share, high flights. And she 
was, in her queer woman^s way, always reassured by his 
endurance of Colney’s company: — she read it to mean, 
that he could bear Colney’s perusal of him, and satiric 
•stings. Victor had seen these petty matters among the 
various which were made to serve his double and treble 
purposes; now, thanks to the operation of young Dudley 
within him, he felt them. Preferring Penellan’s easy 
humour to Colney’s acid, he was nevertheless braced by the 
latter’s antidote to Dudley, while reserving his entire oppo- 
sition in the abstract. 

For Victor Radnor and Colney Durance were the Optimist 
■and Pessimist of their society. They might have headed 
those tribes in the country. At a period when the omnibus 
•of the world appears to its quaint occupants to be going 
faster, men are shaken into the acceptation, if not perform- 
ance, of one part or the other as it is dictated to them by 
their temperaments. Compose the parts, and you come nigh 
to the meaning of the Nineteenth Century : the mother of 
these gosling affirmatives and negatives divorced from har- 
mony and awakened by the slight increase of incubating 
motion to vitality. Victor and Colney had been champion 
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duellists for the rosy aud the saturnine since the former 
cheerfully slaved for a small stipend in the City of his 
affection, and the latter entered on an inheritance counted 
in niggard hundreds, that withdrew a briefless barrister 
disposed for scholarship from the forlornest of seats in the 
Courts. They had foretold of one another each the unful- 
filled ; each claimed the actual as the child of his prediction. 
Victor was to have been ruined long back ; Colney the prey 
of independent bachelors. Colney had escaped his harpy, 
and Victor could be called a millionaire and more . Prophecy 
was crowned by Colney's dyspepsia, by Victors ticklish 
domestic position. Their pity for one another, their warm 
regard, was genuine ; onl3% they were of different tempera- 
ments ; and wo have to distinguish, that in many estimable 
and some gifted human creatures, it is the quality of the 
blood which directs the current of opinion. 

Victor played-off Colney upon Dudley, for his internal 
satisfaction, and to lull Kataly and make her laugh ; but he 
could not, as she hoped he was doing, take Colney into his 
confidence,; iuasmudi as the Optimist, impelled by his exu- 
berant anticipatory trustfulness, is an author, and does 
things ; whereas the Pessimist is your chaired critic, with 
the delivtjry of a censor, generally an undoer of things. 
Our Optimy has his instinct to tell him of the cast of Pes- 
simy’s countenance at the confession of a dilemma — fore- 
seen! He hands himself to Pessimy, as it were a sugar- 
cane, for the sour brutt^ to suck the sugar and whack with 
the wood. But he cannot pcudorm his part in return ; he 
gets no compeiisatiou : l/CiSsimy is invulnerable. You waste 
your time in hurling a common tu-quoqtie^ at one who hugs 
the worst. 

The three walking in the park, with their bright view, 
and black view, aud neutral view of life, were a comical 
trio. They had conn*, upon the days of the unfaniuul electric 
furnace, proper to LomloiPs early August whem it is not 
pimung March. Victor (H)mplac(mtly bore heat as well as 
cold : but young Dudley wtis a drought, and Ooliu'.y a drug 
to refresh it; and why was he stewing in London? It wjia 
for this young Dudley, who resembled a London of the 
sparrowy roadways aud wearisome pavements and blocks of 
fortress maxisions, by chance a water-cart spirting a stale 
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water: or a London of the farewell dinner-paidaos, where 
London^s professed anecdotist lays the dust with his ten 
times told. Why was not jNiataly relieved of lier dreary 
lound of the purchases of furniture! They ought nil now 
to be in Switzerland or Tyrol. Nesta had ^ of late been 
turning over leaves of an Illustrated book of Tyrol, dc‘ar to 
her after a run through the Innthal to the J)oloiiiit(\s one 
splendid August; and she and JSTataly had rt*ad there of 
Hofer, Speckbacker, Haspinger; and wrath had filled them 
at the meanness of the Corsican, who posed after it as victim 
on St. Helena’s rock; the scene in grey dawn on hlantua’a 
fortress-walls blasting him in the Courts of History, wdien 
he strikes for his pathetic sublime. 

Victor remembered how he had been rhetorical, as the 
mouthpiece of his darlings. But he had in memoiw ])rom- 
inently now the many glorious pictures of that mountain- 
land beckoning to him, waving him to fly forth from the 
London oven: — lo, the Tyrolese limestone crags with livid 
peaks and snow lining shelves and veins of the (‘,rc vices ; 
and folds of pine-wood undulations closed by a shoulder oi 
snow large on the blue ; and a dazzling |)inna(de rising over 
green pasture-Alps, the head of it shooting aloft as the 
blown billow, high off a broken ridge, and wid(‘-arme(l in 
its pure white shroud beneath ; tranced, but all motion in 
immobility, to the heart in the eye; a sjjlendid image ot 
striving, up to crowned victory. And see the long valh»y- 
sweeps of the hanging meadows and maize, and lower vine- 
yards and central tall green spires! Walking besid(‘. young 
Dudley, conversing, observing too, Victor followed the 
trips and twists of a rill, that was lured a litth‘. furthei 
down through scoops, ducts, and scaffolded channels to 
serve a wainwright. 

He heard the mountain-song of the joyful water : a wren, 
robin-thrush on the dance down of a faun ; till it was (%'iught 
and muted, and the silver foot slid along tln^ cliamnd, swiff 
as moonbeams through a cloud, with an air of U7iif/irr 
you will, so it be on;’’ service as in freedenn. 

Then the yard of the inn below, and tlie. rill-water twirling 
rounded through the trout-trough, subdued, still lively for 
its beloved onward: dues to business, dues to |)Icasure ; a 
wedding of the two, and the wisest on earth eh ? like 
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some one we know, and Nataly has made tlie comparison. 
Fve^li forellen for lunch : rhyming to Fenellan, he had said 
to her ; and that recollection struck the day to blaze j for 
his friend was a ruiniHl military captain living on a lit(‘rary 
quill at the time; and Nataly’s tender pleading, ^^C'ould 
you not help to give him another chance, dear Victor ? ” — 
signifying lier absolute trust in his ability to do that or 
more or "anything, had actually set him thinking of tlu' In- 
surance Otiice ; which he started to prosperity, and b\ui- 
ellan in it, previously an untutored rill of the mountains, if 
ever was one. 

Useless to hi) dwelling on holiday pictures : Lakelands 
had hold of him ! 

Colnc^y or 8omtd)ody says, that the greater our siiccess(‘s, 
the greater tiie slaves we become. ’ — But we must have an 
aim, my friend, and success must be the aim of any aim ! — 
Yes, and, says Coluey, you are to rejoice in the disappoint- 
ing miss, which saves you from being damned by your 
bull(‘t on tln^ centre. — You’re dead against Nature, old 
Coluey. — That is to carry the flag of Liberty. — By clip- 
ping a limb ! 

Vic.tor ovtu'came the Pessimist in his own royal cranium- 
Court. lie euttu’taiiKul a pronounced dissension with bach- 
eltyrs pri‘tendiug to iudtqytmdtmce. It could not be argued 
publicly, and tlic more tlie pity: — for a slight encouragc!- 
mcut, he would have done it; his outlook oven* the wa.ves 
of bachelors and (by present conditions mostly eonstra.in<‘d) 
spinsters -—a!ul auothiU' outlook, midnight upon Phlepd.hou 
to the thoughts of nnei, nu'uhi him de(un it urgent. And it 
hedped tlm [dea iti his own excuse, as C<du(‘y ])oint(sl out to 
the sou of Nature, ddia-t, h(* had to admit, was true. He 
charged it upon Mrs, fiiirmaa, for twistiiig tln‘ most nu 
selfish and nobhsst of iiis thoughts ; and h<‘ promised him- 
self it was to (ueiscy on the instant when the eireumsta.nee, 
which Natun* was nuniss in not bringing about to-day or 
Lemorrow, had Ciome to pass. He could h<m‘ his Natal v\s 
pained euduranci^ ben(‘ath lu‘r hahitua.1 sulnnission. Her 
effort wa,H a poor one, to eoiictnil her dread of the day of the 
gathe.ring at Lakelands. 

On the Simday previous to the <lay, Dr. Themisoti ae- 
companicnl the amateurs by rail to Wnmsbam, to hear ‘‘ trial 
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of the acoustics ” of the Concert-hall. They were a goodly 
company; and there was fun in the railway-carriage over 
Colney^s description of Fashionable London’s vast oeto]»us 
Malady-monster, who was letting the doctor fly to the tethei 
of its longest filament for an hour, plying suckers on liini 
the while. He had the look, to general percej^tion, of a 
man but half-escaped: and as when the notes of things 
taken by the vision in front are being set down upon tablets 
in the head behind. Victor observed his look at Kataly. 
The look was like a door aswing, revealing in com^ealing. 
She was not or did not appear struck by it : perhaps, if ob- 
servant, she took it for a busy professional gentlenuurs 
holiday reckoning of the hours before the return train to 
his harness, and his arrangements for catching it. She 
was, as she could be on a day of trial, her enchanting 
majestic self again — defying suspicions. She was his true 
mate for breasting a world honoured in uplifting her. 

Her singing of a duet with Nesta, called forth Dr. ''riieini- 
son’s very warm applause. He named the greatcvst of coii' 
traltos. Colney did better service than Feiudlan at the 
luncheon-table :he diverted Nataly and captured Dr. Thtuni- 
son’s ear with the narrative of his momentous expedition of 
European Emissaries, to plead the cause of tlndr sevtu'al 
languages at the Court of Japan : a Satiric Serial tale, that 
hit incidentally the follies of the countries of Europe, and 
intentionally, one had to think, those of Old England. 
Nesta set him going. Just when he was about to begin, 
she made her father laugh by crying out in a ra}>tnrt‘, 
^^Oh! Delphica!” For she was naughtily aware of Dudley 
Sowerhy’s distaste for the story and disgust wdth the damsel 
Delphica. 

Nesta gave Df. Themison the preliminary sketch of thc‘, 
grand object of the expedition : indeed one of the eminent 
ones of the world; matter for an Epic; though it is to be* 
feared, that our part in it will uot encourage a Cis-Atlantic 
bard. To America the honours from beginning to end 
belong. 

So, then, Japan has decided to renounce its language, for 
the adoption of the language it may choose among tin* foro- 
most famous European tongues. Japan becomes tlu* word 
for miraculous transformations of a whole pcojilc at tlu^ 
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strol?e of a wand ; and let our English enrol it as the most 
precious of the powerful verbs. An envoy visits the prin- 
cipal Seats of Learning in Europe. He is of a gravity to* 
match that of his unexampled and all but stupefying missioin 
A fluent linguist, yet an Englishman, the slight American 
accent contracted during a lengthened residence in the U nitea 
States is no bar to the patriotism urging him to pay his- 
visit of exposition and invitation from the Japanese Court 
to the distinguished Doctor of Divinity Dr. Bouthoin. The 
retiowu of Dr. Bouthoin among the learned of Japan has- 
caused the. special invitation to him; a scholar endowed by 
an ample knowledge and persuasive elociuence to cite and 
instance as well as illustrate the superior advantages to 
Japan and civilization in the fllial embrace of inotlier 
English. For to this it must come predestinated,” says the 
astonishing applicant. We seem to see a fitness in it,” says 
the cogitative Rev. Doctor. And ati Island England in 
those waters, will do wonders for Commerce,” adds the 
former. Wti think of things more pregnant,” concludes 
the latter, with a dry gleam of ecclesiastical knowinguess. 
And let tlie Editor of tlie Review upon his recent pamphlet, 
and let the prelate re[)rimauding him, and let the newspapers 
criticizing his pure 8axon, have a care 1 

Funds, universally the most convincing of credentials, are' 
pla<U)d at Dr. Bouthoiu’s disposal : only it is requested, that 
for the present tlie expedition be secret. ‘‘Better so,” says 
pure ISaxou’s champion- On a day patented for secrecy, and 
sweariug-iu the whole American Continent through the 
cables to keep tlm secret by declaring the patent, the Rev, 
Dr. Bouthoin, accompanied by his curate, the Rev. Maucate 
Semhians, stumbling across portmanteaux cramirHul with 
lexicons and dictionaries and other tubes of th(‘ voi(‘.e of 
Hermes, takes possession of berths in the ship Pohjphpnin, 
bound, as they mutually conceive, for tlu^ biggest advc‘nture 
ever eml>arked on by a far-thoughted, high-thoughted,. 
patriotic pair speaking pure Baxou or other. 

Colney, with apologies to his hearers, avoided the custom 
of our period (called the Itealistic) to cremate, when casual 
opportunity otlers, a belief in the narrative by promoting 
nausea in the. atxdiencc^. passed under veil the Rev. 
Doctor’s acknowledgement of Neptune’s power, and the 
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temporary collapse of Mr. Stuuliiaiis. uf, 

the comments of these high-ehiss missinuarir.s uu tiu* 
curious inquisitiveness of certain i<f ilu* ftjrci'^n 
onboard, he introduced tt» tiiem t.lu‘ iiitiiqnitahiy learuetl 
the very argumentative, crashing, arrogant, priL'mi 
matic, philologiealGeriuan gentlenian, l>r, ti.innni;, rJrkitn* 
of the Teutonic Professor, asa library Viilnnn* oi n ; Iratlug^^ 
With him is his fair-haired arth-ss daugh'-r 1 1 iphira. 
interesting couple for tiie begiiilmioni td‘ a vnyago: idn* 
beautifully moderates his irasidbh* inei dvrn»*. d; tho're 

is a strange tone that they have. What, tin n, t.f the |N»}ita* 
the anecdotic (lallic M. hhilariqm*, whu >tu»liou.slv ei{M’a.n*jJ 
the young lady in colloquy wiien Mr. Sinnihiana iN^agUatine 
outside them to say a won! ? What nf tl.af njit qVnu'riug 
explosive, equally voluble, uneontndleil M. itnbiuikim* a 
Mongol Kussian, shaped, featured, lined lik«' tin- pot bniletl 
round and tight young dumpling tif mir prinutive bovhood' 
which smokes on the <lish from the pot? Am! what of 
another, hitherto unnoticed, \vho,sc nose is of thr hooked 
vulturine, whose nannU,ran.spire.s as Pidstrafus Mvlliarete? 
He hears Dr. Bouthoin deidaim some Inies uf ffonier, amt 
beseeches him for the d(*.sigiuitiou of tlmt language. { 
is it ? Greek of the A.siatie, amdent days of* the beeiimiiur 
of the poetic chants? Dr. (Jannims eraaliea em-hiimation 
Dr. Bouthoin caps himself with the offended Dun. Mr* 
Semhians opens half an eye ami a whole inontli. ddiere 
must be a mystery, thestrtwo exelaim to one another in 
privacy. Delphicti draws Mr. Semhians a ude. 

Blushing over his white necktie, liku th.* roast of lailira. 
dor at tlie tramsient wink of its dark in tin* Ina Apollo* M*r 
Semhians faintly tells of a eouversatimi he ha:i liml with 

he fyv the thron*. 
i in the mouths of 
»artly .‘iuapeets tho 

lletif. tfi'eek, to 
ill. < !*uieurrentH ? 

on a eont.eiition 
*. < ktnniua. Ilf is 
ima-dned it ! 

Mr. t kanniun aaks 
st, pluh4ogiat,antl 


Liw ingenuous lair one ; ami sin* ardent ;i 
ing Df our incomparable Saxon 
the races of mankind. Strange ! .;hr r 
Prenchman, the Eiussian, the attentive 
all of tJiem bound for the (Murt of dap 
Can it be,'^ We are ahsohitelv to »'ntr 
with rivals? Dr. Bouthoin stieaks to D 
astonished, he say.s; he could not tmve 
^4iave you ever imagined anything ? 
him. Entomologist, botanist, paheonU4i>gi 
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at sound of horn a ready regimental corporal, Dr. Gannius 
wears good manners as a pair of bath-slippers, to rally and 
kick Ids old infant of an Englishinan ; who, in awe of his 
later renown and manifest might, makes it a point of dis- 
cretion to be ultra-anuable ; for lie certainly is not in train- 
ing, he has no alliances, and he must diplomatize; and the 
Gernian is a strong one; a relative too; he is the Saxoids 
cousin, to say tlie huist. This (rerinan has tlic liabit of push- 
ing past politeness to carry his argumentative war into the 
enemy's country : and he presents on all sides a solid ram- 
part of recent great deeds done, and mailed readiness for the 
doing of more, if wo think of assailing him in that way. Wo 
are really like the poor beasts which have cast their shells 
or cases, helpless flesh to his beak. So we arc cousinly. 

Whether more amused than amazed, wo know not. Dr. 

Gannius hears from ‘‘ our simpleton of the pastures,^’ as he li 

calls the Itev. Doctor to his daughter, that ho and Mr. ; 

Semhians have absolutely pushed forth upon this most ' 

mighty of onter|)rises naked of any backing from their | 

(lovernment I Babes in tlio Wood that they are ! a la graca | 

de dleu at every turn that cries for astutia, they show no \ 

sign or symbol of English arms behind thorn, to support — 
and with the grandest of national x)rizes in view I ^ — the 
pleading oration before the Court of the elect, eruditt^s, we | 

will call them, of an intelligent, yet half barbarous, people; 
lu^sitating, these, between elcxpiouce and rival eloquence, cun- 
ning and rival cuiiiung. Why, in such a case, the shadow* 
nimbus of Force is ncecUid to decide the sinking of the scales. 

But have these English neaer read their JSihaJcespearOj that 
tlujy show so barrtni an acquaintance with human, to say 
nothing of semi-barbaric, nature ? But it is lie re that wo 
(hn-maus prove our claim to being the sons of his mind.— 

Dr. Gannius, in corxttunpt, tlirows off the mask : lie also is } 

a comuirrent. And not only is he the chosen by elecdion of ; 

the cliief Ifniversities of his land, he has behind him, as 
Athene dilating AidiilUiS, the clenclKHl fist of the Prince of i 

thunder and lightning of his time. Gtu’man, Japan shall « 

be! he public.ly sw(»ars befort^ them all. M. Falaricpie | 

damascienes his shar|H\Ht smile; M. P>obiuikine doulile- j 

dimpl(‘B his puddingest ; M. Mytharcite rolls a forefingr^r 
over his beak; Dr. I'outhoiu enlarges his eye on a sunny 
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mote. And such is the ni;i.st(>rful crtViU. ..f a frank dipio, 
macy, that when one party shows his tiau.l, the oth,T,s tiiid 
the reverse of concealment in liitiiin,' ( inar i^.v a. 

Dr. Bouthoin and .Mr. Senihians an' i-i'iapi-;;. 4 ti. stistict.j; 
themselves to be encompassi'd witti viva'.:;, i ri- . luupiivclv 
supported by their Governnu'uts. ‘I'hr nor:,. v ;.-nt lenien 
had hoped to tumble into ynnd loruin'-, .a: ::i Idrssed 
old English manner. “It has evi'ii In m , witii us; u„. 
helped we do it ! ” e.'celaims the lu'v. li,. n,ii,s,.|l 

from dejection by hearing Mr. Smihian : ; iv , has imiIi. 

lished verse) tell of the fair-tressi'd I •rh h.ea’ . oia ■ :j.hiiri;ii 
enthusiasm for our gala.'ty of Brit ish I’oi-i -,. \ , •' ,ti-il hv .Mr 

Semhians, he begins to innigine, that he a tha [.rf.-inn of 
this artless devotee an ally, wlio wi!i. lim. ia r uiua.liin 

of our Poets (by treachery to her sm- a noiii niatierv 

sacrifice her guttural tongue, by .'naldiny hini ilhnm.'h 
the exercise of her arts, elianns’, intrigur'. a! .e a .siuali 
matter) to obtain the. first amlienee nf the .l.in.iio-se .•nnUti'.s 
—Delphica, with each of the rivals in tnri ! : , verv on ttr 
Comedy. She is aware that .M. Kalari.pie ! , li.-r 'must, re- 
doubtable adversary, by the time that the v.i .t ih-. t uf steam- 
boats (containing newspaper reporter ;) is i.e!i,-!d from tin* 
decks of the Poluphenu' putting pa.st SamiN liuuk. 

There Colney left them, for tlie next in .talment of the 
serial. 


Nesta glanced at Dudley Sowerl.v. .she hio-.i him n.r his 
pained frown at the part his countrvno'n were made to i.i iv 
but did wish that he would keep 'from expre .n, - it iu’-i 
countenance that sng.gc.sted a worried kmu ; ;n,.i mi , 'hie 
vously she said: “Do you hiko to Delpld.M :• " 

He replied, with .'uuu’hh'nt.sineentr. I .'.innot ;-,av ! .io *'• 
Had Mr. Semhiams been modelled un him 
“One bets on the (h'rman, of e.mr.e with (’uiiiev 
Durance,” Victor said to Dr. Tln'mi.-am. h .eiin- hi'o ov.'r 
the grounds of Lakelands. ' 

“In any case, the author teaches uh tu 
in the rivals. I want to know wli.-n, eono- 
doctor. 

^‘There’s a good opporttmitv, our .st*,. . 

It will all end in satire upon poor < )ll Ku-\ 
to Colnej, we excel iu nothing.’’ 


:in inf.»i‘.*;.:t; 

.N.ud iht* 

Ju:i,rk 00% 
n-i. A>‘*'(ir4ing 
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I do not think there is a country that could offer the 
jutertaininent for which 1 am indebted to you to-day.’^ 

Ah, my friend, and you like their voices ? Tiie con- 
tralto ? ” 

Exquisite.’’ 

Dr, Tliemison had not spoken the name of Radnor. 

Shall we see you at our next Concert-evening in town? 
said Victor ; and hearing the privilege ” mentioned, his 
sharp bright gaze cleared to limpid, Vou have seen how 
it stands with us here ! ” At once he related what indeed 
Dr, Themison had begun speculatively to tliink might be 
the case. 

Mrs. Burman Radnor had dropped words touching a hus- 
band, and of her desire to communicate with him, in the 
event of her being given over to the surgeons: she had said, 
that her husband was a greatly gifttul man; sejtting her 
iu‘ad in a compassionate swing. This revelation of the 
husband soon after, was filling. And this Mr. Radnor’s 
comrade’s manmir of it, was winning: a not too sedf-justify- 
ing tone; not voi<l of fetdiug for the elder woman ; with a 
manly eulogy of th(‘ younger, who had flung away the 
worltl for him and borne him their one dear child. Victor 
took the blaim^ wholly u[H)n hiiustdf. Ft is right that you 
should know,” luj said to tlu^ <lo(d;or’s tlioughtful posture ; 
and he stn‘ssed the blamii ; and a flamt^ shot juiross his 
eytd)alls. lb‘ brought home to his hearer the hurricane of 
a man he was in tlui passion : indicating th(i subj(‘.ction of 
such a tem|H‘ram(‘nt as this Vd'etor Itadnor’s to trials of the 
moral restraints beyond his human pow<u’. 

Dr. Themison said: Would you — wo. postpoiui tkaf; as 
long as we can: but supposing the poor la.(ly , . . ?” 

Victor broke, in: I stn^ luu* wish: I will.” 

The clash of Ids answer rang bciside Dr. ThemisorVs 
faUitu’iug <pn‘ry. 

Wo are grateful wheti spared the <‘onclusion of a S(‘.n- 
t(mce born to stammer- If for that only, the doctor pressed 
Victor’s hand warmly, | 

I may, ilnm, (U)nvey sonu^ form of assurance, that; a ; 

reejuest of the kind will granted ?” he said. l 

has but to call me to lier,” said Victor, stiffening ! 

Ids back. 
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CHAPTER XX 

THE GEEAT ASSEMBLY AT LAKELANDS 

Round the neighbourhood of Lakelands it was known that 
the day of the great gathering there had been authoritatively 
foretold as fine, by Mr. Victor Radnor ; and he delivered 
his prophecy in the teeth of the South-western gale familiar 
to our yachting month ; and he really inspired belief or a 
kind of trust ; some supposing him to draw from reserves 
of observation, some choosing to confide in the singularly 
winged sparkle of his eyes. Lady Rodwell Blachington 
did ; and young Mrs. Blathenoy ; and Mrs. Fanning ; they 
were enamoured of it. And when women stand for Hope, 
and any worshipped man for Promise, nothing less than 
redoubled confusion of him dissolves the union. Even 
then they cling to it under an ejaculation, that it might 
and should have been otherwise ; fancy partly has it other- 
wise, in her caerulean home above the weeping. So it is 
good at all points to prophesy with the aspect of the radiant 
day foretold. 

A storm, bearing battle overhead, tore the night to 
pieces. Nataly’s faith in the pleasant prognostic wavered 
beneath the crashes. She had not much power of heart 
to desire anything save that which her bosom disavowed. 
TJproar rather appeased her, calmness agitated. She 
wished her beloved to be spared from a disappointment, 
thinking he deserved all successes, because of the rigours 
inflicted by her present tonelessness of blood and being. 
Her unresponsive manner with him was not due to lack of 
fire in the blood or a loss of tenderness. The tender feel- 
ing, under privations unwillingly imposed, though will- 
ingly shared, now suffused her reflections, owing to a 
gratitude induced by a novel experience of him; known, 
as it may chance, and as it does not always chance, to both 
sexes in wedded intimacy here and there; known to women 
whose mates are proved quick to compliance with delicate 
intuitions of their moods of nature. A constant, almost 
visible, image of the dark thing she desired, and was bound 
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not to desire, and was remorseful for desiring, o]’>pressed 
her; a perpetual consequent warfare of her spirit and the 
nature subject to the thousand sensational hypocrisies 
invoked for coneeahuent of its reviled brutish baseness, 
lield the woman suspeiuU'd from her emotions. She coldly 
fidt that a caress would have melted her, would have been 
the temporary rapturiu (loldly she had the knowledge 
that the considerate withholding of it helped her spirit 
to escape a stain. Less coldly, she thanked at heart her 
bt‘Iove<l, for being a geutleuiau in tludr yoke. It plighted 
them over th^sh. 

ICe talktal to luu* on the pillow, just a few sentences; 
and, unlike himstdf, a word of City affairs: “That fellow 
Blathenoy, with his inereasing multitude of bills at the 
Bank: must wateh him tluu'e, sit there regularly. One 
rather likt‘s his wife. By the way, if you see him near 
me to-morrow, praise tlu^ Spanish climate; don’t forget. 
He heads the suhsc.riptiou list of Lady Blachington’s 
Charity.” 

Victor chuckled at Oolm'.y’s humping of shoulders and 
mouth, while the ttuuj)est seemed echoing a sulphurous 
pessimist. If oUl Coluey had listened to me, when India 
gave proof of the nu‘tal and South Africa began heaving, 
he M have been a fairly wealthy man by now . . . ha! it 
would hav(^ gtuualiv:<*(l him. A man may be a curmudgeon 
with money: the rule is for liim to cuddle himself and 
tak(» a sidis instead of dashing at his countrymen all round 
aiul getting liated. Well, Coluey popular, can’t he imag- 
int‘d; but entertaining gut\sts would have diluted his acid. 
He has the six hundred or so a-y ear he started old bach- 
elor on; add his miserable ])ay for Essays. Literature! 
Of course, he sours. But don’t let me hear of l)achel()r 
moralists. TTiere he sits at his Temple Chambers liatch- 
itig epigrams . . . pretends to have the otlice of critic! 
lIt)m*,Ht old fidlow, as fa-r as his condition permits. I tell 
him it will be fine to-morrow,” 

You are generally right, dear,” Nataly said. 

Ht'T droppitig l)reath was a\ulible. 

Victor Bmartly comimmded hc*r to slumber, with heaven’s 
blessing on her and a dose of soft nursery prattle. 

He s(pmf‘zed lier liaud. He kissed iier lips by day. 
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She heard him sigh settling himself into the breast of 
night for milk of sleep, like one of the world^s good 
children. She could haye turned to him, to show him sbo 
was in harmony with the holy night and loving world, bxit 
for the fear founded on a knowledge of the man he was f 
it held her frozen to the semblance of a tombstone lady 
beside her lord, in the aisle where horror kindles pitcliy 
blackness with its legions at one movement. Veril^"" i't 
was the ghost of Mrs. Burman come to the bed, between 
them. 

Meanwhile the sun of Victor Eadnor’s popularity was 
already up over the extended circle likely to be dreiicli cd 
by a falsification of his daring augury, though the send 
flew swift, and the beeches raved, and the oaks roared ai'id 
snarled, and pine-trees fell their lengths. Fine to- 
morrow, to a certainty] he had been heard to say. Tli^t 
doubt weighed for something; the balance inclined with 
the gentleman who bad become so popular: for he bad 
done the trick so suddenly, like a stroke of the wizar<l; 
and was a real man, not one of your spangled zodiacs sell- 
ing for sixpence and hopping to a lucky hit, laughed tii 
nine times out of ten. The reasoning went -- and it soin e- 
what aflected the mansion as well as the cottage — tli ai 
if he had become popular in this astonishing fashion, 
after making one of the biggest fortunes of modern times, 
he might, he must, have secret gifts. ^^You can't foretell 
weather! cried a pothouse sceptic. But the worlcmeii 
at Lakelands declared that he had foretold it. Sceptics 
among the common folk were quaintly silenced by otbcif 
tales of him, being a whiff from the delirium attending any 
mention of his name. 

How had he become suddenly so popular as to roixsc* iuF 
the mind of Mr. Caddis, the sitting Member for the divi- 
sion of the county (said to have the seat in his poclcet) . a 
particular inquisitiveness to know the bearing of his ;fKJli- 
tics? Mr. Radnor was rich, true: but these are days 
when wealthy men, ambitious of notoriety, do not alwa ys 
prove faithful to their class; some of them are cunning to 
bid for the suffrages of the irresponsible, recklesVly 
enfranchised, corruptible masses. Mr. Caddis, if be lancl 
the seat in his pocket, had it from the support of a class 
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trusting liim to support its interests: he could count on 
the landowners, on the clergy, on the retired or retiring 
or comfortably cushioned merchants resident about Wren- 
sham, on the many obsequious among electoral shopmen ; 
annually he threw open his grounds, and he subscribed, 
patronized, did what was expected; and he was not pop- 
ular; he was unpopular. Why? But why was the sun of 
this 23rd August, shining from its rise royally upon 
pacilied, enrolled and liveried armies of cloud, more 
agreeable to earth’s populations than his pinched appear- 
ance of the poor mopped red nose and melancholic rheumy 
eyelets on a January day I Undoubtedly Victor Kadnor 
risked his repute of prophet. Yet his popularity would 
have survived the continuance of the storm and deluge. 
He did this : — and the mystery puzzling the suspicious 
was nothing wonderful: — in addition to a transparent 
benevolence, he spread a sort of assurance about him, that 
he thought the better of the people for their thinking well 
of themselves. It came first from the workmen at his house. 
^‘The right sort, and no humbug: likes you to be men,” 
Such a report made tropical soil for any new seed. 

Now, it is a postulate, to strengthen all poor common- 
ers, that not even in comparison with the highest lieed 
we be small unless we yield to think it of ourselves. Do 
but stretch a hand to the touch of earth in you, and you 
8|)ring upon combative manhood again, from the btisis 
where all are equal. Humanity’s hivStorians, however, 
tell us, that the exhilaration bringing us consciousness of 
a stature, is gas wliich too frequimtly has to be admin is- 
tert‘d, Certes the cocks among men do not rccpiiro the 
process; they g(it it off the sight ol the sun arising or a 
sim|)lo hen Hubmissive: l)ut we have our hibernating bears 
among men, our jokc^d oxen, cabborses, beaten dogs; we 
have on large patche.s of tlu^se Islands, a Saxon ])C)pulation, 
much wanting assistance, if the,y are not to Lnd tlunnselves 
beatifui, driven, caught by tlu^ m^ck, yoked and h(‘avy- 
headcMl. Blest, then, is ho who gives tluuu a sense of the 
pride of standing on legs. Beer, ordinarily their solitary 
helpc^r btmeath the iron canopy of wealth, is known to 
them as a hittiT usun^r; it knocks them Hat in their per- 
sons and their fortunes, for the short spell of recreative 
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exaltation. They send up their rough glory round the name 
of the gentleman — a stranger, but their friend: and never 
is friend to be thought of as a stranger — who manages to 
get the holiday for Wrensham and thereabout, that tlu^y 
may hurl away for one jolly day the old hat oi a doddort‘d 
humbleness, and trip to the strains of the internal imisie. 
he has unwound. 

Says he: Is it a Charity Concert? Charity begins at 
home, says he: and if I welcome you gentry on behalf of 
the poor of London, why, it follows you grant m(‘ tlu^ 
right to make a beginning with the poor of our ])arts down 
here. He puts it so, no master nor mistress neither eould 
refuse him. Why, the workmen at his house, were nigli 
pitching the contractors all sprawling on a strike, and 
Mr. Radnor takes train, harangues ’em and rubs ’em 
smooth; ten minutes by the clock, tliey say; and return 
train to his business in town; by rea.son of good S(‘nse ami 
feeling, it was; poor men don’t ask for more. A working 
man, all the world over, asks but Justice and a little redax- 
ation — Just a collar of fat to his lean. 

Mr. Caddis, M. P., pursuing the riddle of jx)j.)ularity, 
which irritated and repelled as constantly as it attratdtal 
him, would have come nearer to an instructive prestmt- 
ment of it, by listening to these plain fellows, than he 
was in the line of equipages, at a later hour of the day. 
The remarks of the comfortably cushioned and wlnadcnl, 
though they be eulogistic to extravagance, are vapoiirish 
when we court them for nourishment; substantially, th(*y 
are bones to the cynical. He heard emime rations of M r. 
Radnor’s riches, eclipsing his own past compute. A mer- 
chant, a holder of mines, Director of a mighty Ikuik, pro- 
jector of running Rails, a princely millionaire, and (hder- 
mined to be popular — what w«as tlio aim of the man ? It is 
the curse of modern times, that we nevea* can hv sure (if otir 
Parliamentary seat; not when we havci it in our pemkets! 
The Romans have left us golden words with ri^gard to tlie 
fickleness of the populace; we have our Horace, our »Juvi*» 
nal, we have our Johnson; and in tliis vaunted ag(‘ of 
reason it is, that we surrender ourselves iuto tlu‘ hands (tf 
the populace! Panem etcircensesi Ml*. Caddis r<‘peated 
it, after his fathers; his fathers and he had not beaded 
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tliein out of tliat original voracity. Tliere they were, for 
moneyed legislators to bewail tiieir appetites. And it 
was an article of his legislation, to keep them there. 

Pedestrian ])iirehasers of tickets for the Charity Con- 
cert, rather openly, in an envelope of humour, confessed 
to the bait of the Itadnor bread witli bit of fun. Savoury 
rumours were, swtavping across Wrensham. Mr. Itadnor 
had borrowed fot)tmen of the principal houses about. 
Cartloads of provisions had btum seen to come. An imme- 
diate reward of a deed of beueAa)lence, is a thing sensibly 
lieavenly; and the five-shilling tickets were paid for as if 
for a packet on tlie counter. IJnaccpxainted with Mr. 
Radnor, although tlie rejiorts of him struck a summons to 
their gastric. jui(‘.es, restnuliling in its effect a clamorous 
cordiality, tiny were chilled, on tludr steps along the half- 
rolled new grave.l-road to the hons(^, by seeing three tables 
of prodigious Umgth, wlu‘.re very evidently a feast liad 
rage<l: one to plump the people — perhaps excessively 
courte.tl by grtuit gomtlemen of late; sliopkeepors, the vil- 
lagers, childrtm. Tlu'.se had bemi at it for two merry 
hours, They liad risen. They were l)e(.vf and pudding on 
legs; in hcuih^ (juarttu’s, beer amiably manifest, owing to 
tht^ llourisht^s of a military band. Boys, who had shaken 
room tlirough tlnur magical young corporations for fresh 
stowage*, darttnl out of a chasing circle to the (‘rumbled 
(‘.orimc.opia ri^grid, fully forsakem iiftecn minutes back, and 
buri(ul auotluu* tart. Phuity still reigned: it was the 
will of the Master tliat it should. 

We div{‘rt our a.tttmtion, r(‘sign(‘d in stoic Iiumour, tO' 
the hill of <h)U(un*t itiusic, handed ns with our tickets- 
a.t the park-gates: wt* havc^ no right to (‘Xp(‘c.t refreshnnuit;, 
we came for Iht^ music, tc^ 1 h*. charitabh*. Signora, Bianca 
Luciaui: of whom we hav(^ read a.lmost to tin*. lH*a.ring her; 
ciiougli to main* ilic miHtak(uit times. Tlu* grand violinist 
I)urandart(*: forcildy dcta.in(al on his way to America. 
Mr. Radnor semi him a blank (dicHpie: — no! — -so Mr. Rad- 
nor h(*soughi him in p(*rson : lu' is iria^sistible; a great 
musician himstdf; it is Ixmoming <{uit(^ th<^ mod<*rn sty leu 
We hav(^ now Bnglish liolilcmen who play the* hori),th('i 
fife — the drum, sonm say! We may yet lie Morvla Eng' 
land again, with our nobh’s taking the lead. 
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England's nobles as a musical band at the head of a 
marching and dancing population, pictured happily an old. 
Conservative country, that retained its members of aristoc 
racy in the foremost places while subjecting them to down* 
Tight uses. Their ancestors, beholding them there, wouk? 
be satisfied on the point of honour; perhaps enlivened bj 
hearing them at fife and drum. — 

But middle-class pedestrians, having paid five shillings 
for a ticket to hear the music they love, and not having 
full assurance of refreshment, are often, latterly, satirical 
upon their superiors; and, over this country at least, re- 
quire the refreshment, that the democratic sprouts in them 
may be reconciled with aristocracy. Do not listen to 
them further on the subject. They vote safely enough 
when the day comes, if there is no prseternaturally strong 
pull the other way. 

They perceive the name of the Hon. Dudley Sowerby, 
fourth down the Concert-bill; marked for a flute-duet with 
Mr. Victor Eadnor, Miss Nesta Victoria Eadnor accom- 
panying at the piano. It may mean? ... do you want a 
whisper to suggest to you what it may mean ? The 
father’s wealth is enormous; the mother is a beautiful 
majestic woman in her prime. And see, she sings: a 
wonderful voice. And lower down, a duet with her daugh- 
ter: violins and clarionet; how funny; something Hun- 
garian. And in the Second Part, Schubert’s Am J/ar/a — 
Oh! when we hear that, we dissolve. She was a singer 
before he married her, they say: a lady by birth: one of 
the first County families. But it was a gift, and she could 
not be kept from it, and was going, when tliey met — and 
it was love! the most perfect duet. For him she aban- 
doned the Stage. You must remember, that in their young 
days the Stage was many stages beneath tlie esteem enter- 
tained for it now. Domestic Concerts arc got uj> to 
gratify her; a Miss Fredericks: good old English name. 
Mr. Radnor calls his daughter, Freddy; so Mr. Taplow, 
the architect, says. They are for modern music and 
ancient. Tannhduser, Wagner, you see. Pergolese. 
Flute-duet, Mercadante. Here we have him! — Duran- 
darte: Air Basque, variations — his own. Again, Senior 
Durandarte, Mendelssohn. Encore him, and lie j)lays 
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yo\i a national piece. A dark little creature a Life* 
guardsman could hold-up on his outstretched hand for the 
hfteen minutes of the performance; but he fills the hall 
and thrills the heart, wafts you to heaven ; and does it as 
though he were conversing with his Andalusian lady-love 
in easy wliispers about tlieir mutual passion for Spanish 
chocolate all the while : so tlie musical critic of the Tirra- 
Lirm says. Express trains every half hour from London; 
all the big people of the city. Mr. Eadnor commands 
them, like Royalty. Totally different from that old figure 
of the wealthy City merchant; young, vigorous, elegant, 
a man of taste, liighest culture, speaks the languages of 
Europe, patron of the Arts, a perfect gentleman. His 
mother was one of the Montgomerys, Mr. Taplow says. 
And it was (reneral Eadnor, a most distinguished officer, 
dying knighted. But Mr. Victor Eadnor would not take 
less than a Barony — and then only with descent of title 
to his daught(U', in her own right. 

Mr. Taplow had said as much as Victor Eadnor chose 
that ha should say. 

Carriag(^s wen^. in flow for an hour: pedestrians formed 
a wavy coil. Judgtuug by numbers, the entertainment 
was a success; would the hall contain them? Marveds 
were told of tlie hall. Every ticket entenul and was 
enfolded; almost all had a seat. Chivalry stood. It is a 
hrcHuduu! abstraction, sacri fleeing voluntarily and genially 
to the Fair, for a restoring of the balance betwe^m the 
sexes, that the division of good things be rather in the fair 
ones' favour as tlu^y are to think: with the warning to 
them, that the estaldislunent of their claim for (‘.cpiality 
])uts an end to the prietdess privileg(^s of p(‘tti(H>ats. 
Women must be mad, to provoke sueh a warning; and th(4 
majority of them submissively show their good sense. 
Tlu‘y send n\> an inetmse of pt^rfiumuy, all tiie hoiiquets 
of tln^ e.lunnist commingltul ; most nourishing to tlu^ idt^a of 
woman in the nose of man. They an*, a fon‘.st foliagt^- 
rusthi of silks and muslins, magic iuLu'weawing, f)r the 
mythology, if yoti pnder it. Heu), ]u‘.ar, smell, they are 
Venus, ife.he, to you, W(i must have poetry with 
them ; otherwise thc‘y are he.tttu in th<‘, kitehmi. Is tlnua* — 
but the,re is not; tluu'e is not presemt one of tln^ chival- 
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rous breeclied wbo could prefer the shocking emancipated 
gristly female, which imposes propriety on our sensations 
and inner dreams, by petrifying in the tender bud of 
them. 

Colonel Corfe is the man to hear on such a theme, lie 
is a colonel of Companies. But those are his diversion, 
as the British Army has been to the warrior, rvellls 
idoneus, he is professedly a lady’s man, a rose-beetle, and 
a fine specimen of a common kind : and lie has been that 
thing, that shining delight of the lap of ladies, for a spell 
of years, necessitating a certain sparkle of the saccharine 
crystals preserving him, to conceal the muster. He has 
to be fascinating, or he would look outworn, forlorn. On 
one side of him is Lady Carmine; on the other, Lady 
Swanage; dames embedded in the blooming maturity of 
England’s conservatory. Their lords (an Earl, a Ikiron) 
are of the lords who go down to the City to sow a title for 
a repair of their poor incomes, and are to be commemhH] 
for frankly accepting the new dispensation while they 
retain the many advantages of the uncancelled amueut. 
Thus gently does a maternal Old England let them ciown. 
Projectors of Companies, Directors, Pounders; Kailway 
magnates, actual kings and nobles (though one cannot yet 
persuade old reverence to do homage with the ancestral 
spontaneity to the uncrowned, uncoroneted, people of our 
sphere) ; holders of Shares in gold mines, Shares in Afric’s 
blue mud of the glittering teeth we draw for English beauty 
to wear in the ear, on the neck, at the wrist; Ikuikers 
and wives of Bankers. Victor passed among them, chat- 
ting right and left. 

Lady Carmine asked him : Is Durandarte cotinted on ? ” 

He answered: “I made sure of the Luciani.” 

She serenely understood. Artistes are licenced people, 
with a Bohemian instead of the titular glitter for the Im-f 
wildering of moralists; as paste will pass for diamonds 
where the mirror is held up to Nature by bold super- 
numeraries. 

He wished to introduce Nesta. His girl was on the 
raised orchestral flooring. Nataly held her fast to a 
music-scroll. 

, Mr. Peridon, sad for the absence and cause of absemje of 
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joviise cle Seilles, — sximinoned in tlie morning abruptly to 1/ 

k>urgeSj where her brother lay with his life endangered Ij 

.)y an accident at Artillery practice, — Mr. Peridoii" was 
generally conductor. Vic^tor was to lead the full force of ! 

uuateurs in the brisk overture to Zampa. He perceived a t 

noveiueut of Nataly, Nesta, and Peridon. “They have 
x)ine,” he sai<l; ho jumped on tlie orchestra hoards and 
lastened to grt^.et the Luciani with Durandarte in the 
retiring-room. ^ 

Mis departures raised the whis])er tluit he would wield 
die baton. An opinion was unuttered. His name for the 
iute-diu‘t witli the I Ion. Dudley Sowerby had not provoked ;; 

die reservci opinion; it seeiiuul, on the wliole, a pretty thing 
ill him to eoudesc,end to do: the sentinnuit he awakened 
^vas not tlustm-eil by it. But the act of leading, appeared 
IS an ofhcial thing to do. Our souflie of sentiment will 
:)e seen subsiding under a breatlp without a repressive 
word to send it down. Sir Rod well iUachingtem would 
iiave preferred Radnor’s not leading or playing either, 
dolomd Dorfe and Mr. (Jaddia deelined to consider sindi 
conduct Knglish, in a man of station . . . notwithstand- 
ing Itoyal H,ighness(‘s, who are at least partly English: 
ntniiij, we say, under our hn^ath, remeiiilxudng our old 
tdi^al <d’ an English gentlcuuan, in opposition to German 
:;ast(\s. It is tnu^, that the wholes country is ehangeing, 
dee.om I losing! 

Idu* colonel fisluMl for Lady Carmine’s view. — And Lady 
?^wan;ige toti? Both of tlie (listiuguislicd ladies approved 
:)f Mr. llatliHir’s hauling— for a leading off. Woimm are 
[>h%'iS(Ml to see their favouritt^ in th(j place of ])r<)minence 
— as long as Eortiuu^ swims liim iinlmffettxl, or one should 
say, uuhattered, up tlie mounting wave. Besi(h*s these 
hulii‘s had none of tlie (ailonid’s remainder of juvmdle Eng- 
lish of tln^ manly, his adoh‘sc(‘nt’s inioh*ra.nee of 

the (Htceutric, Husiiicdon and contempt at' a,nv sup]>oscd 
afTectation, which was not osLmtatiously, stn.lkingly ])rac- 
tistul to subdue tin*, sex. And you ca,nnot wiidd a, baton 
without looking atTect{‘d. And a,t one. td' the (VdonePs 
(dulm in town, only five* y<^arH l)a(di,an English musie.al 
composer, who had not thmi made, his mon(‘y — now by 
th(! mystery of ev(*nts knujhtedi — -had lK*eu fho makes 
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now fifteen thousand a year) black-balled. “Fiddler ? noj 
3aii^t admit a Fiddler to associate on equal terms with gen- 
tlemen.” Only five years back: and at present we are 
having the Fiddler everywhere. 

A sprinkling of the minor ladies also would have been 
glad if Mr. Fadnor had kept himself somewhat; more 
exclusive. Dr. Schlesien heard remarks, upon wliieh his 
weighty Teutonic mind sat crushingly. Do thest‘ hhiglish 
care one bit for music ? — for anything finer than niatt'rial 
stuffs? — what that man Durance calls, “their beef, tludr 
beer, and their pew in eternity”? His wrath at tludr 
babble and petty brabble doubted that they did. 

But they do. Art has a hold of them. They ])ay for it; 
and the thing purchased grapples. It will get to their 
bosoms to breathe from them in time: entirely overeonniig 
the taste for feudalism, which still a little objects to see 
their born gentleman acting as leader of musicians. A 
people of slow movement, developing tardily, their country 
is wanting in the distincter features, from being always in 
the transitional state, like certain sea-fish rolling lu^ad 
over — you know not head from tail. Without the Welsh, 
Irish, Scot, in their composition, there would not be much 
of the yeasty ferment: but it should not be forgotttui tha,t 
Welsh, Irish, Scot, are now largely of their numbers; ami 
the taste for elegance, and for spiritual utterance, for Song, 
nay, for Ideas, is there among them, though it does not 
everywhere cover a rocky surface to bewitch the eyes of 
aliens; — like Louise de Seilles and Dr. Schlesien, for (Ex- 
ample; aliens having no hostile disposition toward tli(‘ peo- 
ple they were compelled to criticize; honourably granting, 
that th'is people has a great history. Evcm such has tli(‘ 
Lion, with Homer for the transcriber of his (IcmmIs. But 
the gentle aliens would image our emergence from wild- 
ness as the unsocial spectacle presented l)y the drear 
menagerie Lion, alone or mated; with hardly an a.uiinated 
moment save when the raw red joint is beneath his paw, 
reminding him of the desert’s pasture. 

Nevertheless, where Strength is, there is ho|>e:— it may 
be said more truly than of the breath of Life; which is 
perhaps but the bucket of breath, muddy with tin*, sedi- 
ment of the well: whereas we have in Strength a luu-o, if a 
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ifxialefactor; whose muscles shall haul him up to the light 
tie will prove worthy of, when that divinity has shown 
liiiii liis uncleunness. And when tStreugth is not exercis- 
ing, you are sure to see Satirists jump on his back- 
I)oz(‘US, foreign anti (louu‘-stic, are on tlie back of Old Eng- 
liiiul; a tribute to our ipiality if at the same time an irri- 
iiatiug s(U)urge. Tlu^. donu^stic are in exei‘ss ; and let us own 
diat thcur view of the potentate, as an apathetic beast of 
wiio will neitlim* show the })ower nor woo tlie 
grain, pretending all the while to be eminently above 
beast, and posturing in an imdheient mimicry of the 
iuvilizetl, e.xeites to satire. Coliiey Durance liad his 
excuses. He could point to the ehii‘f (ireative minds of 
tlu^ country for generations, as beginning their survey 
genially, ending vtmoinously, because of an exasperating 
unreason and smuu in the, bubble of the scenes, called 
soeia.1, around them. Viola under his chin, he gazed 
along the crowde.d hall, which was to him a rich national 
pudding of tlu^ syco|)hauts, the hypocrites, the burlics, 
the idiots; dn^gs id' the* d(‘pths ami froth of the surface; 
bowing to one, that tlu*y may seorn anotlu‘r; instituting a 
(lharity, for tludr poorm* fawning fidlows to ndieve their 
purses and assist them in trie, king ilu‘. world and their 
Maker: “—ami so forth, a tiresome tirade: ami us it was not 
on his Ups but iu the siomacli of the painful creature, let 
him grind that hurdy-gurdy for himsedf. His friend 
Victor set it stirring: Vic, tor had here what he <aimml at! 
How Succtws dtu’hhns Ambition! And for this lu^ im]>er- 
ilhul tins happim*s.s of the worthy woman he lovinl! Ex- 
posed her to <mr fen-fogs ami foul snakes — of whom one 
or more might b(^ in the asseinldy now: all iKJcause of his 
insam^ ileh to be. t\w bobbing cork on tln^ wavi* of the 
minute! (hdney^s rapid interje.ctions cond(ms(*(I upmi the 
habitual shrug at human folly, just wlieu Vi(*tor, fronting 
the glassy stares of (Jolom‘1 (Imde, tappe.d to start his 
orclu'stra'through tin*, lively first bars of the overture to 

Zttmpd, 

soon perceiri* that the post Mr. Iladimr fills lu^ thor- 
oughly tills, wlmb^ver it may Ise Zitnifat tak(‘S horse from 
tlu* opemiug. We. have no amateur (s»mlut*tor riiling ahead; 
violins, audios, piano, wind-stop.';: Ihuddim, Catain, hemp- 
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ton, Yatt, Cormyn, Colney, Mrs. Cormyn, Dudley Sowerby; 
they are spirited on, patted, subdued, muted, raised, 
rushed anew, away, held in hand, in both hands. Not 
earnestness worn as a cloak, but issuing, we ^see; not 
simply a leader of musicians, a leader of men. The halo 
of the millionaire behind, assures us of a developimnit in 
the character of England’s merchant princes. The liomage 
we pay him flatters us. A delightful overture, masterfully 
executed; ended too soon; except that the programme 
forbids the ordinary interpretation of prolonged applause. 
Mr. Eadnor is one of those who do everything consum- 
mately. And we have a monition within, that a course of 
spiritual enjoyment will rouse the call for bodily la^fresh- 
ment. His genial nod and laugh and word of commenda- 
tion to his troop persuade us oddly, we know not how, ot 
provision to come. At the door of the retiring-room, see, 
he is congratulated by Luciani and Durandarte. Miss 
Priscilla Graves is now to sing a Sehuman7L Down later, 
it is a duet with the Eev. Septimus Barmby. We have 
nothing to be ashamed of in her, before an Italian Operatic 
singer ! Ices after the first part is over. 


CHAPTER XXI 

DARTREY FENELLAN 

Had Xataly and Xesta known who was outside helping 
Skepsey to play ball with the boys, tliey would not have 
worked through their share of the performance with ho 
graceful a composure. Even Simeon Eenellan was \iuaware 
that his half-brother Dartrey had landed in England. 
Dartrey went first to Victor’s office, where he fo\ind Skep- 
sey packing the day’s letters and circnlars into the ba,g for 
the delivery of them at Lakelands. ''Ftiey s|>rang a chat;t(‘i\ 
and they missed the last of the express trains: which did 
not greatly signify, Skepsey said, ''as it was a Concert.” 
To hear his hero talk, was the music for him; and lie 
richly enjoyed the pacing along the railway -platform. 
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A-rrived on tlie grounds, they took 0|:)posite sides in a 
^uiuie of rounders, at tliat moment tossing heads or tails 
for i linings. Idlest' boys wi're slovenly players, and were 
[iiadt* unhappy by Skepsey^s fussy instructions to them in 
unart;m‘ss. Idiey had a stupid way of feeding the stick, 
uul they ran sprawling; it concerned (Ireat " Jhatain for 
them to learn how to use tlnur legs. It was pitiful for 
tlu‘ country to see how lumjiish her younger cliildren were. 
I)artn‘y knew his little imui and laughed, after warning 
liim that his English would want many lessons before 
tht'V stomatduMl tlu‘ nuAtun‘. of discipline a-iid ])leasure. 
So it appeared: tln‘. pri(b‘ of the boys in themsodves, their 
nonhihmctg t'ujoyment of the game, wm-e all gone; and all 
wert^ spetulily out but Skepsey; who ran for the rounder, 
with his coat otT, sharp as a porpoise, and would have got 
it, he had it in his grasp, wlnm, at the jump, just over the 
line of the goal, a cle.vt'r fling, if ever was, caught him a 
crack on that part of tlu^ human frame where sound is best 
acdiievt'd. Then wiu’e th(‘se young lumps transformed to 
limber, lither, merry fellows. Tlu'y n^joiciHl Hkepsey^s 
lieart; they did everything better, ran and dodged and 
thn‘W in a style to win th(‘. nod from the future official 
inspector of <ranu‘S and Amustuuents of the common people; 
a de|mty of the (rovnummeut, proposed by Skepsey to lus 
hero with a dtderemtial t^agerness- Dartrey clappied him 
on tln^ shouldm*, softly laughing. 

'‘System — Mr. Durance is right — they have 

system, if they arc to apprec.iute a holiday,” *Ske])sey said; 
and he stmt a wrt'bdied gavu around, at tlu^ justification of 
stunt' of the lurid vituvs of Mr. Durance, in signs of the 
holiday wasted; — impovtuushing thi‘ country’s manhood: 
iti a small dt^grts^, it may bt^ argutsl, Imt we a-sk, can tlie 
e.ountry afft)rd it, while fondgn nations art^ drilling their 
youth, teacliing thtmi to bc> rt^ady to movtt in squads or 
masses, likt^ tht» fist of a pugilist. Skt'psey hvft it to his 
look to sptmk his thtjuglit, Htmsaw an enemy in tol)acco. 
The tlrowsint\HH (»f btum had strebdu'd variotis hulks under 
tret's, PtmdenniH erhdetd. lumbered half-alive. Flabby 
fun knocked-uj) a yell. And it was rather vt'xatious to see 
girls daneing in good timt^ to the band-imisic. One had a 
mah'-partmvr, who lio])ped his loutish burlesque of thci 
tiling he coiihl not *’’* 
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Apparently, too certainly, none lout the girls had a notion 
of orderly mnscnlar exercise. Of '\>7hat use are girls f 
Girls have their one mission on earth j and let them be 
healthy by all means, for the sake of it^ only, they should 
not seem to prove that Old England is better represented 
on the female side, Skepsey heard, with a nip of spite 
at his bosom, a small body of them singing in chorus as 
they walked in step, arm in arm, actually marched: and 
to the rearward, none of these girls heeding, there were 
the louts at their burlesque of jigs and fisticuffs ! “ Cherr'^ 

was the song. 

“It ^s delightful to hear them! ’’ said Dartrey. 

Skepsey muttered jealously of their having been trained. 

The song, which drew Dartrey Fenellan to the quick of 
an English home, planted him at the same time in Africa 
to hear it. Dewy on a parched forehead it fell, England 
the shedding heaven. 

He fetched a deep breath, as of gratitude for vital re- 
freshment. He had his thoughts upon the training of our 
English to be something besides the machinery of capital- 
ists , and upon the country as a blessed mother instead of 
the most capricious of maudlin stepdames. 

He flicked his leg with the stick he carried, said: “Your 
master the man to make a change among them, old 
friend!” and strolled along to a group surrounding twa 
fellows who shammed a bout at single-stick. Vacuity in 
the attack on either side, contributed to the joint success 
of the defence. They paused under inspection ; and Dar- 
trey said : “ You ’re burning to give them a lesson, 
Skepsey.” 

Skepsey had no objection to his hero’s doing so, though 
at his personal cost. 

The sticks were handed to them; the crowd increased;, 
their rounders boys had spied them and came trooping ta 
the scene. Skepsey was directed to hit in earnest. His 
defensive attitude flashed, and he was at head and right 
and left leg, and giving point, recovering, thrusting madly, 
and again at shoulder and thigh, with bravos for reward 
of a man meaning business; until a topper on his hat, a 
cut over the right thigh, and the stick in his middle-rib, 
told the spectators of a scientific adversary; and loudly 
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ovv the gentleman was cheered. An undercurrent of 
rarm feeling ran for the plucky little one at it hot again 
:i spite of the strokes, and when he fetched his master 
hantlsouie tlmd across the shoulder, and the gentleman 
avc, up and complimented him, Skepsey had applause. 

lie then l)egged his hero to put the previous couple in 
losition, through a few of the opening movements. They 
uu*e iiorribly slun^pish at lirst. Meantime two boys had 
ot hold of sticks, and both had gone to work in Skepsey^s 
allaut style; and soon one was howling. He excused him- 
(df, bctuiust-^ of the funny-bone, situated, in his case, j 

.iglicr tlian usual up the arm. And now the pair of men 
rert* giving ami taking cuts to make a rhinoceros caper. * 

Way wcdl; bt^gin that way; try what you can bear,” * 

aid Dartrey. \ 

Skepsey watched them, in fedicity for love of the fray, ■ 

uaim^(l by the disregard of science. 

Comments on the pretty play, indicating a reminiscent 
(upiaiutamu‘* with it, and the capacity for critical observa- 
ious, were started. Assaults, wonderful tricks of a slash- 
ug Idfe-(iuardsman, one spectator had witnessed at an 
xliil)ition in a London hall. Boxing too. You may see 
.isphiys of boxing still in places. How about a prize- 
;ght ? With mumy on it ? — Kh, but you don’t expect 
:ieu to stand u[) to be knoedeed into nuupsteaks for noth- 
ng ? No, but it ’a tliey there b(d.8! — Itight, and that ’s a 
ame gone to ruin alotig of outsiders. — But it always was 
,nd it always will Im popular with Englishimm! 

(Jreat Bnglish names of young days, before*, the wintry 
had(»w of the Law had blighted them, receivtMl their 
/ithtu’ed hmrels. Emulous boys were in tin* heroic pos- 
ure. (lood! sparring dot^s no hurt: 8kt‘ps(y s(*ize(l a 
ikidy lad, Dartrey anotluu*. Nature cr(*at(‘d the Ring for 
hem. Now then, arms and head well up,(du*st hearty, 
boulders down, out with the right fist, just l>elow the l(‘vel 
•f tlie (diin; emt with the left list farth(*r, right out, except 
or that hit of curvii; so, and draw it slightly back for 
\fiuj — pussy at the spring. Firm you stand, feeling the 
uuHel(!s of both h^gs, left lialf a pac,e ah(*ad, right plant(Kl, 
mill stringy. None of your milk-pail looks; slmw us jaw, 

-“ou bull-dogs. Now then, left from the shoulder, straight 
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atriffhtof head. — Good, aud alacrity .Mllcd .■!, vijj.mr in 
Skepsey’s pupil; Dartroy’.-i ha<l tli.> tist ,.ii his lu.nith before 
he could parry rightarm up. “ m<«w . I >.irtrfy critHl. 
Skepsey vowed to the eiuitniry. Uartre-y rr:tf latrd his 
charge. Skepsey was a ligure urgatunu K-.stiru!;ahig 
and protesting. Dartroy appeuh'd ti-uip.'-t iit<u..ly tu the 
Bing; Skepsey likewise, iu a Umv vi injun. He 
addressed a remonstrance to (^aptaiu Ikiviwy, 

“Hang your captain, sirl I call ytm ;i rr»\v.ird; enme 
on,” said the resolute gentUmuuu already in r:|‘.‘ innn tor 
the attack. His blue eyes were like tht‘ spruPiui- hwuvm 
over ridges of the seas; and Skepsoy jiuupt-d U his 
meaning. 

Boys and men were spectat^u's of a rral scuontitso set-to, 
a lovely show. They w'crt* half pu/./h*d» it sernii'd so 
deadly. And the little one got in his hluw i ut iuv gentle- 
man, who had to be hopping.^ Only, the wnr:;*’ the gentle- 
man caught it, the friendlier hi.s eteinten uiee heeume. 
That was the wonder, and that gave thriu the lo y, p,ut 
it was deliciously near to the real thing, 

Dartrey and Skepsey shook haini.s. 

“And now, you fellows, you h-o U* kni»\v, that t!ds is 
one of the champious; and you take yi*ur h- ,,..0 tnuu him 
and thank him,” Dartrey .said, as he iunc'd on ld.% heel 
to strike and greet tlie flow from the leei.a.. 

“ Dartrey come I ” Victor, Ftuiellan. <‘tdio\v. hatl him hy 
the hand in turn. Pure sweetness of .siiddeidv awakenfd 
joy sat in Nataly’s eyes ms she sw;ua to weieome him. 
Nesta moved a step, seemed h^'^dtatlug, ati‘l slie t4*ippetl 
forward. “ Dear Captain 1 )artrey I ” 

He did not say: “But what a elmnge in yt*u ! ” 

“At fs blue-butte rlly, all tlu^ same/’ Nataly .M|H.ke to Ids 
look. 

Victor hurriedly pronouaeed tin* fMnnal introduetiem 
between the Hon. Dudley St»wtn-hv and raptain Dartrey 
Fenellan. The bronze faee and ilo^ milky huwt'd U* <mo 
another ceremoniou.sly; the latU’r faintly * tlii.hing. 

“So here you are at last,” Victor said. ** V<»u stav wdili 
us.” 

“To-morrow or later, if yt»udl me, I g:o dawn to 
my people to-night.” 
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But you stay in England now ? ” Nataly’s voice wavered 
DU the question. 

“There’s a chance of my being oft' to Upper Burinah 
before the week 's ended.” 

“Ah, dear, dear!” sighed Fenellan; “and out of good 
comes evil! — as grandfather Deucalion exclaimed, when 
he gallantly handed up his dripping wife from the mud of 
the Deluge waters. Do you mean to bo running and Jew- 
ing it on for ever, with only a nod for friends, Dart?” 

“ Lord, Simmy, what a sound of home there is in your 
old nonsense!” Dartrey said. 

Ills eyt‘3 of strong dark blue colour and the foreign 
.swarthiness of lus brows and cdieeks and neck mixed the 
familiar and the strange, in the sight of the women who 
knew him. 

The bill-broker’s fair-tressed young wife whispered of 
curiosity coucerning him to Nataly. Ho dressed like a 
sailor, he stood like a soldier: and was he married ? Yes, 
lus was married. 

Mrs. lilathenoy imagined a something in Mrs. Eadnor’s 
tone. She could account for it; not by the ordinary read- 
ing of the feminine in tlu‘. feminine, but through a husband 
wlio professed to know se.cre<ts. She was young in years 
and experience, ttui months w(Hlded, disappointedly awak- 
ened, enlivened by the hour, kindled by a novel figure of 
man, fretful for a dash of imprudence. This Mrs. Eadnor 
should be tlie one to s(H*,on(l her vt^ry innocent turn for a 
galopade; her own |)ositiou allowed of any little diverting 
jig or reel, or plunge in a bath — she required it, for the 
domesti(‘, .facob Blathenoy was a dry chip: proved such, 
without a day’s variation during the wlioh^ of the ten 
wedded months, Nataly gratified her s])oken wish. 
Dartrey Ftmellan bowcul to tlu* lady, and she withdrew 
him, seeing (composedly that otlu^r and greattu- ladies hau 
the wish ungratitied. Tludr husbands were not so rich 
as lu*rs, and their comph^xioits would hardly have pleased 
tlu‘. handsoTne brown-buMsl oHuum* ho w(dl. 

Ik'uuiu(‘t, (‘(pial to a blast of trumped, was the detaining 
word hu* tlu^ multitude It cireu]a.t(ul, oiu^ knows not 
how. Dloc|uent as the whiffs to tlu^ snifl’s (and nowluu'e 
iiJ eloquence to mattdi it, wheti tlu^ latter are sharpened 
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from within to without), the word was very soon over the 
field. Mr. Carling may have helped; he had it from 
Fenellan; and he was among the principal groups, claim- 
ing or making acquaintances, as a lawyer should do. 'IMio 
Concert was complimentarily a topic : Durandarte diviiu^! 
— did not everybody think so ? Everybody did, in default 
of a term for overtopping it. Our language is poor at 
hyperbole; our voices are stronger. Gestures and heaven- 
sent eyeballs invoke to display the inefiable. Where was 
IDurandarte now? Gone; already gone; oif with the 
Luciani for evening engagements ; he came simply to oblige 
his dear friend Mr. Eadnor. Cheque fifty guineas : hardly 
more on both sides than an exchange of smiles. Ah, these 
merchant-princes! What of Mr. Eadnor’s amateur instru- 
mentalists ? Amateurs, they are not to be named ; perfect 
musicians. Mr. Eadnor is the perfection of a host. Yes, 
yes; Mrs. Eadnor; Miss Eadnor too: delicious voices; 
but what is it about Mr. Eadnor so captivating! He is not 
quite English, yet he is not at all foreign. Is lie vm-y 
adventurous in business, as they say ? 

“Soundest head in the City of London,’’ Mr. Blathenoy 
remarked. 

Sir Eodwell Blachington gave his nod. 

The crowd interjected, half-sighing. We ouglit to be 
proud of such a man ! Perhaps we are a trifie exaggerating, 
says its heart. But that we are wholly grateful to him, 
is a distinct conclusion. And he mmj be one of the gr(‘at 
men of his time; he has a quite individual style of dr(‘ss. 

Lady Eodwell Blachington observed to Colney Duranc^e: 
“Mr. Eadnor bids fair to become the idol of the English 
people.” 

“If he can prove himself to be sufficiently the dupe of 
the English people,” said Colney, 

“Idol — dupe?” interjected Sir Eodwell, and his eye- 
brows fixed at the perch of Colney’s famous “ national in- 
terrogation” over vacancy of understanding, as if from 
the pull of a string. He had his audience with him; and 
the satirist had nothing but his inner gush of acids at sight 
of a planted barb. 

Colney was asked to explain. He never explained. He 
nerformed a series of astonishing leaps, like the branchy 
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Daboon above the traveller's head in the tropical forest, 
and led them into the trap they assisted him to prepare foi’ 
them. ^^No humour, do you say? The English have no 
humour ? ” a nephew of Lady Blachington’s inquired of 
him, with polite pugnacity, and was cordially assured, 
that ‘"^he vindicated them.” 

And Altruistic f another specimen of the modern coin- 
age,” a classical Church dignitary, in grammarian disgust, 
remarked to a lady, as they passed', 

Golney pricked-up his ears. It struck him that he 
Blight hsh for suggestions in aid of the Grand Argument 
before the Elders of the Court of Japan. Dr. Wardan, 
whose recognition he could claim, stated to him, that the 
lady and lie were enumerating words of a doubtfully legiti- 
mate quality now being intiicted upon the language. 

“• The slang from below is perhaps preferable ? ” said 
Cohiey, 

As little — less.” 

‘‘But a pirate-tongue, cut-off from its roots, must con- 
tinue to pnuitise piracy, surely, or else take re-inforcements 
in slang, otherwise it is inexpressive of new ideas.” 

“ Possibly the new i<leas are best expressed in slang.” 

“ If insular. They will consequently be incommuuicable 
to foreigners. Yoti would, then, have us be trading with 
toktms instead of a precious currency? Yet I cannot per- 
ceive the advantage of letting our ideas be clothed so racy 
of tin*. ol)8cener soil; considering the pretensions of the 
English language to become the universal. If we refuse 
additions from above, they force themselves on us from 
below. ” 

l)r. Wardan liked the frame of the observations, disliked 
tin*, substance. 

“One is to understand that the English language has 
tht*se pretensions?” he said: — he minced in his manner, 
after the well-known mortar-board and tassel type; the 
mouthing of a petrifaction : clearly ustdess to the pleadings 
of the patriotic Dr. Bonthoin and his curate. 

lie gave no gri]) to Colney, who groaned at clieap Don- 
nish sarcasm, and h*t him go, after dealing him a hard 
pellet or two in a cracker-covering. 

There was Victor all over the field netting hi*; -jijdmmerm J 
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And lie who feeds on them, to i^ay a price for their coir 
gratulations and flatteries, he is one of them himseir! 

Nesta came tripping from the Kev. Septimus Bariuby. 

Dear Mr. Durance, where is Captain Dartrey ? 

Mrs. Blathenoy had just conducted her husband through 
a crowd, for an introduction of him to Captain Dartrey. 
That was perceptible. 

Dudley Sowerby followed Nesta closely: he stnu'k 
across the path of the Eev. Septimus : again he had tlie 
hollow of her ear at disposal. 

“Mr. Eadnor was excellent. He does everything con- 
summately: really, we are all sensible of it. I am. He 
must lead us in a symphony. These light ‘ (diaiupagne 
overtures ’ of French composers, as Mr. Fenellan (‘alls 
them, do not bring out his whole ability: — Le* 

'pre aux-clercs, Masaniello, and the like.’^ 

“Your duet together went well.” 

“Thanks to you — to you. You kept us together.” 

“Papa was the runaway or strain-the-leash, if tlien* was 
one.” 

“He is impetuous, he is so fervent. But, Miss Eadnor, 
I could not be the runaway — with you . . . with you at 
the piano. Indeed, I . . . shall we stroll down? 1 love 
the lake.” 

“You will hear the bell for your cold dinner very soon.” 

“I am not hungry, I would so much rather talk — ■ Inuir 
you. But you are hungry? You have been singing: 
twice: three times! Opera singers, they say, eat hot sup- 
pers; they drink stout. And I never lieard your voices 
more effective. Yours is a voice that . . . sometlnng td‘ 
the feeling one has in hearing cathedral voiet\s: carry 
one up. I remember, in Dresden, once, a KrUuhdu 
Klihnstreich, a prodigy, very young, considering h(‘r ac- 
complishments. But it was not the same.” 

Nesta wondered at Dartrey Fenellan for staying so long 
with Mr. and Mrs. Blathenoy. 

“Ah, Mr. Sowerby, if I am to have flattery, I cannot 
take it as a milliner’s dumb figure wears tin* bcaidiful 
dress; I must point out my view of some of my merits.” 

“Oh! do, I beg. Miss . . . You have, a Christian name: 
and I too: and once . . . not Mr. Sowerby: yes, it was 
Dudley!^' 
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Quite accidentally, and a world of pardons entreated.’^ 

And Dudley begged Dudley might be Dudley always! 

He was deepening to the l^ariuby intonation — appar- i 

ently Gupid^sj but a shade more airily Pagan, not so fear- 
fully clerical. 

Her father had withdrawn Dartrey Fenellan from Mr. 
and Mrs. Blathenoy. Dr. Schlesien was bowing with 
Dartrey. 

And if Durandarte would only — but you are one with 
Miss Graves to depreciate iny Durandarte, in favour of the 
more (dassical Jachimo; wliom we all admire; but you 
sliall be just,’’ said she, and she pouted. She had seen 
her father plant Dartrey B'enellan in the midst of a group ' 

of City gentlemen. j 

Simeon touched among them to pluck at his brother. j 

Ht^ had not a chance; lie retired, and swam into the salmon- 
net of seductive Mrs. l^latheuoy’s broad bright smile. 

“ It ’s a matter of mines, and they ’re hovering in the i 

attitude of the query, lik(5 corkscrews over a bottle, [)ro- | 

fouudly inditl'erent to blood-relationship,” he said to her. ij 

“ Tray, stay and be consolc<l by me,” said the fair young 
woman. “ You are to point me out all the distinguisluul | 

peojile. Is it true, that your brotluu* has left the. army ?” J 

** Dartrey no longer wears the red. Hei'c comes Coionel j 

Goide, who dot^s. Knglaud has her army still!” I 

His wif(^ pm'SuadiHi him ? ” ! 

You see he is wearing the black.” 1 

** I<\)r her ? How very very sad I Tell mo — what a i 

funnily dressed woman nH‘,cting that gentleman ! ” 

‘Mlush — a friend of the warrior. Splendid weather,. i 

Colonel Corfe.” ^ 

Superb toilettes!” The colonel eyed Mrs. Blathenoy 
dilatingly, advanctul, bowed, and opene<l the, siege. 

She <huud(Hl a calculation upon his age, imuh' a wall of it, 
smilingly agreed witli his eiuiomium of the Comuirt, and 
toned him voice to Fenellan’s compridiension ; “ Did it oeeur 
recently ? ” 

Months ; in Africa; I have idt the date.” 

Sucdi numbers of people one. would wish to know! 

Wlu) are those ladies holding a Court, where Mr. liadnor 

IB ? ” 
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: : , ; ^'Lady Carmine, Lady Swanage-^if it is your wish?” 

! > interposed the colonel. 

She dealt him a forgiving smile. ^^And that pleasant- 
;! t i i looking old gentleman ?^^ 

^ I Colonel Corfe drew-up. Fenellansaid : Are we veterans 

t at forty or so ? ” 

I ! Well, it ^s the romance, perhaps ! She raised her 

f shoulders. 

f ; The colonePs intelligence ran a dog^s nose for a lady’s 

t ’ interjections. “The romance? . . at forty, fifty ? gone? 

I , ' Miss Julinks, the great heiress and a beauty, has chosen him 

'.I 1 over the heads of all the young men of his time. Cranmer 

' Lotsdale. Most romantic history ! ” 

I “ She’s in love with that, I suppose.*’ 

; ?■ “IlTow you direct my attention to him,” said Fenellan, 

' i “the writing of the romantic history has made the texture 

?; look a trifle thready. You have a terrible eye.” 

I It was thrown to where the person stood who had first 

■*l within a few minutes helped her to form critical estimates 

I of men, more consciously to read them. 

’ “ Your brother stays in England ? ” 

“ The fear is, that he ’s ofl again.” 

; “ Annoying for you. If I had a brother, I would not let 

him go.” 

“ How would you detain him ? ” 

i “ Locks and bolts, clock wrong, hands and arms, kneeling 

1 5 ‘ the fourth act of the Hugenots ! ” 

'Ij “He went by way of the window, I think. But that was 

i ^ a lover.” 

“ Oh! well ! ” she flushed. She did not h(‘ar th(‘. iH‘gh‘(!ted 
' a,nd astonished colonel speak, and she sought diversion in 

saying to Feiiellan : “So many people of distim^tiou are 
assembled here to-day! Tell me, who is that pmupous 
gentleman, who holds his arms up doubled, as ho walks ? 

“Like flappers of a penguin: and advanccis in jorks : ho 
is head of the great Finn of Quatley Brothers : Sir Abra- 
ham : finances or farms one of the South Anun’ican 
publics: we call him, Pride of Port. He consunujs it and 
lie presents it.” 

“And who is that little man, who stops everybody ? ” 
“People of distinction uuleedl That little man — i^ 


DABTKEY EENELLAN 


211 


your upper lip underrateing him? . . . When a lady’s 
lip is erratically disdainful, it suggests a misuse of a 
copious treasury, deserving to be mulcted, punished — how? 
— who can say ? — that little man, now that little man, 
with a lift of his little finger, could convulse the Bacon 
Market!” 

Mrs* Blathenoy shook. Hearing Colonel Corf e exclaim: 

Bacon Market ! ” she let fiy a peal. Then she turned to a 
fresh satellite, a round and a rudd}’-, at her service ever,” 
Mr. Heaves IJnnsing, and repeated Feuellards words. He, 
in unfeigned wonderment at such unsuspected powers, 
cried : Dear me ! ” atid stared at the little man, making 

the pretty lady’s face a twinkling dew. 

He had missed the Concert. Was it first-rate ? Ecstasy 
answered in the female voice. 

Hemkl fool I am to keep appointments! ” he muttered. 

She reproved him : ^^Eie, Mr. Urrnsing; it’s the nmking 
of them, not the keeping 1 ” 

‘rAh, my d(‘ar ma’am, if I’d had Blathenoy’s luck when 
he made a certain a[>p()intnicnt. And he was not so much 
older than me ? The old oiuis get the prizes ! ” 

. Mr. Boaves Unnsing prom[>te<l Colonel Corfe to laugh in 
triumph. The colontd’s eyebrows were up in fixity over 
sleepy lids. He brightened to propose the conducting of 
the pretty woman to the bampiet, 

\V(i Hlnill see them going in,” said she. Mr. Badnor 
has a French (uxdc, who (lo(\s wonders. Ihit I heard liinx 
asking for Mr. IU‘av(‘8 IJ rinsing. I’m sure he expected 
Manijolih at his (Joncert.” 

Anything to oblig(i the company,” said the rustic r(‘ady 
chorister, clearing his throat. 

Thes lady’s (Vid; werc^ bemt in the direction of a grassy 
kmdl, where sunfiow(‘rs, tulips, dahlias, p<*onies, of the 
sex eclipsed at a distance its roses and lilies. Fend 1 an 
saw I>artr(‘.y, still a of the nuu'chantmen, strolling 

thither. 

And do you know, your brother is good enough to dine 
with us n(‘xt wet‘k, Thursday, down here,” she murmureiL 
^ 1 (Hmld vemtun^ to commaiul ? — if you arc not induc(‘d.” 

Whichovt^r word applies to a faithful subject.” 

I do so wish your brother had not loft the army ! ” 
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You have one son of Mars.” 

Her eyes took the colonel up to cast him down : he was 
not the antidote. She said to him : “ Luciani^s voice wears 
better than her figure.” 

The colonel replied: I remember,” and corrected him- 
self, at Eton, in jackets : she was not so particularly slim ; 
never knew how to dress. You beat Italians there I She 
moved one as a youngster.” 

Eton boys are so susceptible ! ” 

Why, hulloa, don^t I remember her coming out ! — and 
do you mean to tell me,” Mr. Beaves Urmsing brutally 
addressed the colonel, ^^that you were at Eton when . . . 
why, what age do you give the poor woman, then ! ” He 
bellowed, ‘^Eh ? ” as it were a bull crowing. 

The colonel retreated to one of his defensive corners, 
am not aware that I meant to tell you anything.” 

Mr. Beaves Urmsing turned square-breasted on Fenellau' 

Eellow ’s a born donkey ! ” 

And the mother lived ? ” said Eenellan. 

Mr. Beaves Urmsing puffed with wrath at the fellow. 

Five minutes later, in the midst of the group surrounding 
and felicitating Victor, he had sight of Eenellan conversing 
with fair ones, and it struck a light in him ; he wmit three 
steps backward, with shouts. Dam funny fellow ! eh ? 
who is he ? I must have that man at my table. Worth 
fifty Colonel Jackasses ! And I Ve got a son in the 
Ouards : and as much laugh in him, /le got, as a bladder. 
But we ’ll make a party, eh, Eadnor ? with that friend o’ 
yours. Dam funny fellow ! and precious little of it going 
on now among the young lot. They ’re for seeing ghosts 
and gaping their jaws ; all for the quavers instead of the 
capers.” 

He sounded and thrummed his roguish fling-off for the 
capers. A second glimpse of Eenellan agitated the ane(‘- 
dote, as he called it, seizing Victor’vS arm, to have him out 
of earshot of the ladies. Delivery, not without its throes, 
was accomplished, but imperfectly, owing to aympatheticj 
convulsions, under which Mr. Beaves Urmsing’s counte- 
nance was crinkled of many colours, as we see the Spring 
rhubarb-leaf. Unable to repeat the brevity of lAnudlan’s 
rejoinder, he expatiated on it to convey it, swearing that it 
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^0^ the kind of thing done in the old days, when men were 
^itty dogs : — pat ! and pat back ! as in the pantoiniine.’’ 

llepartee ! ’’ said Victor. He has it. You shall know 
jxiiii. You're the man for him.” 

He for me, that he is ! — ^ Hope the mother doing 
^^rell ? My card : ' — eh ? Grave as an owl ! Look, there 
l^oes the donkey, lady to riglit and left, all ears for him — 
ji'i! ha! I must have another turn with your friend. 
* jMother lived, did she ? ' Dam funny fellow, all of the 
olden time ! And a dinner, bachelor dinner, six of us, at 
xny phiee, next week, say Wednesday, half-past six, for a 
XoEg evening — flowing bowl — eh, shall it be?” 

Nesta came looking to find hm- Captain Dartrey. 

Mr. Iknives Urmsing grew courtly of the olden time. He 
3 pied Colonel Corfe anew, and “ Donkey ! ” rose to split the 
3roar at his mouth, and full of his anecdote, he jiursued 
some congenial acquaintances, crying to his host: “ Wediies- 
<iay, mind I eh? by George, your friend’s gizzarded me for 
"fclxe day!” 

Plumped witli the ricdi red stream of life, this last of the 
Hcpiires of old Lnglaud thumped along among the guests, a 
\rcry tuning-fork to keep them at their pitch of enthusiasm. 
I Ce tmeountered Mr, Caddis, and it was an eiicounter. Mr. 
CJxuhlis represented his political opinions; but here was this 
<:*nr of a Caddis whiucing his niminy note from his piminy 
rxob, when he was asked for his h(*arty echo of the prais(‘-s 
of this jolly good fellow conu^. to waken the neighbourhood,, 
tio be a blessing, a blazing hearth, a fall of manna: -and 
X/hank the Lord for him, you desert-dog I “ He ’s a merc-hant 
l>riuce, and he ’s a prince of a man, if you 'nt for titles. Kh ? 
3r<)u Cassent to my encomiums.’ You’ll be calling me Mr. 
^:>|)t^aker next Hang me, Caddis, if thos(^ Parliaimuitary 
l>au(dies of yours are n’t freezing you from your seat np^ 
ihiul have got to your jaw — -my belief!” 

Mr. Caddis was left reflecting, that we havc^, in tlie dis- 
j HmsationH of Providence, when w<^ hiivi) a st'at, to submit to 
oaHtigations from butclu^rly mmi uiUKuiountably commis- 
sioned to solidify the seat. Hi‘> could have pnuichod a dis- 
<*.ourse upon Suceess, to cpiiet the (Useontmtineut of tlio 
ixiiHcated. And our world of B(‘ats oddly gaitnul, (piaintly 
cxunipiiul, maliciously beset, iusimsately envied, needs the 
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r discourse. But it was not delivered, else would it have been 

5 here written down without mercy, as a medical prescript, 

• one of the grand specifics. He met Victor, and, between his 

, . dread of him and the counsels of a position subject to stripes, 

* ! ' he was a genial thaw, Victor beamed; for Mr. Caddis had 

1 previously stood eminent as an iceberg of the Lakelands’ 

'' I party. Mr. Inchling and Mr. Gaddis were introduced. The 

: I former in Commerce, the latter in Politics, their sustaining 

j i boast was, the being our- stable Englishmen ; and at once, 

! ! with cousinly minds, they fell to chatting upon the nothings 

; agreeably and seriously. Colney Durance forsook a set of 

i : ladies for fatter prey, and listened to them. What he said, 

? Victor did not hear. The effect was always to be seen, with 

'\ " Inchling under Colney. Eenellan did better service, really 

I :good service, 

hTataly played the heroine she was at heart. Why think 
' I of her as having to act a character ! Twice had Carling tliat 

:j * ' afternoon, indirectly and directly, stated Mrs. Barman to be 

’• near the end we crape a natural, a defensible, satisfaction to 

hear of : — not wishing it : — poor woman ! — but pardon- 
1 ably, before man and all the angels, wishing, praying for 

5 ! : the beloved one to enter into her earthly peace by the agency 

;; i of the other’s exit into her heavenly. 

i Eenellan and Colney came together, and said a word ajueco 

of their friend. 

In his element ! The dear old boy has the look of a 
^ goldfish, king of his globe.” 

I,;. “The dear old boy has to me the look of a pot on the fire, 

; V with a loose lid.” 

/ ' I may have the summons from Themison to-morrow, Vic.tor 

thought. The success of the day was a wine tliat rocked tlu^ 
isoberest of thoughts. Eor, strange to confess, evcir siiute the 
fall on London Bridge, his heart, infiueiiced in some degri‘e 
j by ISTataly’s depression perhaps, had been slmdowed by 

5 doubts of his infallible instinct for success. Hiu'c, at a 

) stroke, and before entering the house, he had the wlioh^ 

neighbourhood about him : he could feel that he and Nataly 
stood in the minds of the worthy people variously with the 
brightness if not with the warmth distinguishable in the 
bosom of Beaves XJrmsing — the idea of whom gave Luke.- 
lands an immediate hearth-glow. 
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Armadine was thirteen minutes, by his watch,, behind 
tlie time she had named. Small blame to her. He excused 
her to Lady Carmine, Lady Swanage, Lady Blachington 
Mrs. Fanning, Sir Abraham Quatley, Mr. Danny (of Baeor 4 
fame) and the rest of the group surrounding ITataly on the 
mound leftward of the white, terraces descending to the lake ; 
where she stood beating Iku' foot fretfully at the word 
brought by NcvSta, that Dartrey Fenellan had departed. It 
was h(*r sunshine departed. But she went through her task 
of conversing amiably. Oolney, for a wonder, consent(ul to* 
bo useful in assisting Fenellan to relate stories of French 
Cooks; which were, like theEoyal Hanoverian oyster, of an. 
age for offering acceptable ilavour to English hearers. Nesta 
drew her mother^s attention to Priscilla Graves and Skepsey 
the latter bending liead and ass(mting. .“Nataly spoke of the- 
charm of Priscilla’s voice that day, in her duet with the Eev. 

Septimus. Mr, i^ompton looked ; he saw that Priscilla was 
proselytizing. She was perfection to him but for one blot- 
ting thing. With grief on his eyelids, ho said to Nataly or 
to himself : Meat ! ” 

“ Dear friend, don’t ride your hobby oiwr us,”' she replied^ 

But it’s with that object they mount it,” said Victor. 

The greater ladii^s of the assembly were quite ready to i 

accuse the sections, down to the individuals, of the social 1 

Euglisli (reserving our (dect) of an itch to be tyrants. | 

Colney was apologizing for them, with his lash: “It’s; 1 

merely the stmsible effe(?t of a want of polish of the surface 
when they nil) together.” 

And he heard Carling exclaim to Victor : ^‘How comes the- 
fellow here I ” 

Bkepsey had rushed across an open space to intercept a 
leisurely progressive man, whose hat was of the shape Victor 
kntsw; and the man wore the known blai'.k gaiters. In 
appearance, he luad tin) likemess of a fallen parsom 

Carling and Victor crossed looks that were questions 
carrying tludr aimwers. 

Nafcdy’s eyes followed Victor’s. Who is the man? ” she- 
said; and she got no reply beyond a ])orky sparkle in his j 

gaz«). 

Others were noticing the man, who was trying to pass by 
Skepsey, now on his right side, now on his left. 
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’ : • There T1 be no stopping him/’ Carling said, and he 

i' « slipped to the rear. 

j' At this juncture Armandine’s mellow bell proclaimed her 

; %. ' ? • readiness. 

j t Victor rubbed the back of his head. JSTataly asked him : 

i t ; -^^Dear, is it that man?” 

! ! He nodded scantly : Expected, expected. I tliink we 

\ ? have our summons from Armadine. One moment — poor 

J I soul! poor soul! Lady Carmine — Sir Abraham Quatley. 

t ‘ Will you lead? Lady Blachington, I secure you. One 

f ■ moment.” 

\ ' He directed Nataly to pair a few of the guests ; he 

V hurried down the slope of sward, 

j Nataly applied to Colney Durance. ^^Do you know the 

f man ? — is it that man? ” 

, Colney rejoined: ^^The man’s name is Jarniman.” 

.1 ' Armadine’s bell swung melodiously. The guests had 

J grouped, thickening for the stream to procession. Mrs. 

Blathenoy claimed Fenellan ; she requested him to tell her 
; whether he had known Mrs. Victor Kadnor many years. 

She mused. “You like her?” 

j “ One likes one’s dearest of friends among women, does 

I one not? ” 

' The lady nodded to his response. “ And your brother? ” 

“ Dartrey is devoted to her.” 

“I am sure,” said she, “your brother is a chivalrous 
gentleman. I like her too.” She came to her sentiment 
I ? through the sentiment of the chivalrous gentleman. Sink- 

;! - ing from it, she remarked that Mr. Kadnor was handsome 

^ still. Eenellan commended the subject to her, as one to 

discourse of when she met Dartrey. A smell of a trap-hat(‘li 
half open, afflicted and sharpened him. It was Blathenoy's 
^ breath : husbands of young wives do these villanies, for the 

f sake of showing their knowledge. Fenellan forbore^ to 

\ praise Mrs. Victor : he laid his colours on Dartrey. The 

'S lady gave ear till she reddened. He meant no harm, meant 

; nothing but good ; and he was lighting the most destructive 

of our lower fires. 

Visibly, that man Jarniman was disposed of with ease. 
As in the street-theatres of crowing Punch, distance enlisttMl 
pantomime to do the effective part of the speeches. Jarni- 
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mail’s liat was off, lie stood bent, lie delivered liis message. 
He was handed over to Skepsey’s cave for the receiving of 
nnmt and drink. Yi(‘I;c)r returned; he had Lady Blaching- 
ton’s ha,nd on his a,rni ; he was all hers, and in the lieart of 
his company of guests at the same time. Eyes that had 
read liini chksely tor years, were unable to spell a definite 
sign! iicaf ion cm his face, below the. ove.rtiowing happiness of 
the iios pi table man among contented guests. He had in 
faet something within to (‘iiliven him; and tlrnt was the 
more th:ui suspieion, amounting to an odour of certainty, 
that Armandiiu^ intmided one of her grand surprises for her 
mas ter, and for the humln'd and liftv or so to be seated at 
her tables in the uii warmed house of Ijahelands. 


CH ALTER XXII 

CONCERNS THE rNTRUSION OE JARNIMAN 

Armanhike did her wonders. There is not in the wide 
rangi^ of tlu^ Muses a imm^ responsive instrument tlian man 
to his marvtdhms cook ; and if his notes were but as flowing 
as liis pcMlals are zealous, wc should be <*.arried on the tale 
of the tmthusiusm she awakmuHl, away from the rutted high- 
road, wluTtH History now thinks of tightening her girdle for 
an ac‘(*elerate,d pact^. 

TIh^ womhu's W(‘re done: one humlred and seventy guests 
phmteously fe<l at tabli*s acu’oss the great ( Jonemf; Hall, down 
a length of tlie eoimervatory-glass, on soups, fish, meats, a.nd 
the kitrlien-garden, umlm* play of creative saimes, all in the 
persua.sive stfsim of savouriuess ; evmw disii, one may say, 
advancing, curtseying, swimming to he your partner, instead 
of passivciy suhmitting to thet eye of appetite, consenting to 
tlie t<M*th, as that rathm* melancholy proec*ssion of t:he cold, 
remmibliug establislual spinsters thric.e-corsided in decorum, 
will appear to do. Wlu'thiH' Armandine had the thought or 
tliat she simply acttal in conformity with a Enmchwomaii’s 
direc't good sense, we do require to smell a sort of animation 
in the meats we consume. We are still peidiaps traceably 
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related to the Adamite old-youngster just on his legs, who 
betrayed at every turn his Darwinian beginnings^ and 
relished a palpitating unwillingness in the thing refreshing 
him ; only we young-oldsters cherish the milder taste for 
willingness, with a throb of the vanquished in it. And a 
seeming of that we get from the warm roast. The banquet 
to be fervently remembered, should smoke, should send out 
a breath to meet us. Victor’s crowded saloon-carriag(‘ was 
one voice of eulogy, to raise Armandine high as the linale 
rockets bursting over Wrensham Station at the start London- 
ward. How had she managed? We foolishly question the 
arts of magicians. 

Mr. Pempton was an apparent dissentient, as the man 
must be who is half a century ahead of his fellows in hu- 
maneness, and saddened by the display of shaughtt*red 
herds and their devourers. He had picked out his vege- 
table and farinaceous morsels, wherever he could g(‘t them 
uncontaminated ; enough for sustenance ; and the utmost he 
tcild show was, that he did not complain. When mounted 
and ridden by the satirist, in wrath at him for systtmuiti- 
cally feasting the pride of the martyr on the maceration of 
his animal part, he put on his martyr’s pride, which as- 
sumed a perfect contentment in the critical depreciation of 
opposing systems: he was drawn to state, as he had often 
done, that he considered our animal part shamefully and 
dangerously overnourished, and that much of the immoral- 
ity of the world was due to the present excessive indulg(‘nc€ 
in meats. “ Hot in drink ? ” Miss Graves iiupiired. .No,” 
he said boldly; ^^not equally; meats are more insidious. 

I say nothing of taking life — of fattening for that expr<\ss 
purpose : diseases of animals : bad hlood made : cnudty 
superinduced : — it will be seen to be, it will be look(‘d bac^k 
on, as a form of, a second stage of, cannibalism. Let that 
pass. I say, that for excess in drinking, the penalty is paid 
instantly, or at least on the morrow.” 

Paid by the drunkard’s wife, you should say.*^ 

Whereas intemperance in eating, corrupts constitution^ 
ally, more spiritually vitiates, we think: on tlio whole, 
gluttony is the least-generous of the vices.” 

Colney lured Mr. Pempton througli a quagmire of the 
vices to declare, that it brutalized ; and sttimnu^ringly to 
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adopt the suggestion, that our breeding of English ladies 

tliose lights of the civilized world — can hardly go with a 
feeding upon tlesh of beasts. Priscilla regretted that cham- 
pagne should have to be pleaded in excuse of impertinences 
to iier sex,^ They were both combative, nibbed for epigram, 
edged to inflict wounds ; and they were set to shudder 
o[umly at one another’s practices ; they might have exposed 
to Oolut^y which of the two maniacal sections of his English 
had the vaster eoiuadt of supendority in purity ; they were 
baring tluunselves, as it we.iw with a garment liung-oif at each 
retort, lie reproachtul them for underinineing their coun- 
trymen ; whose FalstalT [)anics demanded blood of animals 
to restore them ; and their periods of bragging, that they 
should braudify their wits to imagine themselves Vikings. 

hTataly inttwposed. She was vexed with him. He let 
his eytditls droj): but the occasion for showing the prickli- 
ness of thi^ bristly soidal English, could not bo resisted. Dr. 
i\‘ter Yatt was tric.keil to coutess, that small annoyances 
were, in his experience, powerful on the human frame ; 
and Dr, John (Jormyn was very neatly l)rought round to as- 
sure liim he was mistaken if lie sup{K>sod the homceopathic 
doi‘,tor who smoked was exerc.ising a destructive influence 
on the efllcac^y of the iuhnite.siinal doses he prescribed; Dr. 
Yatt cluuikle<l a laugh at globules; Dr. Corrnyn at patients 
tnuited as horstus ; while M r. Catkin was brought to praise 
th<5 smoke? of toba(u?o as our sanctuary from the sox ; and 
Mr. Peridou cpuetly denied, that the taking of it into his 
nostrils from tin? |adTs of his friemd caused him sad silences. 
Nesta fii*.w to prtJtect tlu? admirer of her b(doved Lonise, 
,H(?r Hubsidiug young exeitciUHiut of the day set her doating 
on that moemy melancholy in Mr. Pt^ridou. 

No one could uudtn\Htand the grounds for Colney’s more 
than usual wuspishiunss. He trotted out the fulgent and 
tonal Ciiurch oi the llev. Heptimus; the skeh^.ton of wor- 
ship, so truly showing tiu^ spirit, in that of Dudley Sowerby's 
family ; maliciously admiring both ; and he had a spar with 
Ecmdlan, tmding in a snarl and a shout. Victor said to him : 

Y(*h, h(?re, as mucdi as you like, old (Jolncy, but I tell you, 
you've st 4 tggered tlmt poor woman Lady Blachington to- 
day, and her husbaml too; and I don't know how many 
besides. What the pleasure of it can be, I can't guess.” 
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^^ISTor I/’ said Fenellan, ^^but I ’ll own I feel envious ; like 
the girl among a family of boys I knew, who were all of 
them starved in their infancy by a miserly father, that ^ave 
them barely a bit of Graves to eat and not a drop of Ptan])- 
ton to drink; and, on the afternoon of his funeral, I found 
them in the drawing-room, four lank fellows, heels n]\ 
walking on their hands, from long practice ; and the girl 
informed me, that her brothers were able so to send the 
little blood they had in their bodies to their brains, iind 
always felt quite cheerful for it, happy, and empowered to 
deal with the problems of the universe ; as they could n*t on 
their legs; but she, poor thing, was forbidden to do ihe 
same ! And I ’m like her- I care for decorum toonnich t o 
get the brain to act on Colney’s behaviour ; but I see it 
enraptures him and may be comprehensible to the tojisy- 
turveyd* 

Victor rubbed hands. It was he who filled Colney’s bag 
of satiric spite. In addition to the downright lunacy oi the 
courting of country society, by means of the cajolenu iits 
witnessed this day, a suspicion that Victor was wearing a 
false face over the signification of Jarniman’s visit and iiicant 
to deceive the trustful and too-devoted loving woman he 
seemed bound to wreck, irritated the best of his nature, lie 
had a resolve to pass an hour with the couple, and sjjcak and 
insist on hearing plain words before the night had endciL 
But Feiiellan took it out of him. Victor’s show of a peri ( rt 
contentment emulating Pempton’s, incited Coluey to some of 
his cunning rapier-thrusts w’ith his dancing adv('r.sai'y ; and 
the heat which is planted inns for the composition of Umstj 
cool epigrams, will not allow plain words to follow. Or, 
handing him over to the police of the Philistines, yni may 
putit, that a habit of assorting spices will reinhu’ an (‘ana ^t 
simplicity distasteful. He was invited by Nataly ti> cenu^ 
home with them ; her wish for his presence, bcsides persciial, 
was moved by an intuition, that his counsel might specially 
benefit them. He shrugged; he said he had work at hfs 
chambers. 

^ Work!” Victor ejaculated: he never could n^ach to a 
right comprehension of labour, in regard to the vovy u a re- 
munerative occupation of literature. Oolney lui did not want., 
and he kt him go, as Nataly noticed, without a sign ut tiie 
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reluctance he showed when the others, including Fenellan, 
excused themselves. 

: we ^re alone ? he said, when the door of the hall 
had closed on them. He kept Nesta talking of the success 
of tlie day until she, observing her mother’s look, simulated 
the S(',tting“in of a frenzied yawn. She was kissed, and she 
trippetl to her bed, 

^^Kow we are alone,” Nataly said. 

Well, dear, and the day was, you must own . . he 
souglit to trifle with her heavy voice ; but she recalled him: 

Victor 1” and the naked anguish in her cry of his name 
was like a foreign world threatening the one he fllled. 

“ Ah, yes ; that man, that Jarniman. You saw him, I 
remember. You recollected him ? — stouter than he was. In 
her service ever since. Well, a little drop of bitter, perhaps : 
no harm, tonic.” 

Victor, is she very ill ? ” 

IMy love, don’t fejel at your aide : she is ill, ill, not the 
extnune case: not yet: old and ill. I told Skepsey to give 
thc^ mail refreshment : he had to do his errand.” 

What ? why did he come ? ” 

“Curious; he made acquaintance with Skepsey, and 
appears to have outwitted poor Skepsey, jis far as I see it. 
But if that woman thinks of intimidating me now ! — ” His 
eyes brightene<l ; he had sprung from evasions. Living in 
flagrant sin, she says : you and 1! She will not have it; 
warns nn*,. Heard this day at noon of company at Lakelands. 
Jarniman off at once. Are to live in oViscurity ; — you and 
I! if together! l)i(‘.tatos from her death-bed- — T suppose 
hm* death-be<l/’ 

“ I)(*arest,” Nataly pressed hand on her left breast, “ may 
we not think that she may be right ? ” 

“ An outrageous tyranny of a decrepit woman naming her- 
self wife when she is only a limpet of vitality, with drugs 
for blood, haugiug-ou to blast the healthy and vigorous ! I 
re.member ohl Colney’s once, in old days, calling that kind of 
marriage a sarcojilmgus. It was to rm^. There 1 lay —sec 
mystdf lying! wasting! Think what you can good of her, 
by all means! From Iht bc.d! despatcdn^s that Jarniman to 
me fr(>m lu‘r bedsidt% with the word, that she cannot in lu^r 
conscdtmce allow — what imposition was it I practised ? . . . 
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jlagrant sin ? — it would have been an infinitely viler. . . . 
She is the cause of suffering enough : I bear no more from 
her ; I Ve come to the limit. She has heard of Lakelands : 
she has taken one of her hatreds to the place. She might 
have written, might have sent me a gentleman, privately. 
No : it must be done in dramatic style — for effect : her con- 
fidential — lawyer ? — doctor ? — butler ! Perhaps to frighten 
me: — the boy she knew, and — poor soul ! I don’t mean to 
abuse her : but such conduct as this is downright brutal. I 
laugh at it, I snap my fingers. I can afford to despise it. 
Only I do say it deserves to be called abominable.” 

Victor, has she used a threat ? ” 

Am I brought to listen to any of her threats ! — Funny 
thing, I ’m certain that woman never can think of me ex(U‘pt 
as the boy she knew. 1 saw her first when she was first a 
widow. She would keep talking to me of the seductions of 
the metropolis — kept informing me I was a young man . . . 
shaking her head. I ’ve told you. She — well, I know we 
are mixtures, women as well as men. I can, I hope, grant 
the same — I believe I can — allowances to women as to 
men ; we are poor creatures, all of us — in one sense : though 
I won’t give Colney his footing; there’s a better way of 
reading us. I hold fast to Nature. No violation of Nature, 
my good Colney ! We can live the lives of noble creatun^s ; 
and I say that happiness was meant for us : — just as, when 
you sit down to your dinner, you must do it cheerfully, and 
you make good blood: otherwise all ’s wrong. Then‘'’s the 
right answer to Colney ! But when a woman like tha.t . . . 
and marries a boy : well, twenty-one — not quite tluit : and an 
innocent, a positive innocent — it may seem incr(‘dibl(‘, after 
a term of school-life : it was a fact : I. can hardly un(h‘rstand 
it myself when I look back. Marries him ! And tlum st‘ts 
to work to persecute him, because he has blood in his veins, 
because he worships beauty ; because lie. s(!eks a lauil mar- 
riage, a real mate. And, 1 say it! — let the world take its 
own view, the world is wrong! — because he pndernal a 
virtuous life to the kind of life she w^ould, she must — why, 
necessarily ! — have driven him to, with a mummy’s grain of 
nature in his body. And I am made of flesli, I admit it.'’ 

Victor, dearest, her threat concerns only your livixig at 
Lakelands.” 
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"Pray, don't speak excitedly, my love,” lie replied to the 
woman whose tones had been subdued to scarce more than 
waver. " You see how I meet it : water off a duck^s back, 
or Indian solar beams on the skin of a Hindoo ! I despise 
it — hardly worth contempt; — But, come; our day was a 
good one. Fenellan worked well. Old Colney was Colney 
Durance, of course. He di<l no real mischief.” 

" And you will not determine to enter Lakelands — not 
yet, dear? ” said Nataly. 

" My own girl, leave it all to me.” 

" But, Victor, I must, must know.” 

" See the case. You have lots of courage. We can't 
withdraw. Her intention is mischief. 1 believe the 
woman keeps lierself alive for it ; we Ve given lier another 
lease ! — though it can only be for a very short time ; Themi- 
soii is precise ; Carling too. If we hohi back — 1 have great 
faith in Themison — the woman's breath on us is confirmed. 
Wt‘ go down, tlum ; (complete the furnishing, quite leisurely ; 
ac(‘.(q)t — list(m — accept om^ or two invitations : impossible 
to refuse, ! — but they are accepted ! — and we defy her : — 
a (U'azy old ctn^ature : imagines herself the wife of the ex- 
Fremicr, widow of Princ.e Le Boo, engaged to tlie Chinese 
Ambassador, t‘t cmt<u’a. Leave the tussle with that woman 
to me. .No, we don't reptmt the error of Craye Farm and 
Cnickholt. And herti we have stout friends. Not to S[)cak 
of Heaves Unusing: a })icturc of Old Christmas England! 
You took to him?— must have taken to Ih^aves Unusing! 
The Marigolds 1 And Sir Rodw(dl and Lady Blachingtou 
are altogetlier above tlui mark of Sir Iluuqjhrcy an<l Lady 
Tottil, and thustj half and half M<)untnt‘ys. 'rhere 's a 
warm etuitre of honu^ in Lakidanda. Hut I know my 
Nataly: she is thinking of our girl. Here is the plan : We 
stand our ground: my dear soul won’t forsalu^ me: only 
there ’s tlie thought of Enali, in th(‘, (‘.vent . . . iuqu'obabh^ 
enough. I lift KnuU out of tins atmosphere awhile ; she 
go(‘s to my C(Hisius the Duvidiiey ladies.” 

Nataly was hit by a shot. Can you imagine it, Victor ? ” 
" Regard it as doiut.” 

"d'ht‘.y will surtdy (Undine ! ” 

"Tlunr feeding for (Umeral Radnor is a worship,” 

" All the more . . . ? ” 





b;.; ■ 
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The son inherits it. He goes to them pe 
you ever known me personally fail ? Fredi 
edge for a month or two. Dorothea and Vii 
will give her a taste of a new society ; go< 
All these little shiftings can be turned to gO' 
I say, we stand our ground : but you are noi 
for though we have gone too far to recede, \ 
we will not make the entry into Lakelan 
know : that is, auspiciously, to suit you 
Thus I provide to meet contingencies. ^ 
really fancy is, that the woman did but thr< 
her point of view to he considered : silly, 
sees it. We are not sure that she struck a h 
Creckholt. T wonder she never wrote. Slie 
when she came to manage her property, 
name to anything. Absurd, that sending 
However, it^s her move; we make a coi 
position of our chessmen.’’ 

And I am to lose my Nesta for a month 
after catching here and there at the fitful gl< 
comfort dropped from his words. And siim 
reproach of her mind to her nature for ag; 
stantly yielding to the domination of his init 
to find the words, even the ideas, to wit 
brought big tears. Angry at herself both 
feebleness and the exhibition of it, she bliii 
excuse. There might be nothing that she 
resist him. She could not do much worse th 
to-day. The reflection, that to-day she ha 
sustained by the expectation of a death to cc 
her estimate of to-morrow’s burden on hei 
making her seem a less criminal woman, w 
no such expectation ; — which was virtual 
fellow creature’s future. Her head was ac 
the direction of the casuistries and the se 
and films. Facing Victor, it was a block. 

But the thought came : how would she nu 
about Lakelands, without support of the rec( 
pers ! She said coldly, her heart shaking he 
there has been a recovery ? ” 

Invalids are up and down. They are 
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should think she drcuads the . . he kept surgeon out 
of hearing. “ Or else she means this for the final stroke : 
^ though 1 hn lying here, I can still make him feel.’ That, 
or — poor woman — slie has her notions of right and 
wrong.’' 

(’ould we not now travel for a few weeks, Victor ? ” 

Certainly, dear; wo will, after we have kept our en- 
gagcunents to dine — I accepted — with the Blathenoys, the 
Blachiugttms, B<‘av(‘s ITrinsing.” 

Nataly’s vision of the peaceful lost little dairy cottage 
swelled to hrillianct^ like the large tear at the fall ; darken- 
ing undiu* her present etfort to comprehend the necessity it 
was for him to mix and be foremost with the world. Lin- 
able to grasp it ptn-fectly in mind, her compassionate love 
embraced it : she blamtal herself for being the obstruction 
to him. 

Very well,” she said on a sigh. “Then we shall not 
have to lt‘t our girl go from us?” 

“Just a few weeks. Xu the middle of dinner, I scribbled 
a teh*gram to the Duvidneys, for Hkepsey to take.” 

“ Spt‘aking of Ne.sta ? ” 

“Of my coming to-morrow. They won’t stop mo. I 
dine with tluuu, sleep at the. Wcdls; hotel for a night. We 
Mi) tt) be si^panited for a night” 

She laid h(*r hand in his and gave him a passing view of 
h(*r factu* “For two, dear. lam . . . that man’s visit — 
ratluu’ shaken : I shall have a better chance of sleeping if 
I know I am net disturbing you.” 

She was firm ; and tlu^y kisscnl and parted. Each had an 
unphraH(‘d specudation upon the power of Mrs. Barman to 
put division between them. 


m 
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CHAPTEE XXIII 

TREATS OF THE LADIES^ LAPDOO TASSO FOR AN INSTANCE OP 

MOMENTOUS EFFECTS PRODUCED BY VERY MINOR CAUSES 

The maiden ladies Dorothea and Virginia Diividney were 
thin-sweet old-fashioned grey gentlewomen, demurely con- 
scious of their excellence and awake to the temptation in 
the consciousness, who imposed a certain reflex primness on 
the lips of the world when addressing them or when allud- 
ing to them. For their appearance was picturesque of the 
iincestral time, and their ideas and scrupulousness of de- 
livery suggested the belated in ripeness ; orchard apples 
under a snow-storm ; or any image that will ceremoniously 
•convey the mind’s profound appreciation together with the 
tooth’s panic dread of tartness. They were by no means 
tart; only, as you know, the tooth is apprehensively ner- 
vous ; an uninviting sign will set it on edge. Even the j)en 
which would sketch them has a spell on it and must don its 
coat of office, walk the liveried footman behind them. 

Their wealth, their deeds of charity, their modesty, their 
built grey locks, their high repute; a ^^Chippendale ele- 
gance ” in a quaintly formal correctness, that they had, as 
Colney Durance called it, — gave them some queenliness, and 
allowed them to claim the ear as an oracle and banish re- 
bellious argument. Intuitive knowledge, assisted by the 
Eev. Stuart Eein and the Kev. Abram Posterh‘y, enabled 
them to pronounce upon men and things ; not without effect; 
their country owned it; the foreigner beheld it. Nor wtu-e 
they corrupted by the servility of the surrounding (nir. 
They were good women, striving to be humbly good, ' Tlicy 
miglit, for all the little errors they nightly unrolled to tluur 
perceptions, have stood before the world for a study in tlu^ 
■white of our humanity. And this may be but a wasluul 
wall, it is true ; revolutionary sceptics are measuring the 
depths of it. But the hue refreshes, the world adinin^s; 
and we know it an object of aim to the boUtunnost of tlu‘, 
wealthy. If, happily, complacent circiunstan(*.(‘s havt^ lifted 
us to the clean paved platform out of grip of puddleil (day 
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and bespattering wbeeltracks, we get our chance of coming 
to it. 

Possessing, for example, nine thousand pounds per annum 
in Consols, and not expending the whole of it upon our 
luxuries, we are, without further privation, near to kindling 
the world's entluisiasm for whiteness. Yet there, too, we 
hnd, that character has its problems to solve; there are 
shades in salt. We must be charitable, but we should be 
just ; we give to the poor of the land, but we are eminently 
the friend s of our servants; duty to mankind diverts us 
not from tlie love we bear to our dog; and with a pathetic 
sorrow for sin, we discard it from sight and hearing. We 
hate (UrL Having said so much, having shown it, by seal- 
ing the mouth of Mr. Btuart Item and iceing the veins of 
Mr. Abram Postcudey, in relation to a dreadful public (uise 
and a melancholy private, we have a pleased sense of entry 
into the world's ideal. 

At the same time, we protest our xin worthiness. Acknowl- 
edgtdng that they were not purely spotless, these ladies gen- 
uinely took the tiny fly-spot for a spur to purification ; and 
they viewed it as a patch to raise in relief their goodness. 
They gazed on it, saw themselves in it, and veiled it : warned 
of the (umniug of an oft-defeated Tempter. 

To do good and sleep well, wms their sowing and their 
reaping. Um^asy (ionsciences could not have slept. The 
sl(u^[)ing scrvtHl for proof of an accurate reckoning and an 
expungcing of tin* day's debits, ddiey differed in opinion 
now and then, as stu? companion waves of the river, 
blown by a gust, roll a shadow between tlnun ; and almost 
equally transiemt were their differemu^S with a world that 
tln^v coudiuuned wlmu tliey could not fe€3l they (as an cm- 
luxlimtmt of their principles) were heading it. The English 
world at times betrayetl a restivimcss in the walled path- 
way of virtue; for, alas, it closely neighbours the French; 
<mly a Chauiud, often dangfU'ously smooth, to divide; but 
it Is not perverted for long; and tin* English Funds are 
always c^otustant and a towtu*. Would they be suffered to 
S(), if liliertinism were in the ascendant ? 

(Johnny Ihiranee was aeciuainted with the Duvidney ladies. 
Hearing of the journey to them ami the purport of it, he 
said, with the. iimsk upon glee: ''Then Victor has met las 
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. match ! ’’ ^N'ataly had sent for him to dine with her in 
. Victor’s absence: she was far from grieved, as to the re- 
.suit, by his assurance to her, that Victor had not a cliance. 
Colney thought so. “ Just like him ! to be off gaily to try 
and overcome or come over the greatest power in England.” 
They were England herself; the squat old woman she has 
become by reason of her overlapping numbers of the com- 
fortable fund-holder annuitants: a vast body of passives 
and negatives, living by precept, according to rules of pre- 
cedent, and supposing themselves to be righteously guided 
because of their continuing undisturbed. Them he branded, 
as hypocritical materialists, and the country for pride in 
her sweetmeat plethora of them : — mixed with an ancient 
Hebrew fear of offence to an inscrutable Lord, eccentrically 
appeasable through the dreary iteration of the litany of 
.sinfulness. He was near a truth ; and he had the heat of 
it on him. 

Satirists in their fervours might be near it to grasp it, if 
they could be moved to moral distinctness, mental intention, 
with a preference of strong plain speech over the crack of 
their whips. Colney could not or would not praise our 
modern adventurous, experimental, heroic, tramping active, 
as opposed to yonder pursy passives and negatives ; lie had 
occasions for flicking the fellow sharply : and to speak of tlie 
Lord as our friend present with us, palpable to lleason, 
perceptible to natural piety solely through the reason, which 
justifies punishment, — that would have stopped his mouth 
upon the theme of G-od-forsaken creatures. Our satirist is 
Rii executioner by profession, a moralist in excuse, or at the 
tail of it ; though he thinks the position reversed, when ho 
moralizes angrily to have his angry use of the scourge con- 
doned. nevertheless, he fills a serviceable place ; and 
certainly he is not happy in his business. Colney suffered 
as heavily as he struck. If he had been no more than a 
mime in the motley of satire, he would have sucked com- 
pensation from the acid of his phrases, for the failure to 
prick and goad, and work amendment. 

He dramatized to nataly some of the scene going on at 
the Wells: Victor’s petition; hh fugue in urgency of it • 
the brief reply of Miss Dorothea and her muted echo M iss 
Virginia. He was rather their apologist for refusing. But, 
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as when, after himself listening to their “views,” he had 
deferentially withdrawn from the ladies of Moorsedge, and 
liad then beheld their strangely-hatted lieutenants and the 
regiments of the toneless respectable on the pantiles and 
the mounts, the curse upon the satirist impelled him to 
generalize. The quiet good ladies were multiplied : they 
were “the thousands of their sisters, petticoated or long-^ 
coated or buck-skinned; comfortable annuitants under cleri- 
cal shepherding, close upon outnumbering the labourers they 
paralyze at home and stultify abroad.” Colney thumped 
away. Tlu^ country’s annuitants had for type “ the liguro 
with the helmet of tlie Owl-Goddess and the trident of the 
Earth-shaker, scatml on a wheel, at the back of penny- 
pieces; in whom you see neither the l)ca\ity of nakedness 
nor the. charm of drapery ; not the helmet’s dignity or tho 
trident's powtu- ; but she has patently that which stops the- 
wheel ; and poseiiig for representative of an imperial nation^ 
she hel[)B to pass a penny.” So ho passed his epigram, 
heedless of the undtu-standing or attention of his hearer 
who temporarily misjudged him for a man impelled by the 
vanity of literary point ami tinish, when indeed it was hot 
satiric spite, jusliiied of its aim, which crushed a class to 
extract a drop of stmthing acid, in the interests of tlio 
country, maukiud as wtdL Nataly wanted a ])ictiire painted, 
colours and details, that slu; might get a vision of the scene 
at Moorsiulge. She diil Inn* Ix^st to feel an oimm and sound 
it, in his cpiestion “ wluddier the yearly inenmsing army of 
the orderly annuitants and their parasites <loes not demou- 
stratt! tlnrproudold country as a sheath for ]>ith ratlnu'thau, 
of tln^ vdtal run of sa}).” I’erhaps it was patriotic to impure. ;• 
and doubth*ss she was the weakest of women ; she (umld 
fullcnv no thought; hm* heart was IxuLting blindly Ix'side 
Victor, hoptdiig for the refusal painful to her through his 
disappointment. 

‘‘ Vou think inii foolish,” she made answer to one of 
Goluey’s siirugs; “and it has come to that pitch with me, 
that i e.anmjt bt^ stmsible of a merit (‘xc(‘.pt in being one 
with him obt^ying, is the word. And 1 have never yet 
known him fail That terrible Ixikelands wemrs a diffeiamt 
look to im*., wlnm I think of wliat he can do; though 1 would 
give half my days to escape it.” 
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She harped on the chord of feverish extravagance ; the 
more hateful to Colney because of his perceiving, that she 
simulated a blind devotedness to stupefy her natural pride ; 
and he was divided between stamping on her for an imbecile 
.and dashing at Victor for a maniac. But her situation ren- 
dered her pitiable. You will learn to-morrow wliat Victor 
has done/’ he said, and thought how the simple words 
'Carried the bitterness. 

That was uttered within a few minutes of midnight, when 
the ladies of Moorsedge themselves, after an exhausting 
resistance to their dearest relative, were at the hall-door of 
the house with Victor, saying the good-night, to which he 
responded hurriedly, cordially, dumbly, a baffled man. 
They clasped hands. Miss Dorothea said : “ Foti, Victor. 
always^ Miss Virginia said: ^^Yoii will be sure of wel- 
•come.” He walked out upon the moonless night ; and for 
lack of any rounded object in the smothering darknc^ss to 
look at, he could nowhere take moorings to gatluu* himself 
together and define the man who had undergone so portmi- 
tous a defeat. He was glad of quarters at an hotel, a solitary 
bed, absence from his Hataly. 

Tor their parts, the ladies were not loss shattc'red. llmv 
had no triumph in their victory ; the weight of it borc^ tluuii 
•down. They closed, locked, shot the bolts and ihstcnjcd the 
<ihain of the door. They had to be reminded by the shaking 
uf their darling dog Tasso’s curly silky coat, that h(‘- had not 
taken his evening’s trot to notify maicfactors of his watcli- 
fulness and official wrath at sound of footfall or a fanc!ifd 
one. Without consultation, they unbolted the door, a.ml 
Tasso went forth, to ''compose his vespcn* hymn,” as Air. 
Posterley once remarked amusingly. 

Though not pretending to the Muse’s crown so far, tlu^ 
little dog had qualities to entrance the sjnnster sex. His 
mistresses talked of him; of his readiness to go forth ; of 
the audible first line of his hymn or sonnet; of his instinet 
telling him that something was wrong in the establishment. 
Por most of the servants at Aloorsedge were j) rostrated by 
a fashionable epidemic; a slight attack, the doctor said ; Im't 
Montague, the butler, had withdrawn for the imrsing of his 
wife; Perrin, the footman, was confined to his chamber; 
Mianton, the favourite maid, had appeai'ed in the morning 
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with a face that caused her banishinent to bed; and the 
cook, Mrs. Bannister, then sighingly agreed to send up cold 
meat for the ladies’ dinner. Hence their melancholy in- 
hospitality to their cousin Victor, who had, in spite of his. 
errors, the right to claim his place at their table, was “ of 
the blood,” they said. He was recognized as the living 
prince of it. His every gesture, every word, recalled the 
General. The trying scene with him had withered them, 
they did not speak of it; each had to the other the look of 
a vessel that has come out of a gale. Would they sleep? 
They scarcely dared ask it of themselves. They had done 
rightly ; silence upon that reliection seemed best. It was 
the silence of an inward agitation; still they knew the 
power of good consciences to summon sleep. 

Tasso was usually timed for live minutes. They were 
astonished to discover by the clock, that they had given 
him ten. He was very quiet : if so, and for whatever lu‘ did, 
he had his reason, they said : he was a dog endowed with 
reason: endowed — and how they wished that Mr. Stuart 
Rom would admit it I — with, their love of the little dog 
believed (and Mr. Fosterley ac(piiesced), a soul. Do but 
think it of dear animals, and any form of cruelty to them 
becomes an impossibility, Mr. Stuart Item ! But he would 
not be convinced: ungenerously indeed he named Mr. 
Fosterley a courtier. Tiie ladies could have retortedi, that 
Mr. Fosterley had not a brother who was the celebrated, 
surgeon Sir Kiidiolas Rem. 

Usually Tasso came running in when th*e hall-door was 
opened to him. Not a sound of him could he heard. The 
ladies blew his familiar whistle. He trotted back to a third 
appeal, and was, unfortunately for them, not carcassed ; he 
r(5ceived r(‘proaehes from two forefingers directed straight 
at his reason. Ho saw it and felt it. The hug of him was 
dcfcrrcul to the tender good-night to him in his l)ask(‘t at 
the foot of the ladies’ beds. 

On entering their spacious bed-chamber, they were so 
fatigtied that sleep appeared to their minds the compcuisat- 
itig logical dodue.tion. Miss Dorotln^a suppressed a yawn, 
and inflicttul it upon Miss Virginia, who returned it, with 
an apology, and immediate dy had her sister’s hand on her 
shoulder, for an attempted control of one of the irresistibles 
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a spectacle imparting bitter sbiidclers and shots to the sym- 
pathetic jawbones of an observer. Hand at mouth, for not 
in privacy would they have been guilty of exposing a 
grimace, they signified, under an interiin smile, their 
maidenly submission to the ridiculous force of nature ; after 
which, Miss Virginia retired to the dressing-room, absorbed 
in woeful recollection of the resolute No they had been 
compelled to reiterate, in response to the most eloquent and, 
saving for a single instance, admirable man, their cousin, 
the representative of ^^the blood, supplicating them. A 
recreant thankfulness coiled within lier bosom at the 
thought, that Dorothea, true to her office of speaker, had 
tasked herself with the cruel utterance and repetition of the 
word. Victor’s wonderful eyes, his voice, yet more than his 
urgent pleas; and also, in the midst of Ids fiery flood ot 
speech, his gentleness, his patience, pathos, and a man’s 
tone through it all, — were present to her. 

Disrobed, she knocked at the door. 

I have called to you twice,” Dorothea said ; and she 
looked a motive for the call. 

What is it ? ” said Virginia, with faltering sweetness, 
with a terrible divination. 

The movement of a sigh was made. Are you aware of 
anything, dear? ” 

Virginia was taken with the contrary movement of a anilT. 

But the fear informing it prevented it from being vcmture- 
some. Doubt of the pure atmosphere of tludr l)tal-chamb(‘r, 
appeared to her as too heretic even for the ])Osit;iv(‘ t'ssay. 
In affirming, that she was not aware of anything, hm- sight; 
fell on Tasso. His eyeballs were those of a littU' dog that 
has been awfully questioned. 

^^It is more than a suspicion,” said Dorothea; and phiinly 
now, while open to the seductions of any phsising itdid(d 
testimony, her nose in repugnance convicted him al)solut.tdy. 

■ Virginia’s nose was lowered a few indies; it inhaled and 
stopped midway. ^^You must be mistaken, dear. He 
never . . 

But you are insensible to the ...” Dorothea’s eye- 
lids fainted. 

Virginia dismissed the forlornest of efforts at incia*dulity. 
A whiff of Tasso had smitten her. ^^Ahl” she exclaimed 
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and fell away. it Tasso! How was it you noticed 
notliing before undressing, dear ? ” 

Idnnking of wliat we have gone through to-night ! I 
forgot him. At last the very strange . , . The like of it I 
have not ever I . . . And upon that thick coat 1 And, dear, 
it is late. We are in the morning hours.” 

Ihit, my dear — Oh, dear, what is to be done with 
liim ? ” 

That was tlu^ crucial point for discussion. They had no 
servant to give them aid; Manton, they could not dream of 
disturbing. Ami Tasso's character was in the estimate; he 
hated washing; it balefully depraved histein])er; and not 
only, <n‘eature of habit that ho wa,s, would he decline to lie 
down anywhere save in their bedroom, he would lament, 
ph‘ad, insist unremittingly, if excluded; terrifying every 
poor invalid of the house. Then again, were they at this 
lau^ hour to dress tliemselves ami take him downstairs, and 
light a fire in the kitchen, and boil sulHcdenb water to give 
liim a bath and .scrul)l)ing? Gobi water would be death to 
him. Bt‘sides, he wouhl ring out his alarum for the house 
to hmir, pour out all his poetry, poor de.ar, as Mr. Posterley 
(uiIUmI it, at a, toueJi of cold watm*. The catastrophe was 
one to weep ov(»r, the dilemma a trial of the strongest 
intelligt*ntu*s. 

In addition to reviews of their solitary alternative — the 
liaving of a btdouled, degraded littbi dog in their chamber 
through the night, they W(‘ro subjcctcMl to a conflict of 
(‘motions when eyeing him: and there came to them the 
painful, ptu’haps irnuaunuit, perliajjs uncharitable, thought: 
— that th(‘ siiuun* who has roll(ul in the abominable, must 
chuiusi^ him and do things to polisli him and p(‘rfume be- 
fool again (unbraced even by the mind: if imhuMl wo (ian 
ercr hav(‘. our old stuitiment for him again ! Mr. Stuart 
Ibuu might dt‘ei(h‘, it for them. Kay, before even th(^ luvart 
(uul)rac(^s him, he must eomph'.tcly purify himself. That is 
to say, t;h(‘ onliaary human sinner save wlnui a imlative. 
(Contemplating Tasso, tlH‘ luiaris of the ladies gushed out in 
pity of an innoe(*nt litth‘ dog, knowing not evil, dependent 
on luH frhuuLs for lud}) to be [mrifKuI; — m*c(^ssarily kept at 
a distance: tiH‘ vt‘ry look of him ]>n‘serib(Hl extreme sepa- 
ration, as far as pra(‘ti(‘abl(‘. But th(*y had proof of a love 
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almost greater than it was previous to the offence, in the 
tender precautions they took to elude repulsion. 

He was rolling on the rug, communicating contagion. 
Plasks of treble-distilled lavender water, and their favourite, 
traditional in the family, ecvii Arqiiebumde, were on the 
toilet-table. They sprinkled his basket, liberally sprinkled 
the rug and the little dog. Perfume-pastilles were in otie 
of the sitting-rooms below; and Virginia would liavt‘ gcme 
down softly to fetch a box, but Dorotiiea restraiiunl lu‘r, in 
pity for the servants, with the remark: It would give us 
a nightmare of a Poman Catholic Cathedral! A bit ot 
the window was lifted by Dorothea, cautiously, that prowl- 
ing outsiders might not be attracted. Tasso was vvootul to 
his basket. He seemed inquisitive; the iintidott^ of his 
naughtiness excited him ; his tail circhal alter his iuu7,'/,le 
several times ; then he lay. A silken scarf steeped in ettu 

Arquehiisade was flung across him. 

Their customary devout observances concluded, lights 
were extinguished, and the ladies kisstal, and entc'red their 
beds. 

Their beds were not homely to them. Dorothea thought 
that Virginia was long in settling herself. Virginia, did 
not like the sound of Dorothea’s double sigh. Both listt»n(‘d 
anxiously for the doings of Tasso. He rttstod. 

He was uneasy; he was rounding his basket oii(a‘ more; 
unaware of the exaggeration of his initpiitons condiud., poor 
innocent, he shook that dreadful coat of his! He had dis- 
placed the prophylactic cover of the stairf. 

He drove them in a despair to spcculatt‘on the* contcmtiuiit 
between the perfume and the stench in junction, with such 
a doubt of the victory of which of the two, as drags us to 
fear our worst. It steals into our nostrils, poss(tsBe‘s tluun. 
As the History of Mankind has informed us, W(‘ were h‘cl 
up to our civilization by the nose. But Philosophy warns 
us on that eminence, to beware of trustiiig cxclusivady to 
our conductor, lest the mind of us «at least In^ plungiul i)ac.k 
into barbarism. The ladies hated both the cause and tlie 
consequence, they had a revirlsion from tiic object, of tiic 
above contention. But call it not a contention : tlier(‘ is 
nobility in that. This was a compromise, a (U‘gradiug union, 
with very sickening results. Whether they came of an 
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excess of the sprinkling, could not well be guessed. The | 

drenching at least was righteously intended. 

Beneath their shut eyelids, they felt more and more the 
oppression of a darkness not laden with slumber. They 
saw it in solidity; themselves as restless billows, drived |1 

dashing to the despondent sigh. Sleep was denied them, 

Tasso slei)t. Me had sinned unknowingly, and that is 
not a spiritual sin; tlio chastisement confers the pardon. 

But why wa,s this ineffable blessing denied to them? | 

Was it that tlii^y might have a survey of all the day’s j 

deeds and (ixa.nune them under the cruel black beams of ; 

Insomnia? 1 

Virginia said: ** You are wakeful.” 

‘‘Tlioughtful,” was the answer. 

A century of tli(‘. midnight rolled on. ’) 

Dorotluai said: behaved very beautifully.” / 

1 look(‘d at the (rcueral’s portrait while he besought j 

us,” Virginia. repU(‘d. ‘ 

*‘()ne s(M‘s him in Victor, at Victor’s age. Try to sleep.” | 

“1 do. I pray that you may.” 

Hihuum (*,ourted sIuiuIku*. Their interchange of s])OGch h 

from the postun^ of bodi(‘s on their backs, had been low 'j 

and dcdib(*rat(‘, in tlui tone of the vaults. Dead silence | 

recallcHl tin* strangtuu\ss of it. The night was breathless; 
their opcui window a pmul bestowing no boon. The.y were I 

mutually ha.uuted by sound of the. gloomy rpiery at th(‘ nos-' 
tills of (‘.adi when drawing tln^. vital breath. But for that, 
they thought tln'y might hav(^ slept. 

H(‘d spak(‘ to Ixul: : 

“Tlie words of Mr. Stuart Item last Sunday ^ 
** Ih* said: ‘ Ih‘ just.’ Could one but see direction! ” | 

“ In obscurity, fediiig is a guide.” I 

^‘ITie lumrt.’’ | 

It may sometimias be followed.” 

VVhcui it couctnms the family.” 

would liavo the living,' who are seeking peace, be 

Just.” 

“ Not to uHsume the seat of justice.” | 

Again tluiy lay as tombstone rdfigies, that have com- 
mitted the passage of affairs to another procession of the ' 

Ages. 
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There was a gentle sniff, in hopeless confirmation of the 
experience of its predecessors. A sister to it ensued. 

“ Could Victor have spoken so, without assurance in his 
conscience, that his entreaty was righteously addressed to 
us? that we . . 

“ And no others ! 

think of his language. He loves the child.” 

^'In heart as in mind, he is eminently gifted; acknowl- 
edgeing error.” 

“ He was very young.” 

The huge funereal minutes conducted their sonorous 
hearse, the hour. 

It struck in the bedroom Three. 

No more than three of the clock, it was the voice telling 
of half the precious restorative night hours wasted. 

Now, as we close our eyelids when we would go to sleep, 
so must we, in expectation of the peace of mind granting 
us the sweet oblivion, preliminarily do something which 
invokes, that we may obtain it. 

^^Dear,” Dorothea said. 

know indeed,” said Virginia. 

“We may have been! ” 

“Not designingly.” 

“Indeed not. But harsh it maybe named, if the one 
innocent is to be the sufferer.” 

“The child can in no sense be adjudged guilty.” 

“It is Victor^s child.” 

“He adores the child.” 

Wheels were in mute motion within them ; and pr(‘S(‘ntly 
the remark was tossed-up : 

“In his coming to us, it is possible to see pat(‘rnal 
solicitude.” 

Thence came fruit of reflection : 

“To be instrumental as guides to a tender young lift*! ” 

Eeflection heated with visions : 

“ Once our dream ! ” 



They had the happier feeling of composure, though 
Tasso possessed the room. Not Tasso, but a subliniatcul 
offensiveness, issue of the antagonistically combined, 
dispersed to be the more penetrating; insomuch that it 
seemed to them they could not ever again make use of 
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eau d’Arquebusade without the vitiating reminder. So true 
were the words of Mr. Stuart Eem: measures to 

purification are the most delusive of our artifices.” Fatigue 
and its refiectious helped to be peacefuller. Their souls 
were mounting to a serenity above the nauseating degrada- 
tion, to which the poor little dog had dragged them. 

Victor gave his promise.” 

At least, concession would not imply contact with the 
guilty.” 

Both sighed as they took-up the burden of the vaporous 
Tasso to (irop him; with the greater satisfaction in the 
expelling of their breath. 

‘‘It might be said, dear, that concession to his entreaty 
does not in any way countenance the sin.” 

“1 can see, dear, how it might be read as a reproof.” 

Their exchange of sentences followed meditative pauses; 
Dorothea leading. 

“To one so sensitive as Victor I ” 

“A month or two of our society for the child!” 

“ It is not the length of time.” 

“The limitation assures against maternal claims.” 

“She would not dare,” 

“He uses the words: ‘her serious respect’ for us. 1 
should not wish to listen to him often.” 

“We listen to a higher.” 

“ It may really 1)0, that the child is like him.” 

“Not resembling Mr. Stuart Bern’s Clementina!” 

“ A week of that child gave us our totally sleepless night.” 

“One thiTika more hopefully of a child of Victor’s.” 

“ He would preponderate.” 

“ He would.” 

They sighed; but it was now with the relief of a light- 
ened oppression. 

“If, (lc‘.ar, in truth the father’s look is in the child, he 
has tht^ gnuiter xaaiaon to desire for her a taste of our 
atmosphere.” 

“Do not pursue it. Bleep.” 
prayer!” 

“ Your mention of our atmosphere, dear, destroys my 
power to fnune one. Do you, for two. But I would 
^anse my heart.’ 


m 


238 ONE OF OTTR CONQUEROES 

“ There is none purer/’ t 

“Hush.” 

Virginia spoke a more fervent word of praise of her 
sister^ and had not the hushing response to it. She heard 
the soft regular breathing. Her own was in downy fellow- 
ship with it a moment later. 

At the hour of nine, in genial daylight, sitting over the 
crumbs of his hotel breakfast, Victor received a little note 
that bore the handwriting of Dorothea Duvidney. 

“Dear Victor, we are prepared to receive the child for a 
month. In haste, before your train. Our love. D. and V.” 

His face flashed out of cloud. 

A more precious document had never been handed to 
him. It chased back to midnight the doubt hovering over 
his belief in himself; — phrased to say, that he was no 
longer the Victor Eadnor known to the world. And it 
extinguished a corpse-light recollection of a baleful dn^am 
in the night. Here shone radiant witness of Ids being the 
very man; save for the spot of his recent confusion in 
distinguishing his identity or in feeling that he stood 
whole and solid. — Because of two mature maiden ladies? 
Yes, because of two maiden ladies, my good fellow. And 
friend Colney, you know the ladies, and what the getting 
round them for one’s purposes really means. 

The sprite of Colney Durance had struck 1dm smartly 
overnight. Victor’s internal crow was over Colney now. 
And when you have the optimist and pessimist acaittdy 
opposed in a mixing group, they direct lively conversations 
at one another across the gulf of distance, even of time. 
For a principle is involved, be.sides tlie knowledge of tln^ 
other’s triumph or dismay. The coii])le are scales of a 
balance; and not before last night had Victor ever con- 
sented to think of Colney ascending while he dro|)ped low 
to graze the pebbles. 

He left his hotel for the station, singing the great aria 
of the fourth Act of the Favor lt(t: neglected since that 
mighty German with his Rienzi^ and Tannhdaserj and 
Tristan amd Isolda^ had mastered him, to the disphuuonent 
of his boyhood’s beloved sugary -mis and -antes and -zeMu; 
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had clearly mastered, not beguiled, him; had wafted him 
up to a new realm, invigorating if severer. But now his 
youth would have its voice, lie travelled up to town with 
Sir Abraham Quatley, and talked, and took and gave hints 
upon City and Commercial affairs, while the honeyed 
Italian of the conventional, gloriously animal, stress^ and 
liutttn* had a revel in his veins, now and then mutedly 
ebullient at the mouth: honeyed, golden, rich in visions; 
— having surely much more of Nature’s encouragement to 
her children ? 


CHAPTER XXIV 

NKSTAks ENGAGEMENT 

A woRP in his ear from Fenellan, touching that man 
Blathenoy, set the wheels of Victor’s brain at work ii})on 
his (Ud'enct*s, for a minute, on the walk Westward. Who 
knew? who did not know! He had a torpid conscious- 
ness that he criugiMl to the world, with an entreaty to the 
great monster to hold off in ignorance; and the next in- 
stant, he had caught its miserable spies by the lurcher 
neck and was towering. He dwelt on his contempt of 
thiun, to curtain the power they could stir. 

‘‘Tlui little woman, you say, took to Dartrey ?” 

Ftmellan, with the usual apologetic moderation of a 
second state, ment, thought “there was the look of it.” 

''Well, we must watch over her. Dartroyl — but T)ar- 
trey ’s an hoiunst fellow with women. But men are men. 
V(U*y fhw men spart} a woman when the mad lit is on her. 
A little woman *—• pretty little woman!' — wife to Jacob 
Pdatluuioy ! Shci mustn’t at her age have any close choos- 
ing— iuuh*r her hand. And Dartrey ’s just tlie ligure to 
strike a spark in a tinder-box lu^ad.” 

“ With a husband who ’d reduce Minerva’s to tinder, aftc? 
a month of liim I ” 

“He spent his honeymoon at his place at Wrensham; 
told me so.” Blathenoy luul therefore then heard of tha 
building of Lakelands by the Victor Radnor of the City; 
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and had then, we guess — in the usual honeymoon boasting 
of a windbag with his bride — wheezed the foul gossip, to 
hide his emptiness and do duty for amusement of the pretty 
little caged bird. Probably so. But Victor knew that 
Blathenoy needed him and feared him. Probably the wife 
had been enjoined to keep silence; for the Blachingtons, 
Pannings and others were, it could be sworn, blank Jind 
unscratched folio sheets on the subject: — as yet; unless 
Mrs. Burman had dropped venom. 

“One pities the little woman, eh, Penellan ? 

“Dartrey won’t be back for a week or so; and they ’re off 
to Switzerland, after the dinner they give. I heard from 
him this morning; one of the Clanconans is ill.” 

“Lucky. But wherever Blathenoy takes her, he must 
be the same ^ arid bore,’ as old Colney says.” 

“A domestic simoom,” said Penellan, booming it: and 
Victor had a shudder. 

“Awful thing, marriage, to some women! We cdiain 
them to that domestic round; most of them have n’t the 
means of independence or a chance of winning it; and all 
that ’s open to them, if they ’ve made a bad cast for a mate 
— and good Lord! how are they to know before it hs too 
late! — they haven’t a choice except to play tricks or 
jump to the deuce or sit and ‘ drape in blight,’ as (Jolney 
has it; though his notion of the optional marriages, 
broken or renewed every seven years! — if he means it. 
You never know, with him. It sounds like another s(|uirt 
of savage irony. It’s donkey nonsense, eh ? ” 

“The very hee-haw of nonsense,” Penellan ac(piics(*<‘d. 

“Come, come; read your Scriptures; donkeys liavc 
shown wisdom,” Victor said, rather leaning to tlu* tin* me 
of a fretfulness of women in the legal yoke, “'^riiev ’rc 
donkeys till we know them for prophets. Who can itdl ! 
Colney may be haile.d for one fifty years hence.” 

Penellan was not invited to enter tlie house, although 
the loneliness of his lodgeings was known, and also, that 
he played whist at his Club. Victor had grounds for turn- 
ing to him at the door and squeezing his liand warmly, by 
way of dismissal. In ascribing them to a weariiu'ss at 
Penellan’s perpetual acquiescence, he put the covau* on 
them, and he stamped it with a repudiation of the (duirge, 
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tliat Colney’s views upon tlie great Marriage Question I 

were the ^‘very hee-haw of nonsense.” They were not the * 

hee-haw; in fact, viewing the host of marriages, they were J 

for discussion; there was no bray about them. He could ] 

not feel them to be absurd while Mrs. Burmaids tenure of ; 

existence barred the ceremony. Anything for a phrase ! lie ^ 

murmured of Fonellan’s talk; calling him, Dear old boy, * 

to soften the slight. ' ^ 

ISfataly had not seen Fenellan or heard from Dartrey; 
so she continued to be uninformed of her hero's release; 
and that was in the order of happy accidents. She had ' I 

hardly to look her interrogation for the news; it radiated. | 

Ibit he stated such matter-of-course briefly. “The good J 

ladies are rt'ady to receive our girl.” | 

Her chagrin resolved to a kind of solace of her draggled '4 

pride, in tlie idea, that he who tamed everybody to submis- 
sion, might wtdl have command of her. j 

The note, signed I), and V., was shown, a: 

Tluu’C stood tlu‘. wonls. And last night she had been | 

partly of the oiiinion of Goluey ])uranct‘. She sank down ‘j 

among the unnuisoning abj<‘ct; — not this time with hcvr 
pmdect love of him, but with a resistance and a dubiety 
uudc?r (‘.omjiressiou. For she had not (piitc comprehended 
why Nesta should go. This rea<liiu‘.ss of the Duvidney | 

ladit's to retauve the girl, stopped her mental incpxiries. J 

She beggtal for a week^s delay; “luTore the parting,” as ' 

her dear old silly moth<u‘’s pathos whimpered it, of tlie ! 

se])aration for a montli ! and lu^ smiled and hummed ])l(‘as- 
antly at any small peddtion, thinking her in error to expec't 
^)artr<»y^s rt'turn to town iKdVua*. the close of a week; and 
then womleriug at vvoimui, mildly denouncing in his heart 
the motluu’s wlio ran risk of disturhing their daughters^ ! 

l)osoms with n‘gard to particular heroes married or not. 5 

Dartrey attracbal wonnui: 1 h‘. was om^ of the men who do it. 
without tdTori. Vie.tor’s providimt mind blamed the mother 
for tlu^ indisercudaiess of Ihu' wish to have him among them, 
lUit DudU*y had betui making way bravely of late; be 
improviul; he In^gaii to l)loom, Uk(^ a Spring flower of tln^ 
garden prott^cted from frosts under glass; and Fredi was. 
tlie shcdtcuung and nourishing bestower of the lessons. 

One could siH^, his (piestions and other little points re- 
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vealed, that he had a certain lover^s dread of Dartrey 
Penellan; a sort of jealousy: Victor understood the feeling. 
To love a girl, who has her ideal of a man elsewhere in 
another, though she may know she never can wed the man, 
and has not the hope of it, is torment to the lover quail- 
ing, as we do in this terrible season of the priceless deli- 
ciousness, stripped against all the winds that blow; skin- 
less at times. One gets up a sympathy for the poor shy 
dependent shivering lover. Nevertheless, here was young 
Dudley waking, visibly becoming bolder. As in the flute- 
duets, he gained fire from concert. The distance between 
Oronidge and Moorsedge was two miles and a quarter. 

Instead of the delay of a whole week, Victor granted four 
days, which embraced a musical evening at Mrs. John 
Cormyn's on the last of the days, when Nesta was engaged 
to sing with her mother a duet of her own composition, 
the first public fruit of her lessons in counterpoint from 
rigid Herr Strauscher, who had said what he had said, in 
letting it pass: eulogy, coming from him. So Victor 
heard, and he doated on the surprise to come for him, in a 
boyish anticipation. The girl^s little French ballads under 
tutelage of Louise de Seilles promised, though they wcu’c 
imitative. If Strauscher let this pass . . . Victor saw 
Grand Opera somewhere to follow; Englaiuhs claim to be a 
creative musical nation vindicated : and the genius of the 
fair sex as well. 

He heard the duet at Mrs. Cormyn’s; and he imagimul 
a hearing of his Fredi’s Opera, and her godmother^s dedight 
in it; the once-famed Sanfredini’s consent to be the dirif 
at a rehearsal, and then her compelling lier hidalgo (hitjur 
to consent further: an event not inconceivable. For Ihu'o 
was downright genius; the flowering aloe of the many 
years in formation; and Colney adinitttal the song to 
have a streak of genius; though he wotild ])ettishly and 
stupidly say, that our modern newspaper Press is able now 
to force genius for us twenty or so to the mouth, (‘xctluding 
Sundays — our short pauses for the iiicubatioii of it. Pcail 
rare genius was in that song, nothing forced; and excjulsitc^ 
melody; one of those melodies which fling gold (diains 
about us and lead us off, lead us back into Fdtm, Victor 
hummed at bars of it on tlie drive homeward. Ills darlings 


nesta’s engagement 


243 


had to sing it again in the half-lighted drawing-room. 

The bubble-happiness of the three was vexed only by tid- 
ings heard from Colney during the evening of a renewed 
instance of Skepsey^s misconduct. Priscilla G-raves had 
hurried away to him at the close of Mr. John Cormyn’s 
Concert, in consequence; in grief and in sympathy. Skep- 
sey was to appear before the magistrate next morning, for 
having administered physical chastisement to his wife 
during one of her fits of drunkenness. Colney had seen 
him. His version of the story was given, however, in the 
objectionable humorous manner: none could gather from it 
of what might bo pleaded for Skepsey. His “lesson to 
his wife in the art of pugilism, before granting her Cap- 
tain’s rank among the Defensive Amazons of Old Eng- 
land,’’ was the customary patent absurdity. Bixt it was 
odd, that Skepsey always preferred his appeal for help «■; 

to Colney Durance. Nesta proposed following Priscilla | 

that night. She had hinted her wish, on the way home; .| 

she was urgent, beseeching, when her father lifted praises 
of her: she had to start with lier father by the train at 
seven in the morning, and she could not hear of poor 
Skepsey for a number of hours. She begged a day’s delay; 
which would enable her, she said, to join them in dining 
at the lUachingtou’s, and seeing dear Lakelands again. 

was invited, you know.” Slie spoke in childish style,, 
and under her (yes she*, beheld her father and mother ex- 
changes looks. Hci had a fear that Nataly might sup])ort 
the girPs pedation. Nataly read him to mean, possible 
danger's among the*. ])e‘ople at Wrensham, She had seemed 
he^sitating. After meedang Vie*, tor’s look, her refusal was 
firm. She^ trieul to make it one of distr(‘,ss for the nse of 
the hard word to lu*r own dear girl. Ne^sta spied beneath. 

But what was it ? There was a reason for her going I 
She had a right to stay, and see and talk with Captain 
Dartrey, and she was to' be d(q)orted! 

So now she set herself to remember little incidents at 
Cr<‘ckh(di: particularly a conversation in a very young 
girl’s bewaring, upon Sir Ihimjdirey and Lady Pottil’s 
bediaviour to tho speakers, lu^r parents. She had then, and 
she now had, an extraordinary feeling, as from a wind 
striking upon soft summer weather off regions of ice, that 
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she was in her parents' way. How ? The feeling was 
irrational; it could give her no reply, or only the multi- 
tudinous which are the question violently repeated. She 
slept on it. 

She and her father breakfasted by the London birds’ 
hrst twitter. They talked of Skepsey. Siie spoke of her 
going as exile. “No,” said he, “you’re sure to meet 
friends.” 

Her cheeks glowed. It came wholly through the sud- 
denness of the recollection, that the family-seat of one 
among the friends was near the Wells. 

He was allowed to fancy, as it suited him to fancy, that 
a vivid secret pleasure laid the colour on those ingenuous 
fair cheeks. 

“A solitary flute for me, for a month ! I shall miss my 
sober comrade : got the habit of duetting : and he ’s gentle, 
bears with me.” 

Tears lined her eyelids. “Who would not be, dearest 
dada ! But there is nothing to bear except the honoiu*.” 

“ You like him ? You and I always have the same tastes, 
Fredi.” 

Now there was a reddening of the sun at the mount ; all 
the sky aflame. How could he know that it was not tlu' 
heart in the face ! She reddened because she had perused 
his wishes ; had detected a scheme striking off from tlu;m, 
and knew a man to be the object of it ; and because^ she luul 
at the same time the sense of a flattery in her quick divina- 
tion ; and she was responsively emotional, her blood virginal ; 
often it was a tropical lightning. 

It looked like the heart doing rich painter’s work on 
maiden features. Victor was naturally as decedved as he 
wished to be. 

From his being naturally so, his remarks on Dudley hail 
an air of embracing him as one of the family. “ His maimer 
to me just hits me.” 

“ I like to see him with you,” she said. 

Her father let his tongue run : “ One of the few young 
men I feel perfectly at home with ! I do like dealing wiili 
•a gentleman. I can confide in a gentleman : honour, lH‘art, 
whatever I hold dearest.” 

There he stopped, not too soon. The uirl was mute, fully 
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agreeing, slightly hardening. She had a painful sense of 
separation from her dear Louise. And it was now to be 
from her mother as well : she felt the pain when kissing her 
mother in bed. But this was moderated by the prospect of 
a holiday away out of reach of Mr. Barmby’s pursuing voice,, 
whom her mother favoured : and her mother was concealing 
something from her ; so she could not make the contidante 
of her mother. Nataly had no forewarnings. Her simple 
regrets lilled her bosom. All night she had been taking her 
chastisement, and in the morning it seemed good to her, that 
she should b(i denuded, for her girl to learn the felicity of 
having relatives. 

Bor some reason, over which Nataly mused in the suc- 
ceeding hours, the girl had not spoken of any visit her 
mother was to pay to the Duvidney ladies or they to her. 
Latterly she had not alluded to her mother’s faniily. It 
might mean, that the beloved and dreaded was laying linger 
on a dark thing in the dark; reading syllables by touch 
keeping silena^ over the communications to a mind not yet 
actively speculative, as it is a way with young woimm. 

With young wouum educated for the market, to be timorous, 
consequently secrtdivi*, rather snaky,” Coliiey Durance hatl 
said, iitu* Nesta was not one of the ^Mramed and glazed ” 
description, cited by him, for an example of the triumi)h of 
the |)roduet ; ‘^exactly harmonious with the ninny male’s 
ideal of ftunahs iun()tHm(‘,e,” No; hut what if the mother 
had o|)emul luu* h(‘art to litu* girl ? It had been of late lu‘r 
wish or a dream, sha})iug liourly to a design, now ])ositiv(dy 
to go through that furnae-e. Her knowledge of Victor's 
objection, nistniiiuid an impulse that had not won spring 
enough to ae.t against his e.ouusel or vivify an iiitellig(m(u*. 
grown dull in slav<u*y under him, with r(‘gard to the one 
seeming right eourst*. The ado]>tion of it wcuild have 
woundtul him — iherid'on^ her. Hhe had thought of him 
first ; she had also thought of herself, and she blamed lierstdf 
now. Slie we.ut so far as to tliink, tliat Victor was guilty of 
the s(*-hemer\s e,rror of counting human cnaiture.s arithm(‘t.i- 
cally, in the sum, without the (estimate of distinctive qualities, 
and value luu*e and thena His return to a shivering s(msi- 
tiveu(‘HS on tln^ subjcHd of his girPs enlightenment “ just 
yet,” for whiidi Nataly pitied and loved hinq sharing it, with 
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humiliation for doing so, became finally her excuse. We 
must have some excuse, if we would keep to life. 

Skepsey’s case appeared in the evening papers. He con- 
fessed frankly,’^ he said, to the magistrate, that, acting 
under temporary exasperation, he had lost for a moiuent a 
man’s proper self-command.” He was as frank in stating, 
that he “occupied the prisoner’s place before his Worshi|) a 
second time, and was a second time indebted to the gentle- 
man, Mr. Colney Durance, who so kindly stood by liim.” 
There was hilarity in the Court at his quaint sententious 
envelopment of the idiom of the streets, which he delivered 
with solemnity: “He could only plead, not in absolute 
justification — an appeal to human sentiments — the feel- 
ings of a man of the humbler orders, returning home in the 
evening, and his thoughts upon things not without their 
importance, to find repeatedly the guardian of Ins household 
beastly drunk, and destructive.” Colney made the case (luite 
intelligible to the magistrate ; who gravely robed a strain of 
the idiomatic in the officially awful, to keep in tune with 
his delinquent. Ho serious harm bad been done to the 
woman. Skepsey was admonished and released. His wife 
expressed her willingness to forgive him, now hc^ had got 
his lesson ; and she hoped he would understand, that there 
was no need for a woman to learn pugilism. Skepsey would 
have explained; but the case was over, he was hustled out. 

However, a keen young reporter present smelt fun for 
copy; he followed the couple; and in a particular evening 
Journal, laughable matter was printed concerning Skepst^y’s 
view of the pugilism to be imparted to women for tludr 
physical protection in extremity, and the distinction of it 
from the blow conveying the moral lesson to tluMii ; his wife 
having objected to the former, because it annoyed luu* 
he pestered her ; and she was never, she said, rtiady to stand 
up to him for practice, as he called it, except when slu^ had 
taken more than he thought wholesome for her : — had 
no sense. There was a squabble between them, l)(‘ca,usc he 
chose to scour away to his master’s office instead of cond mat- 
ing her home with the honours. Hesta read tlui young 
reporter’s version, with shrieks. She led the ladicus of 
Moorsedge to discover amusement in it. 

At first, as her letter to her mother described them, they 
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were like a pair of pieces of costly China, with the settled 
smile, and cold. She saw but the outside of them, and she 
continued reportiTig the variations, which steadily deter- 
mined to warmth. On the night of the third day, they 
kissed her tenderly ; they were human figures. 

No one could be aware of the trial undergone by the good 
ladies in ree.eiving her ; Victor’s child; but, as their phrase 
would have run, had they dared to give it utterance to one 
anothe-r, a child of sin. How foreign to them, in that 
character, how strange, when she was looked on as an 
inhabitant of tluur h()us<‘, they hardly dared to estimate ; 
until the timorous estimation, from gradually swelling, 
suddenly sank; miture invaded them; they could discard 
the alienating sense of the taint ; and not onl}’^ did they no 
longer fear tlu^ monumt when Mr. Stuart 'Rem or Miv 
Rosterh'.y might call for eveuiug tea, but they consulted 
upon inviting the married one of those gentlemen, to “divert 
dear Nesta.” Kvery night slui slept well, in all she did, 
she proved slui was “of the blood.” She had Victor’s 
animattul eyt's ; she miglit have, they dreaded to think, hia 
eloqueiuHj. They put it down to his eloquence entirely,, 
that their resistane,e to his petition liad been overcome, for 
similarly with the treatment of the private acts of royal 
])tu%Honages by huupie.y History, the.re is, in the minds of the 
iiltra-(Uviliz(Hl, an insistance, that any event having a con- 
se(pum(u*. in matU^rs ptu’sonal to them, be at all hazards 
reconh^d witli tlu^ utmost nic(‘.ty in decency. By such means, 
tliey pr(;Hervt^ thi^ ctu’cmonial self-respect, which is a necessity 
of tiieir existe.ue.e. ; and so they maintain the regal elevation 
ovtu* the awtKstruc.k subjects of tluiir interiors; who might 
otherwise rcivolt, pull down, scatter, dishonour, expose for a 
shallow fiction tlie holit^st, the most vital to them. ‘ A dem- 
ocratic. (uul spirit is abroad, generated among congregations, 
often perilously communicating its wanton laughter to the 
(hisperab^ wie.ke.duess they know (not solely through the 
monition of Mr, Stuart Hem) to lurk within. It has to be 
excluded : on tuudjiiu points they must not think. The night 
of Tasso was darkly (ilouded in the minds of the pure ladies : 
a rift wcmld have seizcul their half-slumbering sense of smell, 
to re.vivi^ iht^ night, poriiaps disorder the stately march of 
their intelligeuceB, 
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Victor’s eloquence, Victor’s influence, Victor’s child : lie 
carried them as a floodstreain, insomuch that their reception 
of this young creature of the blot on her birth, was regarded 
by them in the unmentioned abstract, and the child’s 
presence upon earth seen with the indulgence (without the 
naughty curiosity) of the loyal moral English for the mi- 
merous offspring of the peccadillos of their inonarchs. 
These things pass muster from being “ Britannically co- 
cooned in the purple,’' says our irreverent satirist; and the 
maiden ladies’ passion of devotion to the blood ’’ helped to 
blind them ; but still more so did the imperious urgency to 
curtain cl'' sely the night of Tasso, throwing all its conse- 
quences upon Victor’s masterful tongue. Whence it (uisued 
(and here is the danger for illogical individuals as well as vast 
communities, who continue to batten upon flction when the 
convenience of it has taken the place of pleasure), tluit they 
had need to exalt his eloquence, for a cloak to their conduct; 
and doing it, they fell into a habit of yielding to him ; they 
disintegrated under him; rules, principles, morality, 
shaken to some confusion. And still proceeding thus, they 
now and then glanced back, more wonderingly than con- 
victed sinners upon their days of early innocence, at the 
night when successfully they withstood him. They who 
had doubted of the rightness of letting Victor’s girl come 
into collision with two clerical gentlemen, one of whom 
was married, permitted him now to bring the Hon. Dudley 
Sowerby to their bouse, and make appointments to meed; Mr. 
Dudley Sowerby under a roof that sheltered a young lady, 
evidently the allurement to the scion of aristocraciy ; of 
whose family Mr. Stuart Eem had spoken in the very kind- 
ling hushed tones, proper to the union of a sacerdotal and 
an English citizen’s veneration. 

How would it end ? And if some day this exccdhuit Mr. 
Dudley Sowerby reproached them ! He could not have a 
sweeter bride, one more truly a lady in education and 
manners; but the birth ! the child’s name! Their troulde 
was emitted in a vapour of interjections. Very perplexing 
was it for the good ladies of strict principles to r<‘ti(‘ct, as 
dimly they did, that the concrete presence of dear Nesta 
silenced and overcame objections to her being upon (^arth. 
She seemed, as it were, a draught of redoubtable Nature 
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Inebriating morality. But would others be similarly af- 
fected? Victor might get his release, to- do justice to the 
mother : it would not cover the child. Prize as they might 
the quality of the Radnor blood (drawn from the most 
ancient of original I>ritaiids princes), there was also the 
Cantor blood for consideration j and it was old, noble, proud. 
Would it be satisfied in matching itself with great wealth, 
a radiant health, and the good looks of a young flower? 
For the sake of tlie dear girl, the ladies hoped that it would; 
and they enlarged the outline of their wedding present, 
while, in their minds, the noble English family which could 
be satisfied so, was lowered, partaking of the taint they had 
personally ceased to recognize. 

Of one thing they were sure, and it enlisted them : the 
gentleman loved the girl. Her love of him, had it been 
prominent to view, would have stirred a feminine sigh, not 
more, except a feminine lecture to follow. kSIic was quite 
uninfiamed, fresh and cool as a spring. His ardour had no 
disguise. They measured him by the favourite iictioifs 
heroes of their youth, and found him to gaze, talk, comport 
himself, according to the prescription; correct grammar, 
finished seiittnu^es, all that is exp(‘cted of a gentleman, 
enamoured; and ever with the watchful intentness for his 
lady’s faintest first dawn of an inclining to a wish. Mr. 
Dudhy Sowerby’s eyt^ upon bTesta was really an apprentice. 
There is in Love’s young st^asou a magnanimity in the 
male kintl, 'fhtdr superior strength and knowledge are 
made substu'vient to tlic distaff of thc^ w(‘aker and shallower: 
they crown luu* (|ueeu; luu* look is their maiulatcj. So was 
it wlum Sir (hiurh's and Sir Rupeu’t and tln^ estimable 
Villiers Davenant touclied maidenly hearts to throb: so is 
it now, with the Hon. Dudhy Sowerhy. 

Veuy haltinglyq tlu‘, ladies were guilty of a suggestion to 
Victor. Oh ! Fredi ? ” said he; ‘Lulmires her, no doubt ; 
and so do I, so w(» all do; alus ’s one of tin* nice girls ; but 
as t<,) Cupid’s darts, slu‘ belongs to the eueumber fajuily, and 
he shoots without findug. We shall do the mischief if wo 
put an interdict. Don’t you remomlHir the green days when 
obstacles were the friction to light that match ? ” Their 
pretty nod of assent displayed the virgin })rid0 of the 
remembrance: they dn^amed of having once been exceed- 
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hi» n‘H!u*.i fi.f W to press their suggestion. Incidentally, 
with a^lv !, o"' ”'' convey to her husband; 

would' further amount his only child 
^rhiiiu^ls f i furious effect was produced on them. 

imaginatively mercenary, as the 
tif fho wealth coimnonly are, they talked 

*• imlf .li ;^od over in the solitude^)! their c.luunber. 

» rhf* \ ^^^‘0‘ritHl for less.” 8ueh an heiress, they said^ 

u-n'h • ^,‘dueipality. Victor had su[)pli(‘d them 

f *''Pology to the gentleman proposing 

to Nesia ui tlunr house. i i b 

♦ I is, that Dudley Sowerhy did this on 

le eenth day of September ; and that it was not known to 
thiM amsid s parents before the twenty-third; as they were 
a\iay (ui an eKcursiou South Tyrol : — away, howu, with 
jiiH r a worti of the hurried de.parture to their envious, t?.xiled 
girl ; t lougii they (Pp her of new eonstru(*tions at 

tlie tionUou bouse partly causing them to fly. Subj(‘et to 
tiimr eomsent, she wrote, she had given hers. The letter 
was teh‘granun on the essential point. Bhe wrote of Mr. 
Barmb^y h having visited Mr.Tosterley at the. Wells, and she 
put It just as flatly, ||(*|. principal concern, to judge by lier 
writing, was, to know wliat Mr. Durance had done, during 
her at)Hcnu?e, with the group of emissary-advocates of the vari- 
ous tongues of Europe on board tlui sttuuu-Liner (*ondiH‘ting' 
them the first stage of tludr journey to the Court of Japan. 

^'^^tiellan had written his opinion, that all 
these ilelegates of the different Europi^an nationalities, 
were nothing other tlian dupes of a New York Syndie.atc 
of American Humoun,stH, not without an eye on the main- 
chance^ ; 5 Uk 1 he Was sure tht^y would be set to debate 
publicly, before an audiema* of high-priced tickets, in the 
principal North American Cities, previous to the embarca- 
tion lor tla|>an at Ban Francisia). Mr. Fencllan eulogized 
the immense astuteneas of Dr. (Taimius in taking his 
daughten* Delphica with him. Dr, (raimias had singled 
forth poor Dr. Bouthoin for the object of his attacks ; but 
Ncsta wm chiefly anxious to hear of Dcdphica's proceedings ; 
glie was immensely interested in Delphica, and envied her ; 
and the girrs funny speculations over the play of Dclphica'a 
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divers arts upon the Greek, and upon the Eussian, and upon 
the English curate Mr. Semhiaus, and upon M. Falarique — 
set Galli(?ally pluming and crowing out of an Alsace-Lorraine 
growl — were clever. Only, in such a letter, they were 
amazing. 

Nataly received it at Gampiglio, when about to start for 
an excuirsion down the Sarca Valley to Arco. Her letter of 
reply was delayed. One to Victor from Dudley Sowerby, 
awaite.il them, on their return. “ Confirms Frecii,” he said, 
showing it, and praising it as commendable, properly fervid. 
Hlui made. prett‘n(‘e to retid, she saw the words. 

Her short beat of wings was over. She had joined her- 
self witli Vi<‘.tor’s leap for a ciiange, thirsting for the 
scenery of the white j)eaks in heaven, to enjoy through his 
enjoy imuit, if her own capacity was dead: and she had 
found it r(*viv(‘, up to some recovery of her old songful 
readiness for invocations of pleasure. Escape and beauty 
beckoiunl ahead; btdiind were the chains. These two 
hitters of tlie one. fa(‘.t [ducked her back. The chained 
body bore the (iuttering spirit: or it was the spirit in bonds, 
that <lraggt‘d the. hotly. Both were abashed before the 
imagt^ of htu* girl. Out of the riddle of her strange Nesta, 
one thing was tdtsir: she did not lovtj tlie man: and Nataly 
tasted gladness in that, from the cup of poisonous regrets 
at thti thought. Htu* girPs luuart would not be broken. 
But if he so strongly loved her, as to hold to this engage- 
numt ? . . . It miglit th(‘.u Ih‘, worse. She dropped a plumb- 
lint*. into tilt* young man, sounding him by what she knew of 
him ami judgt*d. She had to rev(*rt to Nesta’s charm, for 
tin*. aH8urant*t? ot his an(‘,hor(Ml attachment. 

H<*r htditlay iotik tin* burthm of her trouble, and amid the 
bcsauty t)f a dist*uchanted scene, she resumed the London 
incubus. 

‘‘ Ytm toltl him of her being at the Wells ? in the 
neighbourhood, Victor? ” 

** Did idt you know, my dtuar, the family-seat is Oronidge, 
twt) mil(‘s init from tlie Wells? — and particularly pretty 
country.” 

1 hatl forgotten, if I ever heard. You will not let him 

be in iguoram^t^ ? ” 

My dear love, you are pale about it, This is a matter 
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between men. I write, thanking for the honour and so 
forth; and I appoint an interview; and I show him my 
tablets. He must be told, necessarily. Incidents of this 
kind come in their turn. If Dudley does not account him- 
self the luckiest young fellow in the kingdom, he ’s not 
worthy of his good fortune. I wish they were both In 're 
now, honeymooning among these peaks, seeing the crescent 
over one, as we did last night ! 

“ Have you an idea, in reading Hesta^s letter? 

Seems indifferent? — mere trick to hide the bluslies. 


And I, too, I’m interested in Delphica. Delphica and 
.|| ' ^ Falarique will be fine stage business. Of course, Dr. 

\ Bouthoin and his curate 1 — we know what Old England 

5 has to expect from Colney.” 

\ “At any rate, Mr. Durance hurts no one. You will, in 

; your letter, appoint the day of the interview ? ” 

|j. ^ “Hurts himself! Yes, dearest; appoint for — ten days 

p ;; homeward — eleventh day from to-day. And you to Enaii : 

i; ' a bit of description — as you can, my Nataly ! Hapi)y to 

be a dolomite, to be painted by Nataly’s pen.” 

p ^ The sign is evil, when we have a vexatious ringing in 

I , the ear of some small piece of familiar domestic chat.ti'r, 

. ■ and subject it to scrutiny, hang on it, worry and magnify 

’ it. What will not creatures under sway of the sensational 

life, catch at to emphasize and strengthen distuvste, until 
distaste shall have a semblance of reason, in the pm-iod of 
I the mind’s awakening to revolt! Nataly shrank from 

’o . name of dolomite, detested the name, though tlni serm s 

regained their beauty or something of it beneath her slimv- 
ery vision. Every time Victor spoke of dolomites on t he 
journey homeward, she had at heart an accusatio!i of lu'r 
cowardice, her duplicity, frailty, treachery to the. ]iigh(\st. of 
■ , her worship and sole support of her endurance in tht^ world : 

, j not much blaming him: but the degrading view of herself 

j'l ^ sank them both. On a shifty soil, down goes tlie idol. For 

f ^ him she could plead still, for herself she could not. 

! , The smell of the Channel brine inspirited her sulliei(‘ii l,]y 

I to cast off the fit and make it seem, in the maim a bodily 

depression ; owing to causes, of which she was beginning to 
have an apprehensive knowledge: and tlu'.y were nut su 
fearful to her as the gloom they displaced. 
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CHAPTEE XXV 

NATALY IN ACTION 

A TUCKET of herald newspapers told the world of Victor’s 
returning to his London. 1‘retty Mrs. Blathenoy wa.s 
Nataly’s first afternoon visitor, and was graciously received ; 
no sign of inquiry for the cause of the lady’s alacirity to 
greet her being shown. Golney Durance came in, bringing 
the rumour of an Australian cantatriem to kindle Europe ; 
Mr. Peridon, a seeker of tidings from the city of Bourges ; 
Miss Prisiiilla Graves, reporting of Skepsey, in a holiday 
Sunday tone, that his alcoholic partner might at any moment 
release him ; Mr. Septimus Barmby, with a hanged heavy 
look, suggestive of a wharfsido crane swinging tlie ])onder- 
ous thing he had to say. “ 1 have seen Miss Eadnor.” 

“ She was well ? ” the mother asked, and the grand basso 
pitched forth an affirmative. 

“Dear sweet girl she is! ” Mrs. Blathenoy exclaimed to 
Coluey. 

He bowed, “Very sweet. And can let fly on you, like 
a haggis, for a scratch.” 

She laughed, glad of an escape from the conversational 
fornialitiiLs imposed on her by this Mrs. Victor Eadnor’s 
mighty manner. “ But what girl worth anything ! . . . 
W’e all (^an do that, I hope, for a scratch ! ” 

Mr. Barmby’s Profession dissented. 

Mr. Catkin appeared ; t(!n minutes after his Peridon. He 
had met Victor near the Kxeliange, and had left him hum- 
ming the tiDii fk xiKjno of Eunani. 

“Ah, when Victor takes to Verdi, it’s a flat City, and 
wants a burst of drum and brass,” Coluey said ; and he 
hiuume<l a bnv bars of the march in Attila, .and shrugged. 
Me and Victor hail once admired that blatancy. 

Mr. Pempton apjteared, according to anticipation. He 
sat himself beside Priscilla. Entered Mrs. .fohn Cormyn, 
voluminous; Mrs. Peter Yatt, effervescent; Nataly’s own 
people were about her and she felt at home. 

Mr.s. Blathenoy pushed a small thorn into it, by speaking 
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of Captain Penellan, and aside, as if staring tim with her. 
hTataly heard that Dartrey had been the guest of tliese 
Blathenoys. Even Dartrey was but a man ! 

Rather lower under her voice, the vain little creature 
asked : “You knew her ? ” 

■ “ Her ? ” 

The cool counter-interrogation was disregarded. “So 
sad ! In the desert ! a cup of pure water worth more than 
barrow-loads of gold ! Poor woman 1 ” 

Who ? 

His wife.’’ 

^^Wife! ” 

“ They were married ? ” 

Nataly could have cried : Snake ! Her play at brevity 
Iftad certainly been foiled. She nodded gravely. A load of 
dusky wonders and speculations pressed at her bosom. She 
disdained to question the mouth which had bitten lier. 

Mrs. Blathenoy, resolving, that despite the jealousy she 
excited, she would have her friend in Captain Fenellan, 
whom she liked — liked, she was sure, quite as innocently 
as any other woman of his acquaintance did, departed : and 
she hugged her- innocence defiantly, with the mournful pride 
which will sometimes act as a solvent. 

A remark or two passed among the company upon her 
pretty face. 

Nataly murmured to Colney: “Is there anything of 
Dartrey’s wife ? ” 

“Dead,” he answered. 

“ When ? ” 

“ Months back. I had it from Simeon. You did n’t 
hear ? ” 

She shook her head. Her ears buzzed. If he had it from 
Simeon Fenellan, Victor must have known it. 

Her duties of hostess were conducted with the official 
smile. 

As soon as she stood alone, she dropped on a chair, like 
one who has taken a shot in the heart, and that hideous 
tumult of wild cries at her ears blankly ceased. Dartrey^ 
Victor, Nesta, were shifting figures of the might-have-been : 
for whom a wretched erring woman, waslied (dean of her 
guilt by death, in a far land, had gone to her end ; vainly 
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gone : and now another was here, a figure of wood, in man’s 
shape, conjured up by one of the three, to divide the two 
others ; likely to be fatal to her or to them : to her, she 
hoped, if the choice was to be; and beneath the leaden 
hope, her heart set to a rapid beating, a fainter, a chill at 
the core. 

She snatched for breath. She shut her eyes, and with 
open lips, lay waiting ; prepared to thank the kindness about 
to hurry her hence, out of the seas of pain, without pain. 

Then came sighs. The sad old servant in her bosom was 
resuming his labours. 

But she had been near it — very near it ? A gush of 
pity for Victor, overwhelmed her hardness of mind. 

Unreflectingly, she tried her feet to support her, and 
tottered to the door, touched along to the stairs, and de- 
scended them, thinking strangely upon such a sudden 
weakness of body, when she would no longer have thought 
herself the weak woman. Her aim was to reach the 
library. >She sat on the stairs midway, pondering over 
the length of her journey : and now her head was clearer ; 
for she was travelling to get Eailway-guides, and might 
have had them from the hands of a footman, and imagined 
that she had considered it prudent to hide her investigation 
of those books : proofs of an understanding fallen backward 
to the state of infant and having to begin our drear ascent 
again. 

A slam of the kitchen stair-door restored her. She be- 
trayed no infirmity of footing as she walked past Arlington 
in the hall ; and she was alive to the voice of Skepsey 
presently on the door-steps. Arlington brought her anot(^ 

Victor had written: ^^My love, I dine with Blatheuoy in 
tlie City, at thtj Walworth. Business. Skepsey for (dothes. 
Eight of us. Formal. A thousaud einbrucos. Late.’^ 

Ske|)Bey was ushered in. His wife had expired at noon, 
he said; and lit? postured decorously tlie grief ho could not 
feel, knowing that a lady would expect it of him. His wife 
had fallen down stone steps; she died in hospital. He 
wisiunl to say, she was no loss to the country ; but he was 
advised within of the prudence of abstaining from comment 
and trusting to Ids posture, and he squeezed a drop of con- 
ventional sensibility out of it, and felt improved. 
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Il^ataly sent a line to Victor: “Dearest, I go to bed early, 
am tired. Dine well. Come to me in the morning.” 

She reproached herself for coldness to poor Skepsey, wlien 
he had gone. The prospect of her being alone until the 
morning had been so absorbing a relief. 

She found a relief also in work at the book of the 
trains. A walk to the telegraph-station strengtlieiuxl her. 
Especially after despatching a telegram to Mr. Dudlty 
Sowerby at Cronidge, and one to hlesta at Moorso(lg(% did 
she become stoutly nerved. The former was requested to 
meet her at Penshurst station at noon, hlesta was to be at 
the station for the Wells at three o’clock. 

From the time of the flying of these telegrams, up to the 
tap of Victor’s knuckle on her bedroom door next morning, 
she was not more reflectively conscious than a packet travel- 
ling to its destination by pneumatic tube. Nor was sin*, 
acutely impressionable to the features and the voice slu' 
loved. 

“You know of Skepsey? ” she said. 

•“Ah, poor Skepsey !^’ Victor frowned and heaved. 

“ One of us ought to stand beside him at the funeral.” 

“ Colney or Fenellan ? ” 

“ I will ask Mr. Durance.” 

“Do, my darling.” 

“ Victor, you did not tell me of Dartrey’s wife.” 

“There again! They all get released! Yes, Dartrcy ! 
Dartrey has his luck too.” 

She closed her eyes, with the desire to be asleep. 

“You should have told me, dear.” 

“Well, my love I Well — poor Dartrey! I faiK'.y C 
hadn’t a confirmation of the news. I remeinbcu’ a horrible 
fit of envy on hearing the hint: not much more than a, hint : 
serious illness, was it? — or expected event, ihirdly worth 
while to trouble my dear soul, till certain. Anything about 
wives forces me to think of myself — my better stdi!” 

“ I had to hear of it first from Mrs. Blathenoy.” 

“You’ve heard of duels in dark rooms: — tliat was the 
case between Blathenoy and me last night for an hour.” 

She feigned somnolent fatigue over her feverish w(‘ariness 
of heart. He kissed her on the forehead. 

Her spell-bound intention to speak of Dudley Sowerby to 
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him^ was broken by tlie sounding of the hall-door, thirty 
minutes later. She had lain in a trance. 

Life surged to her with the thought, that she could decide 
and take her step. Many were the years back since she had 
tiiken a step ; less indt‘pcndeutly then than now; unregretted, 
if fatal. Her brain wa,s lieated for the larger view of 
things and the swifter suniiuing of them. It could put 
the man at a remov'-e from her and say, that she had lived 
with him and sufftired intensely. It gathereil him to her 
breast rejoicing in their union : the sharper the scourge, the 
keene.r the exultation. But she had one reproach to deafen 
and beat down. Tins did not come on lier from tiie world: 
she and the world were too uuudi foot to foot on the 
antagonist's lim^ for her to listtm humbly. It came of her 
quick summary survey of him, which was unnoticed by the 
womaids present fiery mind as being new or strange in any 
way : simply it was a fact slie now read; and it directed her 
to reproach hersidf for an abasement beneath his h^a,dership, 
a blind subserviency and surrender of her faculties to Ins 
gr(uite.r powers, such as no soul of a breathing body should 
yiehl to man : not to the highest, not to the Titan, not to 
the most (Jodlike of men. Under cloak, they demand it. 
They (hmiand their bane. 

And Victor! . . , She had seen into him. 

The riiproach on her wa.s, that she, in her worship, had 
been slave*, not In^lper. Searec^ly was she irreproachable in 
the charae.ter of slave. If it had been but utter slave! she. 
phras(Hl tin*, words, for a furthm- reproach. Slu*. iNnnembered 
having at tiimus murmured, dissented. And it would have* 
been a desp(‘rale proud thought to comfort a slave, that- 
never omu*, had she known evim a secret opposition to the 
will of her lonl. 

But slu*. iiacl : she re(‘.all(Ml instanc(is. Up tluvy rose; up 
ros(j ev(‘rything her mind ranged over, subsiding imme- 
diately when the s<;rvic,(* was done. Slie liad not (;onceived 
lu*.r b(*lovi‘d to be infallibhg sur<*st of guid(‘s in all earthly 
matters. Ibn* intcdle.ct had sometinu^s pr()test(*d. 

What, tlum, had moved iH‘r to swamp it? 

ILm h(‘art answered. And that lu^art also was ar- 
raigiUHl: and tin* heart's lleshly habitation acting on it 
besides : so liagellaut of herself was she: covertly, however, 
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t ( ; I and as tlie chaste among women can consent to let oui 

1 1 ; animal face them. !N’ot grossly, still perceptibly to her 

’ I penetrative hard eye on herself, she saw the senses of the 

i’j L woman under a charm. She saw, and swain whirling with 

I ] : I a pang of revolt from her personal being and this mortal 

^ ^ Mnd. 

Her rational intelligence righted her speedily. She 
■'h' ^ could say in truth, by proof, she loved the man: nature’s 

J love, heart’s love, soul’s love. She had given him her 

: life, 

S It was a happy cross-current recollection, that the very 

I beginning and spring of this wild cast of her life, issued 

II ^ from something he said and did (merest of airy gestures) to 

I signify the blessing of life — how good and fair it is. A 

drooping mood in her had been struck ; he had a look like 
,i,j . the winged lyric up in blue heavens : he raised the head of 

^ the young flower from its contemplation of grave-mould. 

’ That was when he had much to bear: Mrs. Burman pres- 

♦' ' ent : and when the stranger in their household had begun 

to pity him and have a dread of her feelings. The lucent 
splendour of his eyes was memorable, a liglit above the 
rolling oceans of Time. 

\ She had given him her life, little aid. She miglit have 

'[ closely counselled, wound in and out with his ideas. Sen- 

sible of capacity, she confessed to the having been morally 
subdued, physically as well ; swept onward ; and she was 
i I • arrested now by an accident, like a waif of the river-floods 

, by the dip of a branch. Time that it should b(^^ But was 

not Mr. Durance, inveighing against the favoured system 
for the education of women, right when lie declared them 
to be unfitted to speak an opinion on any matter (*xternal 
to the household or in a crisis of the household ? 8he had 
not agreed with him: he presented stinging sentenc<‘s, 
,1 which irritated more than they enlightmiecL Now it 

seemed to her, that the model women or men make pleas- 
t ant slaves, not true mates: they lack the worldly training 

I . to know themselves or take a grasp of circumstances. 

! There is an exotic fostering of the senses for women, 

not the strengthening breath of vital common air. If 
good fortune is with them, all may go well: the stake of 
their fates is upon the perpetual smooth flow of good 
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fortune. She had never joined to the cry of the women. 

Few among them were having it in the breast as loudly. 

Hard on herself, too, she perceived how the social rebel 
had reduced her mind to propitiate a simulacrum, reflected 
from out, of an enthroned Society within it, by an advocacy 
of the existing laws and rules and habits. Eminently ser- 
vile is the tolerated lawbi'eaker: none so conservative. 

Not until we are driven back upon an unviolated Nature, 
do we call to the intellect to think radically : and then we 
begin to think of our fellows. 

Or when we have set ourselves in motion direct for the 
doing of the right thing: have quitted the carriage at the 
station, and secured the ticket, and entered the train, count- 
ing the passage of time for a simple rapid hour before we 
hiivi) eased heart in doing justice to ourself and to another ; 
then likewise the mind is lighted for radiation. That do- 
ing of the right thing, after a term of paralysis, cowardice 
— any evil name — is one of the mighty reliefs, equal to 
happiness, of longer duration. 

Nataly had it. But her mind was actually radiating, and 
the comfort to her heart evoked the image of Dartrey 
Fentdlan. She saw a possible reason for her bluntness 
to the coming scene with Dudley. 

At once site said, No 1 and closed the curtain ; know- 
ing wliat was bediind, counting it nought. She repeated 
almost honestly her positive tiegative. How we are mixed 
of the. many elements 1 she thought, as an observer ; and 
seir-justifyingly thought on, and with truth, that duty 
\irgi‘d lH‘r upon this journey ; and proudly thought, that she I 

had not a shoc-k of the painl’ul great organ in h(‘r breast at 
the ])rosp(‘ct at tlu^ end, or any apprehension of its failure to 
carry lier through. 

Yet the mnnl of peace or some solace needed to prepare 
her for the, intervi^nv turned her imagination bnrningly on 
Dartrey. would not allow hersedf to meditate over 

hopes and Hcdnum^s : ^ — Nesta free : Dartrey free. She vowed 
to luu* soul sacredly* — and she was one of those in whom ’ 

the Divinity liv(^8, that they may do so — not to speak a 
word for the influencing of Dudley save the one fact. Conse- 
quently, for a personal indulgence, she mused ; she caressed 
maternally the object of her musing; of necessity, she ex- 
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eluded Nesta ; but in tenderness she gave Dartrey a fair one 
to love him. 

The scene was waved away. That one so loving him, 
partly worthy of him, ready to traverse the world now 
beside him — who could it be other than she who knew and 
prized his worth ? Foolish ! It is one of the hatefuller 
scourges upon women whenever, a little shaken themselves, 
they muse upon some man’s image, that they cannot put in 
motion the least bit of drama without letting feminine self 
play a part; generally to develop into a principal part. 
The apology makes it a melancholy part. 

Dartrey’s temper of the caged lion dominated by his 
tamer, served as key-note for any amount of saddest colour- 
ing. He controlled the brute : but he held the contempt of 
danger, the love of strife, the passion for adventure ; he had 
crossed the desert of human anguish. He of all men required 
a devoted mate, merited her. Of all men living, he was the 
hardest to match with a woman — with a woman deserving 
him. 

The train had quitted London. Now for the country, 
now for free breathing ! She who two days back had come 
from Alps, delighted in the look on flat green fields. It was 
under the hallucination of her saying in flight adieu to them, 
and to England ; and, that somewhere hidden, to be found 
in Asia, Africa, America, was the man whose ideal of life 
was higher than enjoyment. His caged brute of a temper 
offered opportunities for delicious petting ; the sweetest a 
woman can bestow : it lifts her out of timidity into an 
adoration still palpitatingly fearful. Ah, but familiarity, 
knowledge, confirmed assurance of his character, lift her to 
another stage, above the pleasures. May she not prove to 
him how really matched with him she is, to disdain the 
pleasures, cheerfully accept the burdens, meet d(*ath, if need 
be ; readily face it as the quietly grey to-morrow : at least, 
show herself to her hero for a woman — the incredible being 
to most men — who treads the terrors as well as the pleasures 
of humanity beneath her feet, and may therefore have some 
pride in her stature. Ay, but only to feel the pride of 
standing not so shamefully below his level beside him. 

Woods were flying past the carriage-windows. Her soli^ 
tary companion was of the class of the admiring gentlemen 
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Presently he spoke. She answered. He spoke again. Her 
mouth smiled, and her accompanying look of abstract benev- 
olence arrested the tentative allurement to conversation. 

New ideas were set revolving in her. Dartrey and Victor 
grew to a likeness ; they became hazily one man, and the 
mingled phantom coinplimented her on her preserving a 
good share of the beauty of her youth. The face perhaps : 
the tigure rather too well suits the years ! she replied. To 
reassure her, this Dartrey-Victor drew her close and kissed 
her; and she was confused and passed into the breast of 
Mrs. Burmau expt^cting an operation at the hands of the 
surgeons. The train had stopped. Penshurst ? ’’ slie 
said. 

Penshurst is the next station/’ said the gentleman. 
Here was a tlnune for him ! The stately mansion, the noble 
grounds, and Sidney ! He discoursed of them. The hand- 
some lady appeared int(u*c‘,stcd. She was interested «‘dso by 
his description of a neighbouritig village, likely one hundn'd 
years liencu*. to be a phuic of pilgrimage for Americans and 
far Australians. Age, he said, improves true beauty ; and 
his eyelids i!idi(*at{‘d a levelling to ])(u*form the soft intent- 
ness. Mechanically, a ball rose in her throat; tluj remark 
was illuminate-d by a saying of Colney’s, with regard to his 
countrymen at the play of courtship. No laughter came. 
T1 h 5 gentlemau talked on. 

All faiunt^s and internal communications left her. Rlow- 
n(‘ss of moti(m brought her to the plain piece of work she 
had to do, on a (udourh^ss (‘arth, that seemed foggy ; but 
one couhl see. ont^s way. Resolution is a form of light, our 
nativ(‘ light in this dubious world. 

.I)udlt*y Soworby op(m(‘d her carriage-door. They gre(‘ted. 

** Vou have s(‘<*n Nesta she said. 

^^Not for two days. You have not heard? The Miss 
Duvidneys liavci gom^ to Brighton.” 

They are rather in advance of the Season.” 

She t.hanki‘d him for nuuding her. He was grateful for 
feh(^ summons. 

Informing tin! rnotlnvrof his bc‘trothed, tliathe had ridd(‘n 
DV(»r froiu (Jronidg(‘, he speculated on the place to select for 
her lunohfHm, and he 8|)oke! of Ids horse being led up and 
down outside the station. Nataly ixuiuired for the hour of 
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the next train to London. He called to one of the porters, 
obtained and imparted the time; evidently now, as shown 
by an unevenness of his lifted brows, expt^eting news of 
some little weight. 

‘^Your husband is quite well?” he said, in atTeetion for 
the name of husband. 

Eadnor is well; I have to speak to you; I have 
more than time.” 

“ You will lunch at the inn? ” 

I shall not eat. We will walk.” 

They crossed the road and passed under tr(‘es. 

‘^My mother was to have called on the Miss Duvidneys. 
They left hurriedly ; I think it was tinanthupaUHl by Nesta. 
I venture . . . you pardon the liberty . . . she allows me 
to entertain hopes. Mr. Eadnor, I am hardly too lH)ld in 
thinking ... I trust, in appealing to you ... at least I 
can promise.” 

^^Mr. Sowerby, you hare done iny daughter the iuynour 
to ask her hand in marriage.” 

He said: “I have,” and had nuudi to say hesidt^s, but 
deferred : a blow was visible. Tlie father had bi'en more 
encourageing to him than the inotlier. 

‘^You have not known of any circumstaiuH* that might 
cause hesitation in asking ? ” 

<^Miss Eadnor ? ” 

^^My daughter : — you have to think of your family.” 
Indeed, Mrs. Eadnor, I was coming to London to-mor- 
row, with the consent of my family.” 

^^You address me as Mrs. Eadnor. I liavt^ imt tin* legal 
right to the name.” 

^^Not legal ! ” said he, with a catch at word. 

He spun round in her sight, though his demeanour was 
manfully rigid. 

Have I understood, madam ? , . . ” 

You would not request me to repeat it Is that your 
horse the man is leading ? ” 

My horse : it must be my horse.” 

“ Mount and ride back. Leave me: I shall md. eat. I(e- 
fleet, by yourself. You are in the position of om* who is 
not allowed to decide by his feelings. Mr, Eadm)r you 
know where to find.” 
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But surely, some food ? I cannot have misappre- 
hended ? 

I cannot eat. I think you have understood me clearly/* 

You wish me to go ? ’’ 

1 l)eg/^ 

It pains mo, dear madam/’ 

It relievos mo, if you will. Here is your horse.” 

Bhe gave lu‘r hand, llci touched it and bent. He looked 
at her. A surge of impossible questions rolled to his 
mouth and rolled back, witli the thought of an incredible 
thing, that luu' manner, more than her words, held him 
from doubting. 

I obey you,” he said. 

You are kind.” 

He moiuit(‘d horse, raised hat, paced on, and again bow- 
ing, to om.^ of the wayside trees, cantered. The man was 
gone; but not from Ntitaly’s vision that face of wet chalk 
under one of the shades of lire. 


CHAl’TER XXVI 



IN WHUUr WK HV)V: A (U>KVKNTrON’Ari OKNTTLEMAN ENDEAV- 
OURIN(i TO EXAMINE A STECTHE OF UIMSELF 

I)unm':r rode hack to Cronidgo with his thunderstroke. It 
fdled him, as in those halls of political clamonr, where ex- 
planatory Bpecadi is not acicepted, because of a drowning tide 
of hot blood on both sides. Ho sought to win attention by 
submitting a resolution, to the eifect, that ho would the next 
morning (urter into the presence of Mr, Victor Radnor, bear- 
ing his family's fiHilings, for a discussion upon them. But 
tlui brutish tumult, ixi addition to surcharging, encascHl him : 
he could not rightly conceive the nature of feedings : men 
w(*.re driving shoals; h(^ had lost hearing and touch of 
individual men ; had become a house of angrily opposing 
parties. 

He was hurt, Ik*, knew; and therefore he supposed himself 
injunui, though there were contrary outcries, and he admitted 
that he stood free; he had not been inextricably deceived. 
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The girl was caught away to the thinnest of wisps in a 
dust-whirl. Beverting to the father and mother, his idea of 
a positive injury, that was not without its congratulations, 
sank him down among his disordered deeper sentiments; 
which were a diver’s wreck, where an armoured livid subter- 
marine, a monstrous puff-ball of man, wandered seriously 
light in heaviness; trebling his hundredweights to keep 
him from dancing like a bladder-block of elastic lumber; 
thinking occasionally, amid the mournful spectacle, of the 
atmospheric pipe of communication with the world above, 
whereby he was deafened yet sustained. One tug at it, and 
he was up on the surface, disengaged from the hideous 
harness, joyfully no more that burly phantom cleaving 
green slime, free! and the roaring stopped; the world 
looked flat, foreign, a place of crusty promise. His wreck, 
animated by the dim strange fish below, appeared fairer; 
it winked lurefully when abandoned. 

The internal state of a gentleman who detested intangible 
metaphor as heartily as the vulgarest of our gobble-gobbets 
hate it, metaphor only can describe ; and for the reason, that 
he had in him just something more than is within the com- 
pass of the language of the meat- markets. He had — and 
had it not the less because he fain would not have had — 
sufficient stuff to furnish forth a souPs epic encounter be- 
tween Nature and Circumstance : and metaphor, simile, 
analysis, all the fraternity of old lamps for lighting our 
abysmal darkness, have to be rubbed, that we may get a 
glimpse of the fray. 

Free, and rejoicing; without the wish to l)e free; at the 
same time humbly and sadly acquiescing in the stronger 
claim of his family to pronounce the decision : such was the 
second stage of Dudley^s perturbation after the blow. A 
letter of Nesta^s writing was in his pocket : he knew her 
address. He could not reply to her until h(^ had sec3n Ikt 
father : and that interview remained necessarily prospective 
until he had come to his exact resolve, not omitting his 
critical approval of the sentences giving it shape, stamj), 
dignity — a noble^s crest, as it were. 

Nesta wrote briefly. The apostrophe was, ‘^Dear Mr. 
Sowerby.^’ She had engaged to send her address. Her 
father had just gone. The Miss Duvidneys had left the 
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hotel yesterday for the furnished house facing the sea, 

According to arrangements, she had a livery-stable hack, 
and had that morning trotted out to the downs with a 
riding-master and company, one of wdioin was an agree- 
able huly;^ 

He noticed approvingly her avoidance of an allusion to 
the Helphica^’ of hlr. l)uranec’s incomprehensible serial 
story, or whatever it was; which, as he had shown her, 
annoy(nl him, for its being neither fact nor fun ; and she 
had insisted on the fun ; and ho had painfully tried to see 
it or anything of a meaning ; and it seemed to him now, 
that he had been humiliated by the obedience to her lead ; 
she had offendtul by her liar})lMg \ipon Delphica. However, 
ht‘r(‘. it was unmentioned. He held the letter out to seize it 
in the large, cm tire, 

II(‘r handwriting was good, as good as the writing of the 
most agn'eable lady on earth. l>udley did not blame her 
for h'tting the lady he deceived in her — if she knew her 
position, She miglit be ignorant of it. And to strangers, 
to chan(*,e aecpuiintanees, (‘.von to friends, the ])osition, of the 
loathsome namc^, was not materially im|K)rtant. Marriage 
altered the view. He sided with Ids family. 

He sidtMl, edgeing away, against his family. Ihit a vision 
of tlu' (‘arldom coming to him, stirnul reverential objectiorts, 
o,ompost‘d of all which his unstained family could protest in 
religion, to repudiat(^ an alliance with a stained house, and 
the guilty of a condonation of immorality. Who would 
hav(‘, imagimal Mr, liaduor a private sinner flaunting for I 

oiHi of th(‘. righteous ? And she, the mother, a lady — (piite I 

a lady; having really a scmsc^ of duty, sense of honour! 

That she must be a lady, Dudley was couvinced. Ho be- | 

ludd throngli a porous crape, woven of formal respectful- | 

muss, with thrciads of personal disgust, the scene, striking ■ 

him drearly likt^ a distant great mansioids conflagration I 

across moorland at midnight, of a lady’s breach of bonds 
and ])lung(i of all for love. How had it Imm concealed? 

In Dudley’s \ipp(T spheres, everything was exposed : Scandal 
walked nake.d and unashamed — figurante of the polite world. 

Ihit still this lady was of the mint and coin, a true lady. | 

Haudsotne now, she must have been beautiful. And a com- 
prehensible pride (for so would Dudley have borne it) keeps 
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the forsaken man silent up to death : . • • ^ grandly silent ; 
but the loss of such a woman is enough to kill a man ! Not 
in time, though ! Legitimacy evidently, by the m other 
confession, cannot protect where it is wanted. Dudley wasp 
optically affected by a round spot of the world swinging its 
shadow over Nesta. 

He pitied, and strove to be sensible of her. The effort 
succeeded so well, that he was presently striviiirg to be in- 
sensible. The former state was the mounting of a wall;, 
the latter was a sinking through a chasm. There would 
be family consultations, abhorrent; his fatlu'r's agonized 
amazement at the problem presented to a family of scrupu- 
lous principles and pecuniary requirements ; his iiK^ther’a 
blunt mention of the abominable name — m(‘(lia‘vally vixi- 
dicated in champions of certain princely faniilit‘s indeed^ 
but morally condemned; always under condemnation cd' the 
Church: a blot: and handed down : l\)sterity, and it might 
be a titled posterity, crying out. A man in the situation 
of Dudley could not think solely of himself. The nobles* 
of the land are bound in honour to their posterity. There 
you have one of the prominent permanent distinctions be- 
tween. them and the commonalty. 

His mother would again propose her chosen bride for him : 
Edith Averst, with the dowry of a present one thousand 
pounds per annum, and prospect of six or so, exehuling Sir 
John^s estate. Carping, in Leicestershire ; a fair estate, 
likely to fall to Edith; consumption seiztai Iu‘r brothers as 
they ripened. A fair girl too ; only Dudby did not love 
her; he wanted to love. He was learning tlie tri(‘k from 
this other one, who had become obscurcHl and diminished, 
tainted, to the thought of her; yet not extiiutt. Sigiit of 
her was to be dreaded. 

Unguiltily tainted, in herself sh(‘. was inno(‘ent. That 
constituted the unhappy invitation to him to Hwallovv one 
half of his feelings, which had his world’s bb‘ssing on it, 
for the beneficial enlargement and enthronement of the 
baser unblest half, which he hugged and distrusted, (kin 
innocence issue of the guilty ? He asked it, liopeing it might 
be possible: he had been educated in his family to believe,, 
that the laws governing human instituticms are divim*.— 
until History has altered them. Tiny are u.ltered, to |)r<> 
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sent a fresh bulwark against the infidel. His conservative 
mind^ retiring in good order, occupied the next rearward 
post of resistance. Secretly behind it, the man was proud 
of having a heart to beat for the cause of the besiegeing 
enemy, in the present instance. When this was blabbed to 
him, and he had owned it, he attributed his weakness to 
excess of nature, the liking for a fair face. — Oh, but 
more ! spirit was in the sweet eyes. She led him — she did 
'lead him in spiritiual things ; led him out of common circles 
'of thought, into refreshing new spheres; he had reminis- 
cences of his having relished the juices of the not quite ob- 
viously comic, through her indications; and really, in 
spite of h(‘.r inferior liiimsy girPs education, she could boast 
her acquirements; she was quick, startlingly ; modest, too, 
in commerce with a slower mind that carried more ; though 
she laughed and was a needle for humour : she taught him 
at times to put away his contempt of the romantic ; she had 
actually shown him, that his expressed contempt of it dis- 
guised a <lread : as it did, and he was conscious of the fool- 
ish ue.ss of it now while pursuing her image, while his 
intelligence and senses gave her the form and glory of 
young morning. 

Warin(‘ss counselled him to think it might be merely the 
play of her youth; and also the disposition of a man in 
harm‘ss of business, cxaggcratingly to prize an imagined 
linding of the (amipl(‘me.ntary feminine of himself. Ven- 
erating purity as he did, the question, whether the very 
swe(‘,test of pun*, young women, having such an origin, must 
not at some tiimj or otlu^r show trace of the origin, surged 
up. I f ht* e.ould only have been sure of her moral exoni])- 
tion from taint, a gcmerous ardour, in reserve behind his 
anxious <lubi(‘tic‘s, would have precipitated Dudley to quench 
disapprobation and brave th(^ world under a buckler of those 
monetary advantag(‘s, which he had but stoutly to plead 
wit;h t.he Housi*. of Cantor, for the speedy overcoming of a 
r<‘lue.tane(‘ to r(*ceive tin*, nameless girl and prodigious 
hc'iress. His family's instruction of Ixim, and his inherited 
tasters, rmulered the asptud of a Nature stripped of the 
clothing of the laws olfensive down to devilish: we grant 
her c<vrtain Htc‘|)s, \q)ou certain conditions accompanied by 
ceremonies ; ami when sh(*, violates them, she becomes ‘visibly 
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again the revolutionary wicked old beast bent on levelling 
our sacredest edifices. An alliance with any of her vota- 
ries, appeared to Dudley as an act of treason to his house, 
his class, and his tenets. And nevertheless he was haunted 
by a cry of criminal happiness for and at the commission 
of the act. 

He would not decide to be “precipitate,’’ and the days 
ran their course, until Lady Grace Halley arrived at (.-ro- 
nidge, a widow. Lady Cantor spoke to her of Dudley’s 
unfathomable gloom. Lady Grace took him aside. 

She said, without preface: “You ’ve heard, have you 

“You were aware of it said he, and his tone was irri- 
table with a rebuke. 

“ Coming through town, for the first time yesterday. 1 
had it — of all men! — from a Sir Abraham Quatley, to 
whom I was recommended to go, about my husband’s sliares 
in a South American Railway; and we talked, and it came 
out. He knows; he says, it is not generally known; and 
he likes, respects Mr. Victor Radnor; we are to keep the 
secret. Hum? He had heard of your pretensions; and 
our relationship, etc. : ‘ esteemed ’ it — you know th(‘ (dty 
dialect — his duty to mention, etc. That was after I liad 
spied on his forehead the something I wormed out of liis 
mouth. What are you going to do ? ” 

“What can I do?” 

“ Are you fond of the girl ? ” 

An attachment was indicated, as belonging to the case. 
She was not a woman to whom the breathing of pastoral 
passion would be suitable; yet he saw that she despised 
him for a lover; and still she professed to understand liis 
dilemma. Perplexity at the injustice of fate and, persons 
universally, put a wrinkled mask on his features and the 
'Expression of his feelings. They were torn, and tlie world 
was torn; and what he wanted, was delay, time for liim 
to define his feelings and behold a recomposed picture of 
the world. He had already taken six days. He i)lea,de(l 
the shock to his family. 

“ You won’t have such a chance again, ” she said. Shrugs 
had set in. 

They agreed as to the behaviour of the girl’s mother. It 
reflected on the father, he thought. 
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^‘Difficult thing to proclaim, before an engagement I 
Her shoulders were restless, 

“ When a man’s feelings get entangled ! ” 

“Oh! a man’s feelings ! I’m your British Jury for a 
woman’s.” 

“ He has married her ? ” 

She declared to not knowing particulars. She could fib 
smoothly. 

The next day she was on the line to London, armed 
with the proposal of an appointment for the Hon. Dudley 
to meet “the girTs father.” 


CHAPTEE XXVII 

CONTAINS WltAT IS A SMALL THING OR A GREAT, AS THE 
SOUL OF THE CHIEF ACTOR MAY DECIDE 

Skepsky ushered Lady Grace into his master’s private 
room, and entertained her during his master’s absence. 

had burietl his wife, he said: she feared, seeing his 
posture of the soa|)ing of hands at one shoulder, that he 
was about to be.wail it; and he did wish to talk of it, to 
show lus mtKlt‘st eompuuionship with her in loss, and how 
a (consolation for our sorrows may be obtained: but he won 
her approval, l)y taking the aeceptabh^ course betwecm the 
<hu*s to th(» subject and those to his hearm*, as a model cab 
should drive e.ensidcu'ate (Mpiaily of horse and fare. 

A day of hoH<luy at Hamps'te.ad, after the^ lowering of 
tlu^ poor wouuLuhs bou(‘S into earth, had been followc^al by 
a ih‘S(umt upon Loudon; and at night he had found himscdf 
in the. imnualiat(‘ ludghbourhood of a pvddic house, noted 
for sfarriug (exhibitions and instructions on the first floor; 
and he was uudaueholy, unabhi (piitc to disperse “the 
ravens’" hocking U» us on such days: though, if we ask 
why we Imvc* to go out of the world, then*, is a correspond- 
ing imfuiry, of wliat good was our coming into it; and 
unless wti are <loing good work for our country, the answer 
is not satisfactory — except, that we arc as well gone* 
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Thinking which, he was accosted by a young woman : per- 
fectly respectable, in everyway: who inquired if he had 
seen a young man enter the door. She described him, and 
reviled the temptations of those houses j and ultimately, 
as she insisted upon going in to look for the young man 
and use her persuasions to withdraw him from “ that snare 
of Satan, he had accompanied her, and he had gone 
upstairs and brought the young man down. But friends, 
or the acquaintances they call friends, were with him, and 
they were ^4n drink, and abused the youug woman; and 
she had her hand on the young man^s arm, quoting Scrip- 
ture. Sad to relate of men bearing the name of English- 
men — and it was hardly much better if they pleaded 
intoxication! — they were not content to tear the young 
man from her grasp, they hustled her, pushed her out, 
dragged her in the street. 

“It became me to step to her defence: she was meek/^ 
said Skepsey. ‘^She had a great opinion of the efficacy 
of quotations from Scripture; she did not recriminate. I 
was able to release her and the young man she protected, 
on condition of my going upstairs to give a display of 
my proficiency. 1 had assured them, that the poor felh'ws 
who stood against me were not a proper match. And of 
course, they jeered, but they had the evidence, on the 
pavement. So I went up with them. I was heavily 
oppressed, I wanted relief, I put on the gloves. He wjim 
a bigger man; they laughed at the little one. I told them, 
it depended upon a knowledge of first principles, and the 
power to apply them. I will not boast, my lady: my 
junior by ten years, the man went down; he went down a 
second time; and the men seemed surprised; 1 told tlnun, 
it was nothing but first principles put into action. I imm- 
tion the incident, for the extreme relief it afforded me* at 
the close of a dark day.” 

“So you cured your grief!” said Lady Grace; and Skc]>- 
sey made way for his master. 

Victor^s festival-lights were kindled, beholding her; 
cressets on the window-sill, lamps inside. 

“Am I so welcome ?” There was a pnll of emotion at 
her smile. “What with your little factotum and you, we 
are flattered to perdition when we come here. He hai# 
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«>een proposing, by suggestion, like a Court-physician, the 
putting on of his boxing-gloves, for the consolation of the 
widowed: — meant most kindly I and it ^s a thousand pities 
women haven’t their padded gloves.” 

“Oil! but our boxing-gloves can do mischief enough. 
You have something to say, I see.” 

“ How do you see ? ” 

^^Tush, tush,” 

The silly ring of her voice and the pathless tattle 
changtHlj she talked to suit her laden look. “You hit it. 
I come from Dudley. lie knows the facts. I wish to serve 
you, in every way,” 

Vit‘.tor’8 head had lifted. 

“ Who was it ? ” 

“ No tmemy.” 

“Who?” 

“ Ih‘r mother. She did rightly.” 

“C(u*tainly she did,” said Victor, and he thought that 
instautaueoiisly of the thing done. “Oh, then she spoke 
to him! Hhe has kept it from me. For now nearly a 
WiH'k — six days — I ’ve seen her spying for something she 
expectetl, like a face behind a door three inches ajar. She 
has not been half alive; she refused ex^danations ; — she 
was (Expecting to hear from him, of him : — the decision, 
whatever it’s to be!” 

“I can’t aid you there,” said Lady Grace. “He’s one 
of the unr(‘adal)ies, lie names Tuesday next week.” 

“ By all me.ans.” 

“She?” 

“ I'Vedi ? — poor Fnuli! — ah, my poor girl, yes! — Ko, 
she knows nothing. Here is the truth of it: — she, tlie 
legitimates lives: they say she lives. Well, then, she 
livt^s against all rules physical or medical, lives by sheer 
fort^e of will it ’s a iniracde of the power of a human crea- 
turt* to ... I have it from doe tors, friends, attendants, 
they ean’t guciss wViat she holds on, to keep her breath. 

— All the happiness in life!— if only it could benefit her. 
But it \s the cause of death to us. Do you see, dear friend; 

— you are a friend, ijroved friend,” he took her hand, and 
ludd and pr(‘,SBe<I it, in great need of a sanguine response 
to maphaHis; and having this warm feminine hand, liia 
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ideas ran off with it. "‘The friend I need! You have 
courage. My Nataly, poor dear — she can endure, in her 
quiet way. A woman of courage would take her place 
beside me and compel the world to do her homage, lielpj 
—a bright ready smile does it! She would never be 
beaten. Of course, we could have lived under a bushel — 
stifled next to death! But I am for light, air — battle, if 
you like. I want a comrade, not a not that I com- 

plain. I respect, p%, love — I do love her, honour: only, 
we want something else — courage — to face the enemy. 
Quite right, that she should speak to Dudley Sowerby. 
He has to know, must know; all who deal closely with 
us must know. But see a moment: I am waiting to see 
the impediment dispersed, which puits her at an inequality 
with the world: and then I speak to all whom it coiKienis: 
not before: for her sake. How is it now? Dudley will 
ask . . . you understand. And when I am forced to con- 
fess, that the mother, the mother of the girl he setdcs in 
marriage, is not yet in that state herself, probably at that 
very instant the obstacle has crumbled to dust! 1 say, 
probably: I have information — doctors, friends, attend- 
ants — they all declare it cannot last outside a week. But 
you are here — true , I could swear ! a touch of a hand tcdls 
me. A woman’s hand? Well, yes: I read by the touch 
of a woman’s hand: — betrays more than her looks or her 
lips! ” He sank his voice. “I don’t talk of condoling: if 
you are in grief, you know I share it.” He kissed her 
hand, and laid it on her lap; eyed it, and met herey(‘s; 
took a header into her eyes, and lost himself. A nip of 
his conscience moved his tongue to say: “As for guilt, if 
it were known ... a couple of ascetics- absoluhdy ! ” 
But this was assumed to be unintelligible; and it was 
merely the apology to his conscience in communion with 
the sprite of a petticoated fair one who was being subjectiMl 
to tender little liberties, necessarily addressed in enigmas. 
He righted immediately, under a perception of the thor- 
oughbred’s contempt for the barriers of wattled sheep; and 
caught the word “guilt,” to hide the Bhilistine citiztai’s 
lapse, by relating historically, in abridgement, tlie h()n(‘st 
beauty of the passionate loves of the two whom the world 
proscribed for honestly loving. There was no guilt. He 
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liarped on the word, to erase the recollection of his first 
use of it. 

" Fiddle, ” said Lady Grace. The thing happened. You 
have now to carry it through. You recpiire a wonian^s aid 
in a socdal matter. Itely on me, for what I can do. You 
will see Dudley on Tuesday ? I will write. Be plain with 
him; not forgetting the gilding, I need not remark. 
Your Nesta lias no aversion?^’ 

Admires, respects, likes; is quite — is willing.” 

^Ddood enough beginning.” She rose, for the atmos- 
phere was heated, rather lieavy. “And if one proves to 
be of aid, you T1 own that a woman has her place in the 
battle.” 

The fair black-edad widow^s quick and singular inter- 
wreathing of the (nainescent pretty pouts and frowns dim- 
pled like tlie brush of the wind on a sunny pool in a shady 
place; and h(*r foreiiead was close below his chin, her li])s 
not far. Her apparel was attractively mourning. Widows 
in mourning, when they do not lean over extremely to the 
Stygian shore, with the complexions of the drugs which 
exp(‘dit(^d the dtd'unct to tlie ferry, provoke the manly arm 
within n^aedi of thmu to pluck their pathetic blooming 
ptu’Hons (dean away from it. What of the widow who 
visibly like.s the* living ? Oompassion, sympathy, impulse; 
a.nd gratitudes impulse again, living warmth; and a spiring 
of tlu^ blood to wr(‘sth‘, with the King of Terrors for the 
<)th(*r poor harp(‘r\s imlf-uight(Sippe(l Furydhu*; and a 
thirst, smhhm as it is ov(U’pow(‘ring; and the solicitudes a 
rivfke.tivt*, solicutiuhs to p\it the seal on a thing and ca.ll it 
a fact, U) the astonish imnit of history; and a, kick of onr 
naughty youth in its e.ofihi; — all tdn‘. insurgeueies of 
Natiiia*, with her ttolonel of tlie n^ginumt absiuit, and her 
v(*ering triek to <lriv(» two vessels at (U’oss of a track 
into (sollision, eombinc* for doing that, whitdi is very much 
inort‘, and whi(di aJIccds us at the tine* so much less than 
did the pressun^ of a soft wt^dded Inuid by onr own <dse- 
wh(nH‘ piedg«‘.d one. On th(‘- contra, ry, we triumpli, we 
ha.v(‘ the rich flavour of tlu^ fruit for our pains; we com- 
mission the historian to write in hieroglyphs a round big 
fact. 

The hidy passed through the trial submitting, stiffening 
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Iier shoulders, and at the close, shutting her eyes. She 
5 tood cool in her blush, and eyed him like one gravely 
.awakened. Having been embraced and kissed, she had to 
•consider her taste for the man, and acknowledge a neat- 
ness of impetuosity in the deed; and he was neither apolo- 
,gizing culprit nor glorying bandit when it was done, but 
.something of the lyric God tempering his fervours to a 
pleased sereneness, not oifering a renewal of tluuu. He 
glowed transparently. He said: “You art‘ tlu* woman to 
take a front place in the battle! ’’ With this 'woman beside 
htirn, it was a conquered world. 

Comparisons, in the jotting souvenirs of a woman of her 
olass and set, favoured him; for she disliked enterprising 
libertines and despised stumbling youths; ami the genial 
.simple glow of his look assured her that the vanished fiery 
moment would not be builfc on by a dating master. She 
owned herself. Or did she? Some understanding of how 
the other woman had been won to the leap with liim, was 
drawing in about her. She would have liktal ti> beg for 
the story; and she could as little do that as bring her 
tongue to reproach. If we come to the den ! sht» said to 
her thought of reproach. Our semi-civilization makt^s it a 
•den, where a scent in his nostrils will spring the half- 
tamed animal away to wildness. And she had e.ome unan- 
ticipatingly, without design, except perhaps to gt‘t a 
superior being to direct and restrain a gamhlm-’s hand; 
perhaps for the fee of a temporary pressure. 

“ I may be able to help a litth^ — I hope ! h1h» batched a 
breath to say, while her (‘yelids mildly sm'moniz.tMl; and 
immediately she talked of her iuheritanct^ t>f property in 
stocks and shares. 

Victor commented passingly on the soundness of them, 
and talked of projects he enterfcaimul : I Parliament ! 
‘‘But r have only to mention it at honu‘, and my poor girl 
will set in for shrinking.” 

He doated on the diverse asjiect of the gallant woman of 
the world, 

“You succeed in everything you do,” said sins and she 
cordially believed it; and that belitd* set tlu^ neigiilKJur 
memory palpitating. Success folded her waist, was warm 
upon her lips : she worshipped the hgure of Success. 
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I can^t consent to fail, it true, when my mind is on 
a thing,” Victor rejoined. 

He looked his mind on Lady Grace. The shiver of a 
maid went over her. These transparent visages, where the 
thought which is half design is perceived as a lightning,, 
strike lightning into the physically feebler. Her hand 
begged, with the open palm, her head shook thrice; and 
though she did not step back, he bowed to the negation, 
and then she gave him a grateful shadow of a smile, re- 
lieved, with a startled view of how greatly relieved, by 
that syinpatiietic deference in the wake of the capturing 
intrepidity. 

‘‘ I am to name Tuesday for Dudley ? ” she suggested. 

“At any hour he pleases to appoint.” 

“ A visit signihes . . .” 

“ Whatever it signifies! ” 

“ I hii thinking of the bit of annoyance.” 

“ To mo ? Anything appointed, finds me ready the next 
minute.” 

Her smile was flatteringly bright. “By the way, keep 
your City people close about you: entertain as much asr 
possible; dine them,” she said. 

“ At home ? ” 

“ B(d;t(n*. Sir Eodwell Blaohington, Sir Abraham Quat- 
ley: ami tluur wives. There’s no drawing back now^ 
And 1 will meet them.” 

She re.ceived a compliment. She was on the foot to go. 

Ihit sh(^ had forgotten the Tiddler mine. 

The. Tiddhu* min(‘. was leisurely mounting. Victor stated 
tlu‘- figur(^s ; he sahited her hand, and Lady Grace passed 
out, witii her heart on tlie top of them, and a buzz about it 
of the uuexp(u*.te{l having occurred. She had her exjx ri- 
(uic-es to match mnv ])attenis in events; though not v(‘ry 
many. Com])ared with gambling, the game of love wa.s 
an i(ih^ eut(U’tainment. Compared with other players, thi& 
man was gifted. 

Victor W(mt in to Mr. Tnchling’s room, and kept Inch- 
ling from speaking, that he might admire him for he- 
kmnv not wlm.t, or knew not well wlmt. The good fellow 
wa.s devoted to liis wife. Victor in old days had called the 
wife Mrs. Grundy. She gossiped, she was censorious j 
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she knew — could not but know — the facts; yet never by 
a shade was she disrespectful. He had a curious recollec- 
tion of how his knowledge of Incliling and his wife being 
always in concert, entirely — whatever they might think in 
private — devoted to him in action, had influenced, if it 
had not originally sprung, his resolve to cast oft the |)esti- 
lential cloak of obscurity shortening his days, and emerge 
before a world he could illumine to give him back splendid 
reflections. Inchling and his wife, it was: because the 
two were one: and if one, and subservient to him, know- 
ing all the story, why, it foreshadowed a e.onqtieretl world! 
They were the one pulse of the married Grundy beating in 
his hand. So it had been. 

He rattled his views upon Indian business, to liold Inch- 
ling silent, and let his mind dwell almost lovingly on the 
good faithful spouse, who had no ])hosphorescent writing 
of a recent throbbing event on the four walls of his 
room. 

Hataly was not so generously encountered in idea. 

He felt and regretted this. He greettnl her with a 
doubled affectionateness. Her pitiable deticuency of cotir- 
age, excusing a man for this and that small matter in the 
thick of the conflict, made demands on hiiti for gentle 
treatment. 

“You have not seen any one?” she asked. 

“City people. And you, my love?” 

“Mr. Barmby called. He has gone down to Tunbridge 
Wells for a week, to some friend there.” 8he added, in 
pain of thought: “I have seen Dartrey. He lias brought 
Lord Clanconan to town, for a consultation, and (‘xpccta 
he will have to take him to Brighton.” 

“Brighton? What a life for a man like Dartrey, at 
Brighton! ” 

Her breast heaved. “If I cannot see my Neata there, 
he will bring her up to me for a day.” 

“But, my dear, I will bring her up to you, if it is y^ 
wish to see her.” 

“It is becoming imperative that I vshould.” 

“Ho hurry, no hurry: wait till the end of next week. 
And I must see Dartrey, on business, at once! ” 

She gave the address in a neighbouring square. He had 
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minutes to spare before dinner, and flew. She was not 
inquisitive. 

Colney Durance bad told Dartrey, that Victor was kill- 
ing her. She bad little animation ; her smiles were ready, 
but faint. After ber interview with Dudley, there bad 
been a swoon at borne; and ber maid, sworn to secrecy, 
willingly spared a tender-hearted husband — so good a 
master. 


CHAPTEE XXVIII 


MUS. MABSETT 


Little acts of kindness were not beyond the range of 
Colney Durance, and be ran down to Brighton, to give 
the exiled Nesta some taste of ber friendly London circle. 
The Duvidney ladies knew that the dreaded gentleman had 
a regard for the girl. Their own, which was becoming 
warmer than they liked to think, was impressed by his 
manm‘r of conversing with her. “Child though she was,” 
he paid her the compliment of a sober as well as a satirical 
review of the day’s political matter and recent publica- 
tions; and the ladies were introduced, in a wonderment, to 
the damsel D(dphica. They listened placidly to a dis- 
coursi^ u})ou htu* performances, Japanese to tlieir under- 
standings. 

At New York, behold, another adventurous represen- 
tative and advocate of the European tongues ha.s joined 
tlu‘. ])arty: Signor Jeridomani: a philologer, of course*; a 
])oliti(dau in addition; Macchiavelli rodivivus, it seems 
to fair l>(dphica. The speech he delivers at the Syndicate 
D(dmonico Dinner, is justly applauded hy the New York 
as a masterpiece of astuteness. ITe appears to be. 
the only omj of the party who Inis an eye for the dark. 
She fancii^s she may know a more widely awake in the 
al)stra{'.t. P>ut now, thanks to jubilant Journals and 
Homeric laughter over the Continent, the secret is out, in 
so far as tins concurrtmts are all unmasked and exposed for 
the ediheation of the American public. Dr, Bouthoiu’» 
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I ^ •eyebrows are up, Mr. SemMans disfigures his name by 

;'* ! I greatly gaping. Shall they return to their Great Britain 

! ’ indignant? Patriotism, with the sauce of a luxurious 

; expedition at no cost to the private purse, restrains them. 

,5 Moreover, there is no sign of any one of the others intend- 

^ ing to quit the expedition; and Mr. Semhians has done a 

marvel or two in the cricket-field: Old England looks up 
I . where she can. What is painfully extraordinary to our 

j couple, they find in the frigid attitude of the Americans 

j toward their “ common tongue; together with the rumour 

f ; ' of a design to despatch an American rival emissary to 

Japan. 

J^esta listened, inquired, commented, laughed; the ladies 
could not have a doubt that she was interested and under- 
' stood. She would have sketches of scenes between Del- 

j ' phica and M. Palarique, with whom the young Germania 

J was cleverly ingenuous indeed — a seminary Celimene; and 

I • between Delphica and M. Mytharete, with whom she was 

^ aiichaeological, ravishingly amoebsean of Homer. Dr. Gan- 

I nius holds a tramp card in his artless daughter, conjectur- 

a,lly, for the establishment of the language of the gutturals 
' in the far East. He has now a suspicion, that the inven- 

n ^ tive M. Falarique, melted down to sobriety by misfortune, 

' ; may some day startle their camp by the cast of more than 

" -a crow into it, and he is bent on establishing alliances; 

frightens the supple Signor Jeridomani to lingual fixity; 
;• - .eulogizes Football, with Dr. Bouthoin; and retracts, or 

' modifies, his dictum upon the English, that, ^‘masculine 

'‘1 ■' brawn they have in their bodies, but muscle they have not 

in their feminine minds;” to exalt them, for a signally 
clean, if a dense, people : 

^^Amousia, not Alousia, is their enemy.” — How, when 
we have the noblest crop of poets? — “You have never 
heartily embraced those aliens among you until you learnt 
from us, that you might brag of them.” — Have they not 
ij ' I; endowed us with the richest of languages ? t— “ The words 

i ' 1: of which are used by you, as old slippers, for puns.” Mr. 

' t : Semhians has been superciliously and ineffectively pun- 

ning in foreign presences : he and his chief are inwardly 
'j ; shocked by a new perception; — What if, now that we 

have the populace for paymaster, subservience to the lit- 
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erary tastes of the populace should reduce the nation to its; 
lowest mental level, and render us not only unable to com- 
pete with the foreigner, but unintelligible to him, although 
30 proudly paid at home ! Is it not thus that nations are 
seen of the Highest to be devouring themselves ? 

“ Ifor/’ says Dr. Gannius, as if divining them, ‘Hhis- 
Bxce'.ssive and applauded productiveness, both of your- 
juvenile and your senile, in your modern literature, is it 
:wer a crop ? Is it even the restorative perishable stuff of 
die markets ? Is it not rather your street-pavement^s 
patter of raindrops, incessantly in motion, and as fruit- 
ful ? Mr. Seinhians appeals to Delphica. Genius you 
:iave/^ says she, stiffening his neck-band, “genius in super- 
ibundance : ” — he throttles to the complexion of the 
peony: — “perhaps criticism is wanting.’’ Dr. Gannius 
idds : “ I’erhaps it is the drill-sergeant everywhere want- 
Liig for an unrivalled splendid rabble 1 ” 

(Jolney left the whole body of concurrents on the raised 
looriug of a famous Hew York Hall, clearly entrapped, 
ind iu{dtt‘.d to debate before an enormous audience, as to 
die merits of their respective languages. “I hear,” says. 
Dr. lioutiioin to Mr. Semhiaus (whose gape is daily extend" 
Jig), ‘'that the tickets cost ten dollars! ” 

Tliere was not enough of Delphica for Nesta. 

Coluey asked: “Have you seen any of our band?’^ 

“ Ho,” she said, with good cheer, and became thoughtful^ 
jonscuous of a fuuuy reason for the wish to hear of the- 
ictitious creatiirt^ (lisliked by Dudley. A funny and a 
laughty reason, was it ? Not so very naughty : but it was' 
diiiuy; for it was a spirit of opposition to Dudley, witli- 
nit au iidh.rior feeling at all, such as girls should have. 

(jolney brought his viola for a duet; they had a pleasant, 
uusicial evening, as in old days at Onuddiolt; and Nesta, 
j;oiug upstairs with the ladies to Inul, made them share 
ler fath(U'’s amused view of the lamb of the floe.k this 
dtten* gentlemati became when he had the melodious in- 
strument tue.ked under his chin. Ho was a guest for tlie 
light. Dressing in the early hour, Nesta saw him from 
ler window on the parade, and soon joined him, to hc^ar 
urn at ids bitte,rest, in the flush of the brine, “These' 
.eugths of blank-faced terraces fronting sea!” were the. 
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satirist’s present black beast. So these moneyed Englis 
shoulder to the front place; and that is the appearanc 
they Oder to their commercial God 1 ” He gazed alor 
the miles of “English countenance,” drearily laughing 
Changeful ocean seemed to laugh at the spectacle. Son 
Orphic joke inspired his exclamation: “Capital! ” 

“Come where the shops are,” said Nesta. 

“ And how many thousand parsons have you here ? ” 

“Ten, I think,” she answered in his vein, and warme 
him ; leading him contemplatively to scrutinize her admirers 
the Eev. Septimus; Mr. Sowerby. 

“News of our friend of the whimpering flute ?” 

“ Here ? no. I have to understand you 1 ” 

Colney cast a weariful look backward on the “ regiment 
of Anglo-Chinese ” represented to him by the moneye 
terraces, and said : “ The face of a stopped watch ! — th 
only meaning it has is past date.” 

He had no liking for Dudley Sowerby. But it migl: 
have been an allusion to the general view of the houses 
But again, “ the meaning of it past date,” stuck in he 
memory. A certain face close on handsome, had a fats 
susceptibility to caricature. 

She spoke of her “ exile ” : wanted Skepsey to come dow 
to her; moaned over the loss of her Louise. The puzzl 
of the reason for the long separation from her parents, wa 
evident in her mind, and unmentioned. 

They turned on to the pier. 

Nesta reminded him of certain verses he had written t 
celebrate her visit to the place when she was a child ; 

And then along the pier we sped, 

And there we saw a Whale : 

He seemed to have a Nor mans Head, 

And not a hit of Tail I ’ ” 

“Manifestly a foreigner to our shores, where the exact!; 
inverse condition rules,” Colney said. 

^ And then we scampered on the heach, 

To chase the foaming wave ; 

And when we ran beyond its reach 
We all became more braved ’’ 
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Colney remarked : was a poet — for once.” 

A neat-legged Parisianly-booted lady, having the sea- 
wimls very enterprising with her dark wavy locks and 
jacket and skirts, gave a cry of pleasure and a silvery 
“ You dea,r 1 ” at sight of Nesta; then at sight of one of us, 
mt)( Iterated her tone to a propriety equalling the most con- 
ventional. We ride to-day ?” 

“ 1 shall he one,” said Nesta. 

It would not be the commonest pleasure to me, if you 
wer(‘ al)sent.^' 

'Till eleven, then ! ” 

Ai’ter my morning letter to Ked.” 

Slu^. sprinkled silvery sound on that name or on the 
adieu, blushed, blinked, frowned, sweetened her lip-lineSj 
bit at the under om‘, and passed in a discomposure, 
lady ?” Colney asked. 

'CShe is ^ — I meet her in the troop conducted by the 
riding-master: Mrs. M'arsett.” 

‘CAnd who is Ned?” 

*Mt is her Inisbaud, to whom she writes every morning. 

JCe is a captain in the army, or was. He is in Norway, 
tishing.” 

the prol)ability is, that the English officer con- 
tinues his military studies.” 

“Do you not think her handsome, Mr. Durance ?” 

“Ned may boast of his possession, when he has trimmed 
it ami tioiuui it a little.” 

“She is ditferent, if you are alone with her.” 

“ It is not unusual,” said Colney. 

At (deveu o’clock he was in London, and Nesta rode be- 
sides Mrs. Marsett amid the troop. 

A South-easterly wind blew the waters to shifty goldleaf 
prints ol* brilliance under the sun. 

“ I took, a liberty this morning, ,I called you ‘ Dear ’ this 
morning,” the lady said. “It ’s what I feel, only I have 
no right to blurt out everything I feel, and I was ashamed. 

I am sure I must have appeared ridiculous. I got quite 
nervous.” 

“ You would not be ridiculous to me.” 

“ I remember I spoke of Ned.” 

“You have spoken of him before.” 

i 
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^^OL! I know: to you alone. I should like to pluck 
out my heart and pitch it on the waves, to see whether it 
would sink or swim. That’s a funny idea, isn’t it! I 
tell you everything that comes up. What shall I do when 
I lose you! You always make me feel you’ve a lot of 
poetry ready-made in you.” 

^‘We will write. And you will have your husband 
then.” 

“When I had finished my letter to Ned, I dropped my 
head on it and behaved like a fool for several niinutt‘S. I 
can’t bear the thought of losing you! ” 

“But you don’t lose me,” said Nesta; “there is no 
ground for your supposing that you will. And your wish 
not to lose me, binds me to you more closely.” 

“If you knew!” Mrs. Marsett caught at her slippery 
tongue, and she carolled: “If we all knew everything, we 
should be wiser, and what a naked lot of peo})le we 
should be ! ” 

They were crossing the passage of a cavalcade of gtuitle-' 
men, at the end of the East Cliff. One among them, large 
and dominant, with a playful voice of brass, cri(‘(l out: 
“And how do you do, Mrs. Judith Marsett — ha? Beau- 
tiful morning ? ” 

Mrs. Marsett’s figure tightened; she rode stonily erect, 
looked level ahead. Her woman’s red mouth was shut fast 
on a fighting underlip. 

“He did not salute you,” Nesta remarked, to justify 
her for not having responded. 

The lady breathed a low thunder: “Coward! ” 

“He cannot have intended to insult you,” said Nesta. 

“That man knows I will not notice him. He is a beast. 
He will learn that I carry a horsewhip.” 

“Are you not taking a little incident too much to heart ? ” 

The sigh of the heavily laden came from Mrs. Marsett: 
“ Am I pale ? I dare say. I shall go on my knees to-niglit 
hating myself that I was born ^ one of the frail sex.’ We 
are, or we should ride at the coward and strike him to the 
ground. Pray, pray do not look distressed! Now you 
know my Christian name. That dog of a man barks it out 
on the roads. It does n’t matter.” 

“ He has offended you before ? ” 
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You are near me. They can’t hurt me, can’t touch me^ 
when I think that I ’m talking with you. How I envy 
those who call you by your Christian name.” 

^•^Nesta,” said smiling Nesta. The smile was forced, 
that she might show kindness, for the lady was jarring on 
her. 

Mrs. Marsett opened her lips: ^^Oh, my God, I shall be 
crying! — let ’s gallop. Ho, wait, I ’ll tell you. I wish I 
could! I will tell you of that man. That man is Major 
Worrell. One of the majors who manage to get to their 
grade. A retired warrior. He married a handsome woman, 
above him in rank, with money; a good woman. She 
was a good woman, or she would have had her vengeance, 
and tluu‘(‘ was never a word against lier. She must have 
loved that — Ned calls him, full-blooded ox. He spent 
her moiiey and he deceived her. — You innocent! Oh, 
you dear! I ’d give the world to have your eyes. I ’ve 
"heard tell of ‘crystal clear,’ but eyes like yours have to 
tell me how deep and clear. Such a world for them to 
be in ! I did pray, and used your name last night on my 
knees, that you — I said Nesta — might never have to go 
through other women’s miseries. Ah me! I have to tell 
you h(^ deceived her. You don’t quite understand.” 

“I do unde ratal id,” said Nesta. 

“God ludp you — T am excited to-day. That man is 
poison to me. His wifti forgave him three times. On 
tlmw oecasions, that unha|)py woman forgave him. He is 
great at his oaths, and a big breaker of them. She walked 
out one November afternoon and met him riding along 
with a notorious creature. You know there are bad 
womcm. Tlu^y passed her, laughing. And look there, 
Nesta, sec that groyne; that very one.” Mrs. Marsett 
point', ed Ikt whip hard out. “The poor lady went down 
frcuu the height //ere; she walked into that rough water 
_ look I — steadying hersedf along it, and she plunged ; she 
iu‘,v('r came out alive. A week after her burial, Major 
Worrell — I ’ve told you (uiough.” 

“ We ’ll gallop now,” said Nesta. 

Mrs. Marsatf’s talk, her presence hardly less, affected 
the girl with those intimations of tumult shown upon 
smooth waters when the great elements are conspiring. 
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She felt that there was a cause why she had to pity, did 
pity her. It might be, that Captain Marsett wedded one 
who was of inferior station, and his wife had to hear blows 
from cruel people. The supposition seemed probable. 
The girl accepted it; for beyond it, as the gathering of the 
gale masked by hills, lay a brewing silence. What ? She 
did not reflect. Her quick physical sensibility curled to 
some breath of heated atmosphere brought about her by 
this new acquaintance : not pleasant, if she had thought of 
pleasure: intensely suggestive of our life at the consuming 
tragic core, round which the furnace pants. But she was 
unreflecting, feeling only a beyond and hidden. 

Besides, she was an exile. Spelling at dark things in 
the dark, getting to have the sight which peruses darkness, 
she touched the door of a mystery that denied her its key, 
but showed the lock; and her life was beginning to know 
of hours that fretted her to recklessness. Her friend 
Louise was absent : she had so few friends — owing to that 
unsolved reason: she wanted one, of any kind, if only 
gentle: and this lady seemed to need her: and she flat- 
tered; ISTesta was in the mood for swallowing and digesting 
and making sweet blood of flattery. 

At one time, she liked Mrs. Marsett best absent: in 
musing on her, wishing her well, having said the adieu. 
For it was wearisome to hear praises of “innocence; and 
women can do so little to cure that “wickedness of inen,^^ 
among the lady’s conversational themes; and “love” too: 
it may be a “ plague, ” and it may be “ heaven : ” it is b(d;ter 
left unspoken of. But there were times when Mrs. Mar- 
sett’s looks and tones touched compassion to press lu^r 
hand: an act that had a pledgeing signification in the girl’s 
bosom: and when, by the simple avoidance of ejaculatory 
fervours, Mrs. Marsett’s quieted good looks had a shadow 
of a tender charm, more pathetic than her outcries wenu 

These had not always the sanction of polite usage: and 
her English was guilty of sudden lapses to tlxe Thames- 
water English of commerce and drainage instead of the 
upper wells. But there are many uneducated ladies in 
the land. Many, too, whose tastes in romantic literature 
betray now and then by peeps a similarity to Ncsta’s maid 
Mary’s- Mrs. Marsett liked love, blood, and adventure. 
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She had, moreover, a favourite noble poet, and she begged 
Kesta’s pardon for naming him, and she would not name 
him, and told her she must not read him until she was a 
married woman, because he did mischief to girls. There- 
upon vshe fell into one of her silences, emerging with a 
cry ot' hate of herself for having ever read him. Slie did 
not blame the bard. And, ah, poor bard! he fought his 
battle : he shall not be named for the brand on the name. 
He lias lit a sulphur match for the lower of nature through 
many a generation ; and to be forgiven by sad frail souls 
who could accuse him of pipeing devil’s agent to them at 
the perilous instant — poor girls too 1 — is chastisement 
enough. This it is to be the author of unholy sweets : a 
Posterity sitting in judgement will grant, that they were 
part of his honest battle with the hypocrite English Philis- 
tine, witliout being dux)e of the plea or at all the thirsty 
swallower of his sugary brandy. Mrs. Marsett expressed 
aloud her gladness of escape in never having met a man 
like him; followed by her regret that ‘‘"^Ned” was so utterly 
unlik(‘; e.xcept ^‘perhaps — and she hummed; she was off 
on the fraternity in wickedness. 

Kesta^s ears were fatigued. ‘‘My mother writes of 
you,’’ she said, to vary the subject. 

Mrs. Marsett looked. She sighed downright: “Thave 
had my dream of a friend! — It was that gentleman with 
you on the pier ! Your mother objects ? 

“Sh(i has inquired, nothing more.” 

“I am not twenty -three: not as old as 1 should be, for a 
guidti to you. I know I would never do you harm. Tliat 
I know. I would walk into that water iirst, and take Mrs. 
Worrell’s |)luuge: — the last bath; a thorough cleanser for 
a woman! Only, she was a good woman and did n’t want 
it, as we — as lots of us do : — to wash off all reeollection 
of having met a man! Your mother would not like me to 
call you INTesta! I have never begged you to call me 
Judith. Damnable name!” Mrs. Marsett revelled in the 
hea.t; of the curse on it, a,s a relief to torture of the breast, 
until a sense of the girl’s alarmed hearing sent the word 
rev<u*l)erating along her nerves and shocked her with such 
an (Exposure of our Shaggy wild one on a lady’s lips. She 
murmured: “ Forgive me,” and had the passion to repeat 
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the epithet in shrieks, and scratch up male speech for a 
hatefuller; but the twitch of Nesta’s brows made her say; 
“Do pardon me. I did something in Scripture. Juditli 
could again. Since that brute Worrell crossed me riding 
with you, I loathe my namej I want to do things. I have 
offended you.^^ 

I : “ We have been taught differently. I do not use those 

1 . words. Nothing else.” 

I , i “They frighten you.” 

“They make me shut; that is all.” 

a “ Supposing you were some day to discover - . . ta-ta-ta, 

V I all the things there are in the world.” Mrs. Marsett let 

! fly an artificial chirrup. “You must have some ideas of 

'' . ‘ me.” 

' ' “I think you have had unhappy experiences.” 

;■ “Nesta . . . just now and then! the first time we rode 

’ out together, coming back from the downs, I remember, I 

I spoke, without thinking — I was enraged — of a case in the 

* newspapers; and you had seen it, and you were not al'raid 

I to talk of it. I remember I thought, Well, for a girl, she ’s 

'■ / , bold ! I thought you knew more than a girl oxight to 

know: until — you did — you set my heart going. You 
I spoke of the poor women like an angel of compassion. You 

' ' ■ said, we were all mixed up with their fate — I forget the 

' , ; words. But no one ever heard in Church anything that 

touched me so. I worshipped you. You said, you thought 
/ ' ' of them often, and longed to find out what you could do 

, to help. And I thought, if they could hear you, and only 

j come near you, as I was — ah, my heaven !— Ihihappy 

; ■ experiences ? Yes. But when men get women on the 

; slope to their perdition, they have no mercy, nomn ''i’hey 

deceive, and they lie; they are false in acts and words; 
f; : ' they do as much as murder. They never hangtnl for it. 

I They make the Laws! And then they become fatlnu’S of 

jj families, and point the finger at the ^ wretched creatures.^ 

^ - They have a dozen names against women, for one at 

i c i’ themselves.” 




“It maddens me at times to think! . . .” said Nesta^ 
burning with the sting of vile names. 

“Oh, there are bad women as well as bad men: but mei> 
Lave the power and the lead, and they take advantage of 
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it; and then they turn round and execrate us for not hav- 
ing what they have robbed us of ! 

“I blame women — if I may dare, at my age,” said 
Nesta, and her bosom heaved. “Women should feel for 
their sex; they should not allow the names; they should 
go among their imhappier sisters. At the worst, they are 
sisters ! I am sure, that fallen cannot mean — Christ 
shows it does not. He changes the tone of Scripture. The 
women who are made outcasts, must be hopeless and go to 
utter ruin. We should, if we pretend to be better, step 
between them and that. There cannot be any goodness 
unless it is a practiced goodness. Otherwise it is nothing 
more than paint on canvas. You speak to me of my inno- 
cence. What is it worth, if it is only a picture and does 
no work to help to rescue? I fear I think most of the 
dreadful names that redden and sicken us. — The Old 
Testament! ^ — I have a French friend, a Mademoiselle 
Louise de Seilles — you should hear her: she is intensely 
French, and a Roman Catholic, everything which we are 
not: but so human, so wise, and so full of the pride of her 
sex ! I love her. It is love. She will never marry until 
she meets a man who has the respect for women, for all 
women. We both think we cannot separate ourselves from 
our sisters. She seems to me to wither men, when she 
sptuika of their itijustice, their snares to mislead and their 
cruelty when they have succeeded. She is right, it is the 
— brute: tliere is no other word.” 

“Arid French and good!” Mrs. Marsett ejaculated. 
“My Ned reads French novels, and he says, their wo- 
men . . . But your mademoivselle is a real one. If she 
says all that, I could kneel to her, French or not. Does 
sh(‘. talk much about men and women ? ” ^ 

“ Not often: we lose our tempers. She wants women to 
have professions; at present they have not much choice to 
avoid being penniless. Poverty, and the sight of luxury! 
It seems as if we produced the situation, to create an 
envious thirst, and cause the misery. Things are improv- 
ing for them; but we groan at the slowness of it.” 

Mrs. Marsett now declared a belief that vmmen were 
nearly (|uite as bad as men. “ I don’t think I could take up 
with a profession. U nless to be a singer. Alx ! Do you sing ? ” 
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Nesta smiled: “Yes, I sing.” 

“How I should like to hear you! ]\ly Ned’s a thorough 
Englishman — gentleman, you know : he cares only for 
sport; Shooting, Fishing, Hunting; and Football, Ch’icket, 
Eowing, and matches. He ’s immensely proud of England 
in those things. And such muscle he lias! — though he 
begins to fancy his heart’s rather weak. It ’s digestion, I 
tell him. But he takes me to the Opera sometimes — 
Italian Opera; he can’t stand German. Down at his |)laee 
in Leicestershire, he tells me, when there’s company, he 
has — I bn sure you sing beautifully. When I hear l)eau- 
tiful singing, even from a woman they t(dl tales of, upon 
my word, it’s true, I feel my sins all melting ont of me 
and I ’m new-made: I can’t bear Ned to s])eak. Would 
you one day, one afternoon, before the end of next week ? 
— it would do me such real good, you can’t guess liow 
much; if I could persuade you! I know I ’m asking some- 
thing out of rules. For just half an lioxirl I judge by 
your voice in talking. Oh ! it w^ould do me good — good 
— good to hear you sing. There is a tuned piano — a 
cottage; I don’t think it sounds badly. You w^ould not 
see any great harm in calling on me ? — once ! ” 

“No,” said Nesta. And it was her nature that jirojecUal 
the word. Her awakened wits were travelling to her from 
a distance, and she had an intimation of their tidings; and 
she could not have said what they were; or why, for a 
moment, she hesitated to promise slie would come. Her 
visiou of the reality of things was withoxit writt(*n title's, 
to put the stamp of the world on it. She felt this lady to 
be one encompassed and in the hug of the elementary forces, 
which are the terrors to inexperienced pure young women. 
Btat she looked at her, and dared trust those lips, those 
eyes. She saw, through whatever might he the v<‘ss(d, the 
spirit of the woman; as the upper nobility of our brood are 
enabled to do in a crisis mixed of moral aversion and sis- 
terly sympathy, when nature cries to them, and the scales 
of convention, the mud-spots of accident, even naughtiness, 
even wickedness, all misfortune’s issue, if we hut see tluj 
one look upward, fall away. Eeason is not exeduded from 
these blind throbs of a blood that strikes to right the doings 
of the Fates. Nesta did not err in her divination of the 
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good and the bad incarnate beside her, though both good 
and bad were behind a curtain; the latter "sparing her 
delicate senses, appealing to chivalry, to the simply femi- 
nine claim on her. Reason, acting in her lieart as a tongue 
of the danies of the forge where we all are wrought, told 
her surely that the good predominated. She had the heart 
whicli is at our primal tires when nature speaks. 

Slie gave the promise to call on Mrs. Marsett and sing 
to her. 

An afternoon ? Oh ! what afternoon ? she was asked^ 
and she said: “This afternoon, if you like.” 

So it was agreed: Mrs. Marsett acted violently the thrill 
of delight she felt in the prospect. 

The ladies Dorothea and Virginia consulted, and pro- 
nounced the name of Marsett to be a reputable County 
name, “There was a Leicestershire baronet of the name 
of Marsett.'” They arranged to send their button-blazing 
boy at N’esta's heels. Mrs. Marsett resided in a side“Stre(it 
not very distant from the featureless but washed and 
orderly terrace of the glassy stare at sea. 



CHAPTER XXIX 

snows ONE OF THE SHADOWS OF THE WOKLD CBOSSINO 
A VJKGINhs MIND 

Nesta and her maid w(‘.re brouglit back safely through 
the dusk by their constellation of a boy, to whom tiio 
|)rovid(mt ladies had entrusted her. Tiny could not but 
note how sliort her syllables were. Her face was only 
partly seen. 'They had returned refrc^shed from tlunr 
ilriv(‘ on the |)Op\il(nis and ordcuhy pa,rade — so fair a pa-t- 
tern of tlndr England! — after discoursing of “the dear 
ciiild,” a})])roviug her manners, instaneing firoofs of her 
intelligence, nay, her possession of “(diaracter.” They 
did so, notwithstanding that these admissions were worse 
than their growing love for the girl, to confound estab- 
lished ideas. And now, in thoughtfulness on her behalf. 
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Dorothea said, We have considered, Kesta, that you may 
be lonely ; and if it is your wish, we will leave our card on 
your new acquaintance.^’ Nesta took her hand and kissed 
it; she declined, saying, without voice. 

They had two surprises at the dinner-hour. One was 
the card of Dartrey Fenellan, naming an early time next 
day for his visit; and the other was the appearance of the 
Eev. Stuart Eem, a welcome guest. He had come to meet 
his Bishop. 

He had come also with serious information for the 
ladies, regarding the Bev. Abram Posterley. No sooner 
was this out of his mouth than both ladies exclaimed: 
^‘Again!” So serious was it, that there had been a con- 
sultation at the Wells; Mr. Posterley’s friend, the Bev. 
Beptimus Barmby, and his own friend, the Bev. Orose- 
man Buttermore, had journeyed from London to sit upon 
the case: and, “One hoped,” Mr. Stuart Bern said, “poor 
Posterley would be restored to the senses he i)eriodically 
abandoned.” He laid a hand on Tasso’s curls, and with- 
drew it at a menace of teeth. Tasso would submit to 
irough caresses from Mr. Posterley; he would not allow 
Mr. Stuart Bern to touch him. Why was that? Perhaps 
ior the reason of Mr. Posterley’s being so emotional as 
perpetually to fall a victim to some bright glance and 
require the rescue of his friends; the slave of woman luid 
a magnet for animals ! 

Dorothea and Virginia were drawn to compassionate sen- 
■tiinents, in spite of the provokeing recuirrenet^ of Mr. 
Posterley’s malady. He had not an income to support 
a wife. Always was this unfortunate gentleman entan- 
gling himself in a passion for mai<l or widow of thi^ Wells: 
-and it was desperate, a fever. Mr. Htuart liv.m charitably 
remarked on his taking it so severely b(H*ausa of his vt‘ry 
•scrupulous good conduct. Tlujy pardoned a litth‘ wound 
to their delicacy, and asked: “On this fxumsion?” JMr. 
sStuart Bern named a linendraper’s establishment near the 
pantiles, where a fair young woman servtuL “ And her 
reputation ? ” That was an article buss pr(^H(‘ntal)le 
through plate-glass, it seemed: Mr. Stuart Be.m drew a 
prolonged breath into his nose. 

^^It is most melancholy I ” they said in unison. Nothing 
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positive,” said he. But the suspicion of a shadow, Mr. 
Stuart Bern ! You will not permit it ? ” He stated, that 
his friend Butter more might have inhuence. Dorothea said : 

When I think of Mr. Posterley’s addiction to ceremonial 
observances, and to matrimony, I cannot but think of a 
sentence that fell from Mr. Durance one day, with reference 
to that division of our Church: he called it : — you frown I 
and I would only quote Mr. Durance to you in support of 
your purer form, as we hold it to be : — with the candies, the 
vestments, Confession, alas 1 he called it, * Borne and a 
wife.’ ” 

Mr. Stuart Bern nodded an enforced assent: he testily 
dismissed mention of Mr. Durance, and resumed on Mr. 
Posterley. 

The good ladies now, with some of their curiosity ap- 
peased, considerately signified to him, that a young maiden 
was present. 

The young maiden had in heart stuff to render such small 
gossip a hum of summer midges. She did not imagine the 
dialogue concerned her in any way. She noticed Mr. Stuart 
Bern’s attentive scrutiny of her from time to time. She 
had no sensitiveness, hardly a mind for things about her. 
To-morrow she was to see Captain Dartrey. She dwelt on 
that prospect, for an escape from the meshes of a painful 
hour — the mo.st woeful of the hours she had yet known — 
passed with Judith Marsett ; which dragged her soul through 
a w(dteriug of the deeps, tossed her over and over, still did 
it with h(T ideas. It shocked her nevertheless to perceive 
how much of the world’s flayed life and harsh anatomy she 
had apprehended, and so coldly, previous to Mrs. Mar^tt’s. 
lift of the veil in her story of herself : a skipping revelation,, 
terrible enough to the girl; whose comparison of the* 
|)reviouHly suspected tilings with the things now revealed 
imj)os(Hl the thought of her having been both a precocious 
and a callous young woman: a kind of “ Delphica Avithout 
the erudition,” Iier mind phrased it airily over her chagrin., 
— And tlu‘. silence of Dudley proved him to have discovered 
his e,rror in choosing such a person: he was wise, and she* 
thanked him. She had an (uivy of the ignorant-innocentS; 
adored by the young man she cordially thanked for quitting- 
her. She admired the white coat of armour they wore^ 


i". 



M 




A 



292 


ONJB OF OVR GOl^QUBRORB 


whether bestowed on them by their constitution or by 
prudence. For while combating mankind now on Judith 
MarsetFs behalf, personally she ran like a hare from the 
mere breath of an association with the very minor sort of 
similar charges ; ardently she desired the esteem of mankind ; 
she was at moments abject. But had she actually been 
aware of the facts now known ? 

Those wits of the virgin young, quickened to shrewdness 
by their budding senses — and however vividly — require 
enlightenment of the audible and visible before their sterner 
feelings can be heated to break them away from a blushful 
dread and force the mind to know. As much as the wilfully 
or naturally blunted, the intelligently honest have to learn 
by touch : only, their understandings cannot meanwhile be so 
wholly obtuse as our society's matron, acting to please the 
tastes of the civilized man — a creature that is not clean- 
washed of the Turk in him — barbarously exacts. The signor 
aforesaid is puzzled to read the woman, who is after all in 
his language ; but when it comes to reading the maiden, she 
appears as a phosphorescent hieroglyph to some speculative 
Egyptologer 5 and he insists upon distinct lines and char- 
acters ; no variations, if he is to have sense of surety. 
Many a young girl is misread by the amount she seems to 
know of our construction, history, and dealings, when it is 
not more than her sincere ripeness of nature, that has 
gathered the facts of life profuse about her, and prompts 
her through one or other of the instincts, often vanity, to 
show them to be not entirely strange to her ; or haply her 
filly nature is having a fling at the social harness of hypoc- 
risy. If you (it is usually through the length of ears of 
your ISTovelist that the privilege is yours) have overheard 
queer communications passing between girls — and you must 
act the traitor eavesdropper or Achilles masquerader to over- 
hear so clearly — these, be assured, are not specially the 
signs of their corruptness. Even the exceptionally cynical 
are chiefly to be accused of bad manners. Your Moralist is 
a myopic preacher, when he stamps infamy on them, or on 
our later generation, for the kick they have at grandmother 
decorum, because you do not or cannot conceal from them 
the grinning skeleton behind it. 

IsTesta once had dreams of her being loved : and she was 
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to love ill return for a love that excused her for loving double, 
treble ; as not her lover could love, she thought with grate- 
ful pride in the treasure she was to pour out at his feet ; as 
only one or two (and they were women) in tlie world had 
ever loved. Her notion of the passion was parasitic : iiian 
the tree, woman the bine ; but the bine was flame to enwind 
and to soai', serpent to defend, iniinortal flowers to crown. 
The choice her parents had made for her in Dudley, behind 
the mystery she had scent of, nipped her dream, and pre- 
pared her to meet, as it were, the fireside of a November day 
instead of springing up and into the dawn’s blue of full sum- 
mer witli swallows on wing. Her station in exile at the 
Wells of the weariful rich, under the weight of the sullen 
secret, unenlivened by Dudley’s courtship, subdued her to 
the world’s decrees; phrased thus: am not to be a 

heroine,” The one golden edge to the view was, that she 
would greatly please her father. 

Her dream of a love was put away like a botanist’s pressed 
weed. But after hearing J udith Marsett’s wild sobs, it had 
no place in her cherishing. For, above all, the unhappy 
woman protested love to have beeti the cause of her misery, 
She moaned of her Ned ; ” of his goodness, his deceitful- 
ness, her trustfulness ; his pride and the vileness of his 
friends ; her longsufbning and her break down of patience. 
It was done for the proof of her unworthiness of Nesta’s 
friendship: that she might be renounced, and embraced. 
f:>he told the patlud;ic half of her story, to suit the gentle 
ear, whose critical keenness was lost in compassion. How 
deep the com[Kission, mixed with the girl’s native respect 
for the ovil-fortuned, may be judged by her inaccessibility 
to a vulgar tang that she was aware of in the deluge of the 
torremt, when* Imio(;<‘nce and Ned and Lov(‘ and a proud 
Family and that l)east Worrell rolled together in leaping 
and shifting involutions. 

A darkmjss of thunder was on the girl. Altliougli she 
was not one to shrink beneath it like the small bird of the 
woods, slu^ had to say within hersedf many times, “ I shall 
see Captain Dartrey to-morrow,” for a recovery and a 
nerving. And with her thought of him, her tooth was at 
luu' underlip, she struggled abashed, in hesitation over 
men’s views of her sox, and how tio bring a frank mind ta 
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meet Mm; to be sure of Ms not at heart despising; until 
Ms character swam defined and bright across her scope. 

is good to women,’’ Fragments of conversation, 
principally her father’s, had pictured Captain Dartrey to 
her most manfully tolerant toward a frivolous wife. 

He came early in the morning, instantly after breakfast. 

Hot two minutes had passed before she was at home 
with him. His words, his looks, revived her spirit of 
romance, gave her the very landscapes, and new ones. 
Yes, he was her hero. But his manner made him also an 
adored big brother, stamped splendid by the perils of life. 
He sat square, as if alert to rise, with an elbow on a knee, 
and the readiest turn of head to speakers, the promptest of 
answers, eyes that were a brighter accent to the mouth, so 
vividly did look accompany tone. He rallied her, chatted 
and laughed; pleased the ladies by laughing at Colney 
Durance, and inspired her with happiness when he spoke 
of England : — that One has to be in exile awhile, to see 
the place she takes.” 

Oh, Captain Dartrey, I do like to hear you say so,” she 
cried ; his voice was reassuring also in other directions : it 
rang of true man. 

He volunteered, however, a sad admission, that England 
had certainly lost something of the great nation’s proper 
conception of Force: the meaning of it, virtue of it, and 
need for it. “ She bleats for a lesson, and will get her 
lesson.” 

Bub if we have Captain Dartrey, we shall come through I 
So said the sparkle of Hesta’s eyes. 

She is very like her father,” he said to the ladies, 
think so,” they remarked. 

^‘There’s the mother too,” said he; and Hesta saw that 
the ladies shadowed. 

They retired. Then she begged him to tell her of her 
cwn dear mother.” The news gave comfort, except for 
the suspicion, that the dear mother was being worn by 
her entertaining so largely. ^^Papa is to blame,” said 
Hesta. 

momentary strain. Your father has an idea of 
Parliament; one of the London Boroughs.” 

And I, Captain Dartrey, when do I go back to them ?” 
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<^Yoiir mother comes down to consult with you,. And 
now, do we ride together ? 

“You are free?’’ 

“My uncle, Lord Clan, lets me out,^^ 

“ To-day ? ” 

“ Why, yes ! ” 

“ This morning ? 

“In an hour’s time.’’ 

“ I will be ready.” 

Nesta sent a line of excuse to Mrs. Marsett, throwing in 
a fervent adjective for balm. 

yiiat fair person rode out with the troop under conduct, 
of the hallowing squire of the stables, and passed by Nesta. 
on horseback beside Dartrey Fenellan at the steps of a 
huge hotel ; issuing from which, pretty Mrs. Blathenoy was 
about to mount. Mrs. Marsett looked ahead and coloured,, 
but she could not restrain one look at Hesta, that embraced, 
her cavalier. Nesta waved hand to her, and nodded. Mrs.. 
Marsett withdrew her eyes ; her doing so, silent though ife 
was, resembled the drag back to sea of the shingle-wave 
below her, such a screaming of tattle she heard in the ques- 
tions discernible through the attitude of the cavalier and of 
the lady, who paused to stare, before the leap up in the 
saddle. ^ Who is she ? — what is she ? — how did you know 
her ? — where does she come from? — wears her hat on her 
brows 1 — kuge gauntlets out of style ! — shady ! shady ! 
shady I’ And as always during her nervous tumults, the* 
name of Worrell made diapason of that execrable uproar. 
Her hat on her brows bad an air of dash, defying a world it 
could win, as Ned well knew. But she scanned her gaunt- 
lets disapprovingly, ''.rhis town, we are glad to think, has 
a bright repute for glove-shops. And Mrs. Marsett could 
applaud herself for sparing Ned’s money ; she had mended 
her gloves, if they were in the fashion. — But how does the” 
money come ? Hark at that lady and that gentleman ques- 
tioning Miss Radnor of everything, everything in the world 
about her ! Not a word do they get from Miss Radnor. 
And it makes them the more inquisitive. Idle rich people,, 
comfortably fenced round, are so inquisitive ! And Mrs, 
Marsett, loving Nesta for the notice of her, maddened by the- 
sting of tongues it was causing, heard the wash of the* 
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beachj without consciousness of analogies, but with a body 
ready to jump out of skin, out of life, in desperation at the 
sound. 

She was all impulse ; a shifty piece of unmercenary strata- 
gem occasionally directing it. Arrived at her lodgings, she 
wrote to INTesta : “ I entreat you not to notice me, if you pass 
me on the road again. Let me drop, never mind how low 
I go. I was born to be wretched. A line from you, just a 
line now and then, only to show me I am not forgotten. I 
have had a beautiful dream. I am not bad in reality ; I 
love goodness, I know. I cling to the thought of you, as 
my rescue, I declare. Please, let me hear: if it^s not more 
than ‘ good day ’ and your initials on a post-card.” 

The letter brought Kesta in person to her. 


CHAPTEE XXX 

THE BURDEN UPON NESTA 

Could there be confidences on the subject of Mrs. Mar- 
sett with Captain Dartrey ? — Xesta timidly questioned her 
heart: she knocked at an iron door shut upon a thing alive. 
The very asking froze her, almost to stop|>ing lu'r throbs of 
pity for the woman. With Captain Dartrey, if with any 
one ; but with no one. Xot with her mother even. Toward 
her mother, she felt guilty of knowing. Her mother had a 
horror of that curtain. Xesta had seen it, and lia,d taktm 
her impressions ; she, too, shrank from it ; tlie more when 
impelled to draw near it. Louise de Seill(‘s would lia.ve 
been another self; Louise was away; when to r(‘turn, the 
dear friend could not state. Speaking in her ear, would 
have been possible; the theme precluded writing. 

It was ponderous combustible new knowledge of life for 
a girl to hold unaided. In the presence of the simple sil v(‘ry 
ladies Dorothea and Virginia, she had qualms, as if sIhj 
were breaking out in spots before them. The ladies fancied, 
that Mr. Stuart Eem had hinted to them oddly of the girl ; 
and that he might have meant, she appeared a little too 
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unliappy woman herself, would speak the words denied to 
a girl ! He was the man who would hearken and help. 
Essential immediate help was to be given besides the noble- 
benevolence of mind. Novel ideas of manliness ancl the- 
world^s need for it were printed on her understanding. 
Eor what could women do in aid of a good cause ! She 
fawned : she deemed herself very despicably her liero’s. 
inferior. The thought of him enclosed her. In a prison, 
the gaoler is a demi-God — hued bright or black, as it may 
be ; and, by the present arrangement between the sexes, she,, 
whom the world allowed not to have an intimation from 
eye or ear, or from nature’s blood-ripeness in commune with 
them, of certain matters, which it suffers to be notorious^, 
necessarily directed her appeal almost in worship to the 
man, who was the one man endowed to relieve, and who 
locked her mouth for shame. 

Thus was she, too, being put into her woman’s harness of 
the bit and the blinkers, and taught to know herself for the 
weak thing, the gentle parasite, which the fiction of our 
civilization expects her, caressingly and contemptuously, to 
become in the active, while it is exacted of her — 0 Comedy 
of Clowns ! — that in the passive she be a rock-fortress im- 
pregnable, not to speak of magically encircled. She must 
also have her feelings; she must not be an unnatural 
creature. And she must have a sufficient intelligence ; for 
her stupidity does not flatter the possessing man. It is not 
an organic growth that he desires in his mate, but a happy 
composition. You see the world which comes of the pair. 

This burning Nesta, Victor’s daughter, tempered l)y 
Nataly’s milder blood, was a girl in whom the hard shocks 
of the knowledge of life, perforce of the hardness upon pure 
metal, left a strengthening for generous imagination. kSIio 
did not sit to brood on her injured senses or set them through 
speculation touching heat; they were taken up and con- 
sumed by the fire of her mind. Nor had she leisure for the 
abhorrences, in a heart all flowing to give aid, and uplift and 
restore. Self was as urgent in her as in most of the young ; 
but the gift of humour, which had previously diverted it, 
was now the quick feeling for her sisterhood, through the 
one piteous example she knew; and broadening it, through 
her insurgent abasement on their behalf, which was her 
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scourged pride of sex. She but faintly thought of blaming 
the men whom her soul besought for justice, for common 
kindiievss, to women. There was the danger, that her 
aroused young ignorance would charge the whole of tlie 
misery about and abroad upon the stronger of those two ; 
and another danger, that the vision of the facts below the 
sxirface would discolour and disorder her views of existence. 

But she. loved, she sprang to, the lighted world; and she 
had figures of male friends, to which to cling; and they 
helpeil in animating glorious historical figures ou the world’s 
library-shelv(‘s or uiuhu* yet palpitating earth. Promise of 
a steady balance of her nature, too, was shown in the absence 
of any irritable urgmicy to be doing, when her bosom bled 
to help. Peyoud the resolve, that she would not abandon 
the woman who had made confession to her, she formed no 
consc.ious resolutions. Far ahead down her journey of the 
years to conn', slu^ did see rnutHed things slie might hope 
and would strive to do. They were chrysalis shapes. 

Above all, she Hew her blind tpiickened heart ou the wings 
of a.u imaginative force ; and those of the young who can 
do that, arc in their hlooil iueorniptiblc by dark knowledge, 
irradiated under darknt^ss in the mind. Let but the throb 
be kc^pt for otlu'rs. That is the one secret, for redemption, 
if not for preservation. 

Viiitor (Uisci'inhMl on his marine London to embrace his 
girl, full of regrcHvS at Frmli’s absence from the great whirl 
overhaul,” as placcss of multitudinous assembly, where he 
shorn', always apiieari'd to him. Jhit it was not to last long; 
she would soon on the surface again! At the lirst clasp 
of her, he chir[)e(l some bars of her song. Me challenged 
her to duet before the. good ladies, and she kindled, vshe was 
caught up by his gaii'ty, wondering at herself; faintly aware 
of licr not ludug s})ontaneou8. And she made her father 
laugh, just in the old way; and looked at herself in his 
laughter, with thi^ thought that she could not have become 
so changed ; by whic.h tlie girl was lielped to jump to her 
humour. Victiir tunu'd his full front to Dorothea and Vir- 
ginia, one sunny beam of delight: and although it was Mr. » 

Ptuart R(‘m who was naughty Nesta's victim, and althougli ** 

it scu'med a trespass ou lier part to speak in such a manner 
of a cdcuical geuthuuan, they were seized 5 they were tlwj 
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opposite partners of a laughing quadrille, lasting till they 
were tired out. 

Victor had asked his girl, if she sang on a Sunday. The 
ladies rememoered, that she had put the question for per- 
mission to Mr. Stuart Bern, who was opposed to secular 


j \ singing. 

i i ; And what did he say? said Victor. 

S 1 : Kesta shook head: ‘^It was not what he said, papa, ; it 

I ; I : was his look. His duty compelled him, though he loves 

Ij ^ music. He had the look of a Patriarch putting his iiand- 

I ’ ; ! maiden away into the desert.” 

Dorothea and Virginia, in spite of protests within, 
I ; ^ laughed to streams. They recollected the look; she had 

^ given the portrait of Mr. Stuart Rem in the act of repudiat- 

' ing secular song. 

i ' i , •; Victor conjured up a day when this darling Predi, a child, 

I : ‘ stood before a famous picture in the Brera, at Milan : when 

' he and her mother noticed the child's very studious grave- 

. ness; and they had talked of it; he remarking that she 

i disapproved of the Patriarch; and Nataly, that she was 

T’ ; taken with Hagar^s face. 

‘1 He seemed surprised at her not having heard from 

. Dudley. 

How is that? ” said he. 


‘^Most probably because he has not written, papa.” 

He paused after the cool reply. She had no mournful 
gaze at all ; but in the depths of the clear eyes he kmnv so 
well, there was a coil of something animate, whatever it 
might be. And twice she drew a heavy breath. 

He mentioned it in London. Nataly telegraplied at night 
for her girl to meet her next day at Dartrey's hotel. 

Their meeting was incomprehensibly joyless to the lu*arts 
of each, though it was desired, and had long been desired, 
and mother was mother, daughter daughter, without dimi- 
nution of love between them. They held liauds, they kissed 
and clasped, they showered their tender phrases with full 
warm truth, and looked into eyes and surely saw one another. 
But the heart of each was in a battle of its own, taking 
wounds or crying for supports. Whether to speak to her 
girl at once, despite the now vehement contrary counsel of 
Victor, was Nataly’s deliberation, under the thought of the 
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young creature’s perplexity in not seeing her at the house 
of the Diividney ladies: while ISTesta conjured in a flash the 
past impressions of her mother’s shrinking distaste from 
any such nectic themes as this which burdened and absorbed 
her ; and she was almost joining to it, through sympathy 
with any thought or feeling of one in whom she had such 
pride; she had the shudder of revulsion. Further, ISTataly 
put on rather cravenly an air of distress, or she half design- 
ingly permitted her trouble to be seen, by way of affecting 
her girl’s recollection when the confession was to come, that 
Nesta might then understand her to have been restrained 
from speaking, not evasive of her duty. The look was inter- 
preted by Nesta as belonging to the social annoyances dating, 
in her calendar, from Creckholt, apprehensively dreaded at 
Lakelands. She hinted asking, and her mother nodded; 
not untruthfully; but she put on a briskness after the nod; 
and a doubt was driven into Nesta’s bosom. 

Her dear Skepsey was coming down to her for a holiday, 
she was glad to hear. Of Dudley, there was no word. 
Nataly shunned his name, with a superstitious dread lest 
any mention of him should renew pretensions that she 
hoped, and now supposed, were quite withdrawn. Bo she 
had told poor Mr. Barmby only yesterday, at his humble 
request to know. He had seen Dudley on the pantiles, 
walking with a young lady, he said. And ^^he feared,” lie 
said; using a pardonable commonplace of deceit. Her 
compassion accounted for the ^^fear” which was the wish, 
and caused her not to think it particularly strange, that he 
should imagine Dudley to have quitted the field. Now that 
a disengaged Dartrey Fenellan was at hand, poor Mr. 
Barmby (‘.oiild have no chance. 

Dartrey came to her room by appointment. She wanted 
to see him alone, and he informed her, that Mrs. Blathenoy 
was in the hotel, and would certainly receive and amuse 
Nesta for any length of time. 

“ I will take her up,” said Nataly, and rose, and she sat 
immediately, and fluttered a hand at her breast. She 
laughed : “ J^erhaps I ’m tired ! ” 

Dartrey took Nesta. 

He returned, saying : .There ’s a lift in the hotel. Do 
the stairs affect you at all ? ” 
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She fenced his sharp look. Laziness, I fancy j age is 
coming on. How is it Mrs. Blathenoy is here ? 

«Well! how?^'^ 

Foolish curiosity ? ” 

“ I think I have made her of service. I did not bring 
the lady here.’’ 

‘ ^ Of service to whom ? ” 

Why, to Victor ! ” 

Has Victor commissioned you ? ” 

You can bear to hear it. Her husband knows the story. 
He has a grudge . . . commercial reasons. I fancy it is, 
that Victor stood against his paper at the table of the Bank. 
Blathenoy vowed blow for I3I0W. But I think the little 
woman holds him in. She says she does.” 

Victor prompted you ? ” 

It occurred as it occurred.” 

She does it for love of us ? — Oh ! I can’t trifle. 
Dartrey !” 

Tell me.” 

First you have n’t let me know what you think of my 
Nesta.” 

^^She ’s a dear good girl.” 

“Kot so interesting to you as a flighty little woman ! ” 

“ She has a speck of some sort on her mind.” 

Kataly spied at Dudley’s behaviour, and said : T1 
will wear away. Is Mr. Blathenoy much here ? ” 

As often as he can come, I believe.” 

“ That is ? . . 

^‘1 have seen him twice.” 

His wife remains ? ” 

Fixed here for the season.” 

My friend ! ” 

]No harm, no harm ! ” 

^^But — to her! ” 

You have my word of honour.’^ 

Yes : and she is doing you a service, at your request ; 
and you occasionally reward her with thanks ; and she sees 
you are a man of honour. Do you not know women ? ” 
Dartrey blew his pooh-pooh on feminine suspicions. 
•'There’s very little left of the Don Amoroso in me. 
Women don’t worship stone figures.” 
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They do : like the sea-birds. And what do you say to 
me, Dartrey ? — I can confess it : I am one of them : 1 
love you. When last you left England, I kissed your hand. 
It was because of your manly heart in that stone figure. 

I kept from crying : you used to scorn us English for the 
wdiimpering fits’ you said we enjoy and must have — in 
books, if we can’t get them up for ourselves. I could have 
praytnl to have you as brother or son. I love my Victor 
the bt^tter for his love of you. Oh ! — poor soul ! — how he 
is ptu’verted since that building of Lakelands! He cannot 
take soundings of tine things he does. Eormerly he con- 
fided in me, in all things: now not one; — I am the chief 
person to deceive. If only he had waited 1 We are in a 
network of intrigues and schemes, every artifice, in London 
— tempting one to hate simple worthy people, who naturally 
have their views, and see me an impostor, and tolerate me, 
fascinated by him : — or bribed — it has to be said. There 
are ways of bribeing. I trust he may not have in the end 
to pay too heavily for succeeding. He seems a man pushed 
by Destiny ; not irresponsible, but less responsible than 
most. He is desperately tempted by his never failing. 
Whatever he does! ... it is true I And it sets me think- 
ing of those who have never had an ailment, up to a certain 
age, when tluj killing blow comes. Latterly I have seen 
into him: I never did before. Had I been stronger, I 
might have saved, or averted. . . . But, you will say, the 
stronger woman would not have occupied my place. I must 
have, l)eeu bliml too. I did not see, that his nature shrinks 
from the thing it calls up. He dreads the exposure he 
courts — or has to combat with all his powers. It has been 
a revelation to me of him — life as well. Nothing stops 
him. Now it is Parliament — a vacant London Borough. 
He counts on a death. Ah ! terrible I I have it like a 
finak<».’H bitt'. night and day.” 

Nataly concluded : There : it has done me some good to 
speaL I feel so base.” She breathed heavily. 

Dartrey took her hand and bent his lips to it. Happy 
tin*, woman who has not more to apeak! How long will 
Nesta stiiy here ? ” 

You will watch over her, Dartrey ? She stays — her 
father wishes — up to ... ah I We can hardly be in such 
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extreme peril. He has her doctor, her lawyer, aiul her 
butler — a favourite servant — to check, and influence, her. 
She — you know who it is ! — does not, I am now conviuced, 
mean persecution. She was never a mean-minded wonuin. 
Oh! I could wish she were. They say she is going. I'hen 
I am to be made an ^honest woman of.’ Victor wants 
ISTesta, now that she is away, to stay until . . . A'qu under- 
stand. He feels she is safe from any possible kind of harm 
with those good ladies. And I feel she is the safer for liav- 
ing you near. Otherwise, how I should pray to you 
with us! Daily I have to pass through, well, vSOintjthitig 
like the ordeal of the red-hot ploughshares — and without 
the innocence, dear friend ! But it ‘s best that my girl 
should not have to be doing the same ; though she would 
have the innocence. But she writhes under any shadow 
of a blot. And for her to learn the things that an^ in the 
world, through her mother’s history! — and led to know 
it by the falling away of friends, or say, acquaint;incc‘S ! 
However ignorant at present, she learns from a nuue 
nothing. I dread ! ... In a moment, she is a blazt^ of 
light. There have been occurrences. Only Victor (tould 
have overcome them ! I had to thiiik it better for my girl, 
that she was absent. We are in such a whirl up th(‘re! 
So I work round again to ^how long ? ’ and tlui pu‘.turi^ of 
myself counting the breaths of a dying woman. Tln‘. other 
day I was told I was envied ! ” 

Battle, battle, battle ; — for all of us, in every position 1 ” 
said Dartrey, sharply, to clip a softness: ‘^except when 
one’s attending on an invalid uncle. Tium it "s peaee; 
rather like extinction. And I can’t be (u-ying for t.lu‘ t*ncl 
either. I bite my moustache and ta]> foot on tin* Hi tor, out 
of his hearing; make believe I’m patient. ]Nu)vv I’ll fetcli 
ISTesta,” 

Mrs. Blathenoy came down %vit]i an arm on Nesta’s 
shoulder. She held a telegram, and said to Nataly : W'hat 
can this mean ? It’s from my husband; he puts ^ Jat'ob : ’ 
my husband’s Christian name: — so lik(i iny husbatul, 
where there’s no concealment! There —» ho says : * Howj!. 
to-night else pack ready start to-morrow.’ (]an it signify, 
affairs are bad with my husband in the city ? ” 

It had that signification to Nataly’s understanding. At 
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tlie same time, tlie pretty little woman’s absurd lisping 
repetition of my husband ” did not seem without design 
to iutiict the wound it caused. 

In realit\% it was not malicious ; it came of the bewitch- 
ment of a silly tongue by her knowledge of the secret to be 
(‘ontrolled : and after contrasting her fortunes with Nataly’s, 
on her way down-stairs, she had comforted herself by say- 
ing that at least sAc had a husband. She was not aware 
that she dealt a hurt until she had found a small consola- 
tion in the indulgence : for Captain Dartrey Fenellau 
admired this (‘.ommanding figure of a woman, who could 
not legally say that which the woman he admired less, if 
at all, h'gally could say. 

I must leavti you to interpret,” Nataly remarked. 

Mrs, Idathtmoy resented her unbefitting queenly style* 
For this reason, sla^ abstained from an intended leading np 
to mention of the singular-looking lady ” seen riding with 
M iss Radnor more than oncej and as to whom. Miss E.adnor 
(for <m(' gives h(‘r the name) had not just now, when 
questiomsi, spoktm very clearly. So the mother’s alarms 
ware not raised. 

And r(‘ally it was a pity, Mrs. Blathenoy said to Dartrey 
subse<|uently ; finding him colder than before Mrs. Radnor’s 
visit ; it was a ihty, because a young woman in Miss Itadnor’s 
position siioul<l not by any possibility be seen in association 
with a ptu-sou of (‘.ommonly doubtful appearance. 

She was tlenital the ptdailant satisfaction of rousing the 
championship bitt(*r to her. Dartrey would not deliver an 
opinion on Miss Radnor’s conduct, lie declined, moreover, 
to assist in ehuhdating the telegram by ^‘looking here,” and 
poring over tin; lines beside a bloomy cheek, lie was petu- 
lantly whifiped on the arm with her glove, and pouted at. 

And it was tlum - and then only or cduiitly through Nataly’s 

ivv.mt allusicm — that the man of honour had his quakings 
in view of the, (piagmire, where he was ]dantcd on an exceed- 
ingly narrow c.auseway, not of tlu*, firm(*st. For she was a 
prt*.tty little, woman, one of the prize gifts of the pr(\sont 
educ^ation of wenuui to the men wlio are for having thenn 
(iUUiB(*ent domestic patterns ; and her artificial ingenuoiisiu'ss 
or candid frivoliticis came to her by nature to kindle the 
nature of the gentleman on the other bank of the stream 
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and witcli Mm to the plunge, so greatly mutually regretted 
after taken : an old duet to the moon. 

Dartrey escaped to the Club, where he had a friend. The 
friend was Colonel Sudley, one of the modern studious 
officers, not in good esteem with the authorities. He had 
not forgiven Dartrey for the intemperateness which cut off 
a brilliant soldier from the service. He was reduced to 
acknowledge, however, that there was a sparkling defence 
for him to reply with, in the shape of a fortune gained : and 
where we have a Society forcing us to live up to an expensive 
level, very trying to a soldier’s income, a fortune gained 
will offer excuses for misconduct short of disloyal or illegal. 
They talked of the state of the Army: we are moving. 
True, and at the last Eeview, the march past ” was per- 
formed before a mounted generalissimo profoundly asleep, 
head on breast. Our English military '^moving” may now 
be likened to Somnolency on Horseback. “ Oli, come, no 
rancour,” said the colonel ; you know he ’s a kind old boy 
at heart ; nowhere a more affectionate man alive ! ” 

So the sycophants are sure of posts ! ” 

Come, I say! He ’s devoted to the Service.” 

Invalid him, and he shall have a good epitaph.” 

‘^He’s not so responsible as the taxpayer.” 

There you touch home. Mother Goose can’t imagine 
the need for defence until a hand’s at her feathers.” 

What about her shrieks now and then ? ” 

Indigestion of a surfeit ? ” 

They were in a laughing wrangle when two acquaintances 
of the colonel’s came near. One of them recognized Dartrey, 
He changed a prickly subject to one that is gcnun-ally as 
acceptable to the servants of Mars. His companion said: 

Who is the girl out with Judith Marsett ? ” Ht‘, flavoured 
•eulogies of the girl’s good looks in easy garrison English. 
She was praised for sitting her horse well. One had m(‘t 
her on the parade, in the afternoon, walking with Mrs. 
Marsett. Colonel Sudley had seen them on horseback. I 
remarked to Dartrey : And by the way, you ’re a clean 
stretch ahead of us. I ’ve seen you go by these windows, 
with the young lady on one side, and a rather pretty woman 
on the other too.” 

“Kothihg is unseen in this town I ” Dartrey rejoined. 
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Strolling to liis quarters along the breezy parade at night, 
he proposed to himself, that he would breathe an immediate 
caution to Kesta. How had she come to know this Mrs. 
Marsett ? But he was more seriously thinking of what Col- 
ney Durance called “ The Mustard Plaster ; ” the satirist^s 
phrase for warm relations with a married fair one: and 
Dartrey, clear of any design to have it at his breast, was 
beginning to take intimations of pricks and burns. They 
are an almost positive cure of inflammatory internal condi- 
tions. They were really hard on him, who had none to be 
cured. 

The hour was nigh midnight. As he entered his hotel, 
the porter ran off to the desk in his box, and brought him a 
note, saying that a lady had left it at half-past nine. — Left 
it ? — Thum the lady could not be the alarming lady. He 
was relieved. The words of the letter were cabalistic 
these, beneath underlined address : — 

I beg you to call on me, if I do not see you this evening- 
It is urgent ; you will excuse me when I explain. Hot late 
to-morrow. I am sure you will not fail to come. I could 
write what would be certain to bring you. I dare not trust 
any xiames to paper.” 

The signature was, Judith Marsett. 


CHAPTEE XXXI 

SHOWS HOW THE HOUIRKS IN A CONQUEROR^S SERVICE 
HAVE AT TIMES TO DO KNIOHTLY CONQUEST OF THEM- 
SELVES 

Bv the viuy earliest of the trains shot away to light and 
briny air from London’s November gloom, which knows 
t!ie morning through increase of gasjets, little Bkepsey was 
hurritul over suburban chimneys, in his friendly third-class 
carriage ; where we have reminders of ancient pastoral times, 
peculiar to our country, as it may chance ; but where a man 
may apeak to his neighbour right off without being deemed 
offensive. That is homely. A. social fellow knitting closely 



OF OTJB CONQUERORS 


SOS 

to liis fellows when he meets them, enjoys it, even at the 
cost of uncusliioned seats: he can, if iin])S are in him, 
merryandrew as much as he pleases ; detested punctilio does 
not reign there; he can proselytize for the souhs welfare; 
decry or uphold the national drink; advertizes a commercial 
Firm deriving prosperity from the favour of tlu‘ multitudes ; 
exhort to patriotism. All is accepted. Politeness is the 
rule, according to Skepsey’s experience of the Southern part 
of the third-class kingdom. And it is as well to mark the, 
divisions, for the better knowledge of our countrymen. 
The North requires volumes to itself. 

The hard-grained old pirate-stock Northward has built the 
land, and is to the front when we are at our epic work. 
Meanwhile it gets us a blowzy character, by shouldering 
roughly among the children of civilization. Skepsej)^, 
journeying one late afternoon up a Kentish line, had, m 
both senses of the word, encountered a long-limbed Tuivvy ; 
an intoxicated, he was compelled by his manly modesty to 
desire to think ; whose loathly talk, forced upon the hearing 
of a decent old woman opposite him, passed baboonish be- 
haviour ; so much so, that Skepsey civilly intervened ; sub 
sequently inviting him to leave the carriage and receive a 
lesson at the station they were nearing. Upon his promising 
faithfully, that it should be a true and telling lesson, the 
navvy requested this pygmy spark to flick his cheek, merely 
to show he meant war in due sincerity ; and he as faitli- 
fully, all honour, promising not to let it bring about a 
breakage of the laws of the Company, Skepsey promptly 
did the deed. So they went forth. 

Skepsey alluded to the incident, for an e^xamphi of the 
lamentable deficiency in science betrayed by most of our 
strong men when put to it ; and the bitter thought, that ho 
could count well nigh to a certainty on the total absemee of 
science in the long-armed navvy, whose fist on liis nose 
might have been as the magnet of a pin, was chief among 
his reminiscences after the bout, destroying pleasure for the 
lover of Old England's might. One blow would have sent 
Skepsey travelling. He was not seriously struck once. 
They parted, shaking hands; the navvy confessing himself 
to have drunk a drop ; and that perhaps juscounted foi 
kis having been “topped by a dot on him.’’ 
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He declined to make oatk never to repeat his offence; 
but said, sending his vanquisher to the deuce, with an ami- 
cable push at his shoulder, Damned if I ever forget five 
foot five stretched six foot flat ! ” 

Bkepsey counted his feet some small amount higher ; but 
our hearty rovers’ sons have their ballad moods when giving 
or taking a thrashing. One of the third-class passengers, a 
lad of twenty, became Skepsey’s pupil, and turned out clever 
with the gloves, and was persuaded to enter the militia, and 
grew soon tc^ be a corporal. Thus there was profit of the 
atfair, though the navvy sank out of sight. Let us hope 
and pray he will not insult the hearing of females again. 
If only females knew how necessary it is, for their sakes, to 
be able to give a lesson now and then! Ladies are posi- 
tively oppostnl. And Judges too, who dress so like them. 
TTie nuudiood of our country is kept down, in consequence. 
Mr. Durance was right, when he said something about the 
state of war being wanted to weld our races together : and 
yet we are always praying for the state of peace, which 
caust^s craciks and gaps among us ! Was that what he meant 
by illogical? It seemed to Skepsey — oddly, considering 
ills inferior estimate of the value of the fair sex — that a 
young woman with whom he had recently made acquaint- 
aut‘.e; and wlu) was in Brighton now, upon missionary 
work; a me,ml)er of thc^ ^‘Anuy,” an officer of advancing 
rank, Matilda Fridden, by name, — was nearer to the secret 
of the right course of conduct for individual citizens and 
the entire country than any gentleman ho knew. 

Yes, nearer to it than liis master was ! Thinking of 
Mr. Victor liadnor, Bkepsey fetched a sigh. He liad 
knocked at bis master’s door at the office one day, and 
imagining tht^ call to enter, had done so, and liad seen a 
thing he could not expunge. Lady Grace Halley was 
thert^ From matters he gathered, Bke])sey guessed her 
to be working for his master among the great folks, as lie 
did with Jaruiiuan, and Mr. Feuellau with Mr. Carling. 
But is it usual, he ask(‘(l liimself — bis natural veneration 
framing the rt'buke to his mast(‘r tluis — to repay the ser- 
vices of a lady so warmly ? — We Inivo all of xis an ermined 
owl within us to sit in judgement of our superiors as well 
as our equals; and the little man, notwithstanding a sex- 
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vant’s bounden submissiveness, was forced to hear the 
judicial pronouncement upon his master^s behaviour. His 
master had, at the same time, been saying inost weighty 
kind words more and more of late: one thing: — that, if 
he gave all he had to his fellows, and did all he could, 
he should still be in their debt. And he wa,s a very 
wealthy gentleman. What are we to think ? The ways 
of our superiors are wonderful. We do them homage : still 
we feel, we painfully feel, we are beginning to worship 
elsewhere. It is the pain of a detachment of tlie very 
roots of our sea-weed heart from a rock. IMr. Victor 
Radnor was an honour to his country. Ske])st‘y did not 
place the name of Matilda Pridden beside it or in any way 
compare two such entirely different pc'rsons. At the 
same time and most earnestly, while dreading to liear, he 
desired to have Matilda Pridden’s opinion of the case dis- 
tressing him. He never could hear it, because he. could 
never be allowed to expound the case to h(‘r. 8ke])sey 
sighed again: he as much as uttered: Oh, if wo had a few 
thousands like her! — But what if we do have them? 
They won’t marry 1 There they are, all tluit the country 
requires in wives and mothers; and like Miss Ih-iscilla 
•G-raves, they won’t marry ! 

He looked through sad thoughts across tlu^ l)etich(>s of 
the compartments to the farther end of the carriage, where 
sat the Eev. Septimus Barmby, looking at him through a 
meditation as obscure if not so mournful, Few are the 
third-class passengers outward at that early hour in the 
winter season, and Skepsey’s gymnast i(‘.B "to get bedside 
the Rev, Septimus were unimpeded; thougli a tight-[>acked 
carriage of us poor journaliers would not hav(»- oljstnic.ted 
them with as much as a sneer. Mr. Barmby and Hkeps<*y 
greeted. The latter said, he had a holiday, to pay a visit 
to Miss Kesta. The former said, ho hop(‘d luhshould see 
Miss Nesta. Skepsey then rapidly brought the C()nvt*rsa- 
tion to a point where Matilda Pridden was com])ris<Ml. He 
discoursed of the “Army” and her position in the Army, 
giving instances of her bravery, the devotion shown hy her 
to the cause of morality, in all its forms. Mr. Barmby 
had his fortunes in his hands at the moment, he could not 
lend an attentive ear; and he disliked this Army, the title 
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!t liad taken, and the mixing of women and men in its 
ranks; not to speak of a presumption in its proceedings,, 
and the public marching and singing. Moreover, lie en- 
joyed his one or two permissible glasses : he doubted that: 
the Chiefs of the Aiuny had common benevolence for the 
inoffeusin^ pipe. But the cause of morality was precious, 
to liini; morality and' a fit of softness, and the union of tho 
happiest contrast of voices, had set him for a short whih*., 
before the dawn of Ncwsta’s day, hankering after Priscilla 
Graves. Skejisey^s narrative of Matilda Pridden’s work 
down at the Past of Ijondon, was effective; it had the* 
ring to thrill a responsive chord in Mr*. Barm by, who 
mnsed on London^ s Past, and martyrly service there. His. 
prestmt expectations were of a very different sort; but a 
lieantifnl bridts bringing ns wealth, is no inisleading beam,, 
if we <lireet the riches rightly. Septimus, a solitary 
minister in those grisly haunts of the misery breeding 
vice, must utHMls accomplish less than a Septimus the hns- 
band of one of PnglatuPs chief heiresses: — only not the* 
most brilliant, owing to circumstances known to the Kev. 
Grosemau Buttinunon^: strangely, and opportunely, re- 
vealed: for iier excmiding benefit, it may be hoped. She- 
is no longer the ignorant girl, to reject the protecting hand 
of one whose (doth is the best of cloaking. A glance at 
Dudle.y Sowerhy^s defection, assures our worldly wisdom 
too, tliat now is tln^ time to sue. 

Several tinn^s while Mr, Barmby made thus his pudding 
of the d(^sir(‘H of the ficsli and the spirit, Skepsey’s tah^s of 
Matilda Pridden’s heroism caught his attention. He liked 
h(vr d(Huls; he disliked tlie position in wliieh the young 
woman plactnl herstdE to perform them; and he said so. 
Womcui are to be worn mi, he said. 

Sk(‘ps<(y agreed: we could get men to do the work, 

sir ! 

Mr. Ihirmby was launching forth: Plenty of men ! — TTis- 
mouth was blocked by the retlection, that we count the 
men on our fingers; ofttm are we, as it wcu-e, an episcoi)al' 
thumb Hurv(*yiug scarce that numbfm of followers ! He* 
div(»rgcd to ctmsure of the mandiiiigs and the street- 
singing: the im])e(liment to traffic, the annoyance to a finely 
musical ear. He disapprovtal altogether of Matilda J^ricV 
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den's military display, pronouncing her to be, Doubtless 
a worthy young person/' 

‘'Her age is twenty -seven,” said Skepsey, spying at the 
number ot his own, 

“You have known her long ?” Mr. Ihirniby asked. 

“Not long, sir. She has gone thnaigh trouble. She 
believes very strongly in the will: — II i irlU this, if I 
will that, and it is the right will, not wiekedness, it is 
^one — as good as done; and force is (piite superfluous. In 
her sermons, she exhorts to prayer btd’ove action.” 

“Preaches ? ” 

“She moves a large assembly, sir.” 

“It would seem that England is becoming American- 
ized ! ” exclaimed the Conservative in Mr. Parmby. Al- 
most he groaned; and his gaze was {ish-like in vuuuiucy, on 
hearing the little man speak of the pr(‘sent intrcpi<l for- 
wardness of the sex to be publicdy doing. It is for men 
the most indigestible fact of our century: om‘. that by con- 
trast throws an overearthly holiness on our (h^corous dutiful 
mothers, who contentedly worked below tlu‘ surfa<‘.t‘ while 
men unremittingly attended to their iiduu’ests above, 

Skepsey drew forth a paper-covered shilling-book: a 
translation from the Erench, under a yelling title* of savage 
hate of Old England and cannibal glee at lH‘r doom. Mr. 
Barmby dropped his eyelashes on it, without t*omment; 
nor did he reply to Skepsey's forlorn nuuark: “We let 
them think they could do it ! ” 

Behold the downs. Breakfast is behind tlnun. Mias 
Eadnor likewise: if the poor child has a mime. We pro- 
pose to supply the deficiency. She does nut declare war 
upon tobacco. She has a cultured and a beautiful voice. 
We abstain from enlargeing on the charms of lior n(U’8ou. 
She has resources, which representativt*s of a rival creed 
would plot to secure. 

“Skepsey, you have your quarters at tin* houst^ of Miss 
Eadnor's relatives?” said Mr. Barmby, us they emerged 
from tunnelled chalk. “Mention, that I think of calling 
in the course of the day.” 

A biscuit had been their breakfast without a name. 
They parted at the station, roused by the amcdl of salt to 
bestow a more legitimate title on the day's restorative be- 
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ginning. T)own the hill, along by the shops, and Skepsey, 
in sight of Miss Nesta’s terrace, considered it still an early 
hour for a visitor; so, to have the sea about him, he paid 
pi(‘r-nioney, and hurried against the briny wings of a 
South- westi'r; green waves, curls of foam, flecks of silver, 
under low-tlying grey-dark cloud-curtains shaken to a rift, 
where at one shot the sun had a line of Nereids nodding, 
laugiiiug, s|);irkling to him. Skepsey enjoyed it, at the 
i)ae.k of thoughts military and naval. Visible sea, this 
girdle of Britain, inspired him to exultations in reverence, 
lie wishtul Mr. Durance co\dd behold it now and have 
such a hreastful. lie was wishing he knew a song of 
Britain and sea, rather faiuyiug Mr. Durance to be in 
some way a bar to })atriotic poetical recollection, when 
lie saw his Oai>tain Dartrey mounting steps out of an 
iron anatomy of the pier, and looking like a razor off a 
strajK 

‘‘Why, sir!’’ cried Skepsey. 

*Must a plunge au<l a dozen strokes,” Dartrey said; 
^‘and you ’ll come to my hotel and give me ten minutes of 
the ‘ recreation; ’ ami if you don’t come willingly, I shall 
insult your country.” 

“Ah! i wish Mr. Durance were here,” Skepsey rejoined. 

“■ It would upset his bumboat of epigrams. He rises at 
ten o’chxjk to a (pumsy breakfast by candlelight, and pro- 
ctHHls to composition. His picture of the country is a 
portrait of himself by tlui artist.” 

“ But, sir, Captain Dartrey, you don’t think as Mr. 
Durance docs of England!” 

“TheuM^ are lots to Hatter her, Skepsey! A drilling 
can’t do her harm. You’re down to see Miss Nesta. 
Ijadies don’t rectnve (piite so early. And have you break- 
fasted ? Come on with me q^uck.” Dartrey led him on, 
Haying: You have an eye at my stick. Tt was a legacy to 
me, by word of mouth, from a seaman of a ship I sailed 
in, who thought f had done liim a service; and he died 
ifter all. He fell overboard drunk. He perished of the 
s^illain stuff. Om‘, of his messmates handed me the stick 
in Cape Town, sworn to deliver it. A good knot to grasp; 
ind it’s flexible and strong; stick or rattan, whichever you 
dease; it gives i)oint or caresses the shoulder; there ’snff' 
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break in it, wback as you may. They call it a Demerara 
supple-jack. I T1 leave it to you.” 

Skepsey declared his intention to be the first to depart. 
He tried the temper of the stick, bent it a bit, and admired 
the prompt straightening. 

^^It would give a good blow, sir.” 

“ Does its business without braining.” 

Perhaps for the reason, that it was not a handsome in- 
strument for display on fashionable promenades, Dartrey 
chose it among his collection by preference ; as ugly dogs 
of a known fidelity are chosen for companioiivS. Tlie 
Demerara supple-jack surpasses biill-dogs in its fasliion of 
assisting the master; for when once at it, th(‘ clownish- 
looking thing reflects upon him creditably, by <level()]ung 
a refined courtliness of style, while in no way showing a 
diminution of jolly ardour for the fray. It will d(\al 
you the stroke of a bludgeon with the playfulness of a 
cane. It bears resemblance to those acconi])lislied natural 
actors, who conversationally present a dramatic situation 
in two or three spontaneous flourishes, and are themscdves 
again, men of the world, the next minute. 

Skepsey handed it back. He spoke of a new French 
rifle. He mentioned, in the form of query for no answer, 
the translation of the barking little volume he luid shown 
to Mr, Barmby: he slapped at his breast-pocket, where, it 
was. Kot a ship was on the sea-line; and he seemed to 
deplore that vacancy. 

‘^But it tells both ways,” Dartrey said. ‘‘We dotdt 
want to be hectoring in the Channel. All w(‘ want, is to 
be sure of our power, so as not to go hunting and fawning 
for alliances. Up along that terrace Miss !Nesta lives. 
Brighton would be a choice place for a landing.” 

Skepsey temporized, to get his national defences, by 
pleading the country’s love of peace. 

“ Then you give-up your portion of the gains of war — 
an awful disgorgement,” said Dartrey. “If you are n^ally 
for peace, you toss all your spare bones to the wax-dogs. 
Otherwise, Quakerly preaching is taken for hypocrisy.” 

“I’m afraid we are illogical, sir,” said Skepsey, adopt- 
ing one of the charges of Mr. Durance, to elude tlie abom- 
inable word. 
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you run, my friend,” Dartrey sped him up the 
steps of the hotel. 

A little note lay on his breakfast-table. His invalid 
uutde’s valet gave the morning’s report of the night. 

The note was from Mrs. Blathenoy: she begged Captain 
Dartrey, in double under-linings of her brief words, to 
mount the stairs. He debated, and he went. 

Slu‘ was excited, and showed a bosom compressed to ex- 
plode: she had been weeping. “ My husband is oft. He 
bids nu‘. follow him. What would you have me do ?” 

“ Go." 

“ You don’t care what may happen to your friends, the 
Kaduors ? 

“ Not at the cost of your separation from your husband.” 

“You iiave seen liiiu ! ” 

“ Be serious.” 

“Oh, you cold creature! You know — you see: I can’t 
conctniL And you tell me to go. ^Go ’ ! Gracious heavens ! 
I’ve no claim on you; I. haven’t been able to do much; 1 
would have-— never mind; believe me or not. And now 
1 ’m to (j(i : on the spot, I suppose. You ’ve seen the man 
I ’m to go to, too. I would bear it, if it were not away 
frtmi . . , out of sight of— I’m a fool of a woman, I 
know. Tliere ’s frankness for you I and I could declare 
you ’re saying ‘ impudence ’ in your heart — or what you 
liavt^ for one. Have you one?” 

“ My (Itcir soul, it ’s a flint. So just think of your 
dtity.’^ Dartrey played the horrid part of executioner 
with some skill. 

!I(‘r bosom sprang to descend into abysses. 

And newer a greater fool than when I sent for you to 
such a face as I ’m showing I” she cried, with lips that 
twitched and fingers that plucked at her belt. “But you 
might fetd my hatred of being tied to — dragged about 
over the. Ooutiuent by that . . , p(‘rhaps you think a 
woman is not smisible of vulgarity in her husband ! I ’m 
botlu^ring you ? I don’t say I have the slightest claim. 
Vk>u newer" madei love to me, never I Never so much as 
nressed my hand or looked. Others have — as much as I 
let tlunn. And before I saw you, I had not an idea of 
another man but that man. So you advise me to go ?” 
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There ’s no other course/’ 

‘^Ko other course. I don’t see one. What have 1 been 
dreaming of! Usually a woman feeling . . she struck 
at her breast, “has had a soft word in her ear. ‘ Go ’ 1 I 
don’t blame you, Captain Dartrey. At least, you ’re not 
the man to punish a woman for stripping herself, as 1 ’ve 
done. I call myself a fool — I ’m a lunatic. Trust me 
with your hand.” 

“There you are.” 

She grasped the hand, and shut her eyes to make a long 
age of the holding on to him. “ Oh, you dear dear fellow ! 
— don’t think me unwomanly; I must tell you now: 1 am 
naked and can’t disguise. I see you are ice — feel: and 
if you were different, I might be. You won’t be hurt by 
hearing you ’ve made yourself dear to me — without nica.n- 
ing to, I know I It began that day at Lakelands; 1 fell in 
love with you the very first minute 1 set eyes on you ! 
There ’s a confession for a woman to make ! — and a mar- 
ried woman 1 I ’ni married, and I no more feel allegiunce, 
as they call it, than if there never had been a cercnnony 
and no Jacob Blathenoy was in existence. And why I 
should go to him 1 — But you shan’t be troubled. 1 did 
not begin to live, as a woman, before I met you. I (‘.an 
speak all this to you because — we women can’t be deccu v(‘d 
in that — you are one of the men who can be counttul on 
for a friend.” 

“I hope so,” Dartrey said, and his mouth hardened as 
nature’s electricity shot sparks into him from the touch 
and rocked him. 

“Ko, not yet: T will soon let it drop,” said she, and she 
was just then thrillingly pretty; she caressed the liimd, 
placing it at her throat and moving her chin on it, as 
women fondle birds. “I am positively to go, then ?” 

“Positively, you are to go; and it’s my command.” 

“ ISTot in love with anyone at all ? ” 

“Not with a soul.” 

“Not with a woman ?” 

“With no woman.” 

“Nor maid ?” 

“No! and no to everything. And an end to the 
catechism ! ” 
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‘‘Tt is really a flint that beats here she said, and with 
a shyness in adventurousness, she struck the point of her 
forefinger on the rib. ''Fancy me in love with a flint! 
And running to be dutiful to a Jacob Blatheiioy, at my 
flinths command. I hn half in love with doing what I 
hate, because this cold thing here bids me do it, I believe 
1 married for money, and now it looks as if I were to have 
my bargain with poverty to bless it.” 

There 1 may help,” said Dartrey, relieved at sight of a 
loophole, to spring to some initiative out of the paralysis 
east on him by a pretty little woman^s rending of her veil. 
A man of honour alone with a woman who lias tossed con- 
cealment to the winds, is a riddled target indeed: he is 
tempted to the peril of (jajoleing, that he may escape from 
th(‘ torment and the ridicmle; he is temjded to sigh for the 
gallant spirit of his naughty adolescence. "Come to me 
— will you ? • — apply to me, if tliere ’s ever any need. I 
happen to have money. And forgive me for naming it.” 

She groaned : " Don’t ! I hn sure, and I thought it from 
bhe first, you ’re one of the good men, and the woman who 
m(H‘ts you is lucky, and wretched, and so she ought to be ! 
Only to you should I ! . . , do believe that ! I won’t 
3 pt»ak of what excuses I ’ve got. You ’ve seen.” 

"Doidt think of them: there ’ll be danger in it.” 

"Shall yon think of me in danger ?” 

" Silly, silly 1 Don’t you see you have to do with a flint ! 
f ’ve gone through And if I were in love with you, 

I sUouhl start you off to your husband this blessed day.” 

" And you ’re not the slightest wee wee bit in love with 
ni‘ 1 ” 

" Perfectly true 5 but I like you; and if we ’re to be hand 
u hand, in tlie time to-come, you must walk linn at 
)rcH(*nt.” 

'' I ’m to go to-dav ? ” 

" You are.” 

"Without . . . one? T dare say we shan’t meet again.” 
Idle riddled targed. kickenh Dartrey contrasted Jacob 
Mathenoy with the fair wife, and commiseratingly exon- 
mUnl her; he lashed at himself for continuing to be in 
his ahsurdest of postures, and not absolutely secure for 
II that. His head shook. " Friends, you ’ll find best.” 
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“ Well! ” she sighed, “I feel I ’ra doomed to go famished 
through life. There ’s never to be such a thing as love, for 
me I I can’t tell you — no woman could: though you ’ll 
say I ’ve told enough. I shall hum with shame when I 
think of it. I could go on my knees to have your arms 
round me once. I could kill myself for saying it ! — I 
should feel that I had one moment of real life. — I know 
I ought to admire you. They say a woman hates if she ’s 
refused. I can’t: I wish I were able to. I could ha,ve 
helped the Eadnors better by staying here and threatening 
never to go to him unless he swore not to do them injury. 
He ’s revengeful. Just as you like. You say ‘ Go,’ aiul I 
go. There. I may kiss your hand ?” 

“Give me yours.” 

Dartrey kissed the hand. She kissed the mark of his 
lips. He got himself away, by promising to see her to the 
train for Paris. Outside her door, he was met by the 
reflection, coming as a thing external, that he might vt*ra' 
ciously and successfully have pleaded a passionate hunger 
for breakfast: nay, that he would have done so, if he liad 
been downright in earnest. For she had the prettiiu^ss to 
cast a spell j a certain curve at the lips, a fluttering droop 
of the eyelids, a corner of the eye, that led long distances 
away to forests and nests. This little woman had the 
rosy-peeping June ' bud’s plumpness. What of the man 
who refused to kiss her once ? Cold antecedent immer- 
sion had to be thanked; and stringent vacuity; perhaps a 
spotting ogre-image of her possessor. Soim^ sense of 
right-doing also, we hope. .Dartrey angrily attributed 
his good conduct to the lowest motives. He went so far 
as to accuse himself of having forborne to speak of break- 
fast, from a sort of fascinated respect for the i)it(*.h of a 
situation that he despised and detested. Tlum again, 
when beginning to eat, his good conduct drew on Inm a 
chorus of the jeers of all tlm martial comra.des lie had 
known. But he owned he would have had less excuse than 
they, had he taken advantage of a woman’s inability, at a 
weak moment, to protect herself: or rather, if he had not 
behaved in a manner to protect her from herself. He 
thought of his buried wife, and the noble in the base of 
that poor soul; needing constantly a present helper, for 
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ilie nobler to conquer. Be true man witlx a woman, she 
must be viler than the devil has yet made one, if she does 
not follow a strong right lead : — but be patient, of course. I 

And the word patience here means more than most men 
contain. Certainly a man like Jacob Blathenoy was a 
mouthful for any woman: and he had bought his wife, he j 

deserved no pity. Not ? Probably not. That view, how- 
ever, is unwholesome and opens on slides. Pity of his 
wife, too, gets to be fervidly active with her portrait, | 

fetclies her breath about us. As for condemnation of the 
poor little woman, her case was not unexampled, though 
the sudden hare of it startled rather. Mrs. Victor could i 

read men and women closely. Yes, and Victor, when he 
schemed — but Dartrey declined to be throwing blame 
rigiit or loft. More than by his breakfast, and in a pref- 
erable direction, he was refreshed by Skepsey’s narrative 
of the deeds of Matilda Pridden. 

**The right sort of girl for you to know, Skepsey,” he ! 

said. ^‘The best in life is a good woman.” 

Hkepsoy exhibited his book of the Gallic howl. 

** They have their fits now and then, and they’re soon 
over and forgotten,” Dartrey said. ^‘The worst of it is, 
that we remember.” 

After the morning’s visit to his uncle, he peered at half 
a dozeti Bti(‘.ks in tlie corner of the room, grasped their 
iuuidles, and selected the Demerara supple-jack, for no 
particular reason; the curved knot was easy fco the grasp. 

It was in his mind, that this person signing herself Judith 
Marsett, might have something to say which intimately | 

concerned Nosta. He fell to brooding on it, until he i 

wondered why he had not been made a trifle anxious by 
tht^ reading of the note overnight. Skepsey was left at 
Nesta’s house. 

Dartrey found himself expected by the servant waiting 

on Mrs. Marsett, 
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CHAPTEE XXXII 

SHOWS HOW TEMPER MAY KINDLE TEMPEIi AND AN I.NDI<J- 
NANT WOMAN GET HER WEAPON 

Judith Marsett stood in her room to rooeivo Xestn’s 
hero. She was flushed, and had thinned her for iitti'r- 
ance of a desperate thing, after the flrst severe fonnaJities. 

Her aim was to preserve an impressive decorum. Slie 
was at the same time burning to speak out furious wratlu 
in words of savage rawness, if they sliould come, as a 
manner of slapping the world’s cheek for the state to 
which it reduces its women 5 whom one of the superior 
creatures can insult, and laugh. 

Men complaining of the “peace which is near their extinc- 
tion,” have but to shuffle with the sex; they will ox])eri- 
ence as remarkable a change as if they liad passed off land 
on to sea. 

Dartrey had some flitting notion of the untamed original 
elements women can bring about us in his short observant 
bow to Mrs. Marsett, following so closely upon tlu‘. scene 
with Mrs. Blathenoy. 

But this handsome woman’s look of the dull red line of 
a sombre fire, that needed only stir of a breath to shoot 
the blaze, did not at all alarm him. He felt refreshingly 
strung by it. 

She was discerned at a glance to be an aristocratic nnuu'' 
ber of regions where the senses perpetually simmer wlum 
they are not boiling. The talk at the Club riMUirnul to 
him. How could Xesta have come to know the woman ? 
His questioning of the chapter of marv(dlous accidents, 
touched Xesta simply, as a young girl to prottuded, 
without abhorrently involving the woman, had Ids 

ideas of the Spirit of Woman stating heu- ease to tlu* Oik*. 
Judge, for lack of an earthly just one; a. story different 
from that which is proclaimed pestilential by the body of 
censors under conservatory glass; where flesh is delicately 
nurtured, highly prized', spirit not so much so; and wlK‘»*<t 
the pretty tricking of the flesh is taken for a spiritual 
ascendancy. 
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In spite of lier turbulent breast’s burden to deliver, Mrs. 

Marsett’s feminine acuteness was alive upon Dai'trey, con- 
firming here and there Nesta’s praises of him. She liked 
his build and easy carriage of a muscular frame: her Ned 
was a heavy man. More than Dartrey’s figure, as she. 
would have said, though the estimate came second, she 
liked his manner with her. Not a doubt was there, that 
he read her position. She could impose upon some: not 
upon masculine eyes like these. They did not scrutinize, 
nor ruffie a smooth surface with a snap at petty impres- 
sions; and they wore not cynically intimate or dominating 
or tentativ(‘.ly amorous : clear good fellowship was in them. 

And it was a blessedness (whatever might be her feeling 
later, when she came to thank him at heart) to be in the 
presence of a man whose appearance breathed of offering 
lier common ground, wlicreon to meet and speak together, 
unburdened by the hunting world, and by the stoneing 
world. Buch common ground seems a kind of celestial to 
the bett(u’ order of those excluded from it. 

Dartrey ridieved her midway in a rigid practice of the 
formalities: ‘‘I think I may guess that you have some- 
tiiiug to tell nu‘. relating to Miss lladnor ? ” 

**it is.’^ Mrs. Marsett gathered uj) for an immediate 
plunge, and deferred it. ^‘Imet her — we went out with 
the riding-iuast(u. Bhe took to me. I like her — I could 
say'’ (tlu^ womaifs voice dropped dead low, in a tremble), 

** I love her. She is young: — I could kneel to her. Do 
you know a Major Worrell ?” i 

“WoiT<«ll ? no.” 

“lie is a — (‘.alls himself a friend of my — of Captain, 

Marsett/hs. met us out one day.” 

He pi*niut.t(‘.d himself to speak to Miss Kadnor ?” 

She. rejoicu^d in Dartrey’s look, “Not then. First let 
me tell you. I (‘.an harcUy tedl you. But Miss Kadnor 
tells me you a,r(^ not like othcu num. You have made your 
conclusions alr(‘ady. Are you asking what right I had to 
be knowing luu ? It is her goodness. Accident began it; 

I did not dciceivc her; as soon as ever I could I — I have ' 

(laptain Marsr^tths promise to mo: at present he ’s situated, 
ke _ kut I opened my heart to her: as much as a woman 
can. It came ! Did I do very wrong ? ” 
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not here to decide: continue, pray/^ 
f Mrs. Marsett aimed at formal speech, and was driving 
upon her natural in anger. swear I did it for the best. 
She is an innocent girl . . . young lady : only she has a 
head; she soon reads things. I saw the kind of cloud in 
her. I spoke. I felt bound to: she said she would not 
.forsake me. — I was bound to ! And it was enough to 


I break my heart, to think of her despising me. No, she 

I' forgave, pitied; she was kind. Those are the angels who 

I cause us to think of changeing. I donH care for sermons, 



but when I meet charity : — I won't bore you ! " 
‘‘You don't,” 


'I 


1 ' 

i 



“My . . . Captain Marsett can't bear — he calls it 
Psalmody. He thinks things ought always to be as they 
are, with women and men; and women preachers he does 
detest. She is not one to preach. You are waiting to hear 
what I have to tell. That man Major Worrell has tried to 
rob me of everything I ever had to set a value on: — love, 
I 'd say; — he laughs at a woman like me loving.” 

Dartrey nodded, to signify a known sort of fellow. 

“She came here.” Mrs. Marsett's tears had risen. “I 
ought not to have let her come. I invited her — for once : 
I am lonely. None of my sex — none I could respect! 1 
meant it for only once. She promised to sing to me. 
And, Oh! how she sings! You have heard her. My 
whole heart came out. I declare I believe girls exist 
who can hear our way of life — and I 'm not so bad except 
compared with that angel, who heard me, and was and is, 
I could take oath, no worse for it. Some girls can; she is 
one. I am all for bringing them up in com})lete innocence. 
If I was a great lady, my daughters should never know 
anything of the world until they were married. But Miss 
Eadnor is a young lady who cannot be hurt. She is above 
us. Oh ! what a treasure for a man I — and my God I for 
any man born of woman to insult a saint, as she is ! — He 
is a beast ! ” 

“Major Worrell met her here ? ” 

“Blame me as much as you like: I do myself. Half my 
rage with him is at myself for putting her in the way of 
such a beast to annoy. Each time she came, I said it was 
to be the last. I let her see what a mercy from heaven 
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she was to me. She would come. It has not been many 
times. She wishes me either to . . . Captain Marsett has 
promised. And nothing seems hard to me when my own 
God's angel is by. She is ! I 'ni not such a bad woman, 
but I never before I knew her knew the meaning of the 
word virtue. There is the young lady that man worried 
with his insulting remarks ! though he must have known 
she was a lady: — because he found her in my rooms." 

“ You were present when, as you say, he insulted her ?" 

“I was. Here it commenced j and he would see her 
downstairs." 

You heard ? " 

^G)f course, I never left her." 

“ Give me a notion ...” 

get her to make an appointment: to let him conduct 
her home,” 

“ She was alone ? ” 

Her maid was below.” 

“And this happened . . .? 

“Yesterday, after dark. My Ned — Captain Marsett 
encourages liim to be familiar. I should be the lowest of 
wonuuii if I feared the threats of such a reptile of a man. 
I could tell you more. I can't always refuse his visits, 
though if N(k 1 knew the cur he is! Captain Marsett is 
easy-going.” 

“ I should like to know where he lives.” 

Hhci went straight to the mantelpiece, and faced about 
with a card, hamling it, quite aware that it was a charge 
of jjowder. 

Desperate things to be done excused the desperate said ; 
and especially they seemed a cover to the bald and often 
spotty language leaping out of her, against her better taste, 
when her temper was up. 

“Somewhere not very distant,” said Dartrey, perusingo 
“ Is he in the town to-day, do you know ? ” 

“I am not sure; he may be. Her name . . 

“Have no fear. Ladies' names are safe.” 

“ I am anxious that she may not be insulted again.” 

“ Did she show herself conscious of it ? ” 

“Bhe stopped speaking: she looked at the door. Sha 
may come again — or never I through that man ! '' 
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“You receive him, at his pleasure ? ” 

“Captain Marsett wishes me to; He is on ins way 
home. He calls Major Worrell my pet spite. All I want 
is, not to hear of the man. I swear he came yesterday on 
the chance of seeing — for he forced his way up past my 
servant; he must have seen Miss Eadnor^s maid below. 
“You don’t mean, that he insulted her hearing ?” 

I “Oh ! Captain Fenellan, you know the style.” 

“ Well, I thank you,” Dartrey said. “ The young lady is 
the daughter of my dearest friends. She ’s one of the 
precious — you ’re quite right. Keep the tears back.” 

“I will.” She heaved open-mouthed to get physical 
control of the tide. “When you say that of her ] — hov^ 
can I help it ? It ’s I fear, because I fear . . . and I ’ve 
no right to expect ever . . . but if I ’m never again to 
look on that dear face, tell her I shall — I shall pray for 
her in my grave- Tell her she has done all a woman can, 
an angel can, to save my soul. I speak truth: my very 
soul! I could never go to the utter bad after knowing lier. 
I don’t — you know the world — I’m a poor lielpless 
woman! — don’t swear to give up my Ned if he does 
break the word he promised once; I can’t see how I could. 
I haven’t her courage. I haven’t — what it is! — You 
know her : it ’s in her eyes and her voice. If I had her 
beside me, then I could starve or go to execution — I could, 

I am certain. Here I am, going to do what you men hate. 
Let me sit.” 


“ Here ’s a chair,” said Dartrey. “ I ’ve no time to spare ; 
good day, for the present. You will permit me to call.” 

“Oh! come,” she cried, out of her sobs, Ibr excuse. 
They were genuine, or she would better have been able to 
second her efforts to catch a distinct vision of his retreat- 


ing figure. 

She beheld him, when he was in the street, turn for the 
totrict where Major Worrell had his lodgeings. That set 
her mind moving, and her tears fell no longer. 

Major Worrell was not at home. Dartrey was informed 
that he might be at his Club. 

At the Club he heard of the major as having gone to 
London and being expected down in the afternoon. 
Colonel Sudley named the train: an early train; the major 
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was engaged to dine at the Chib. Bartrey had information 
supplied to him concerning Major Worrell and Captam 
Marsett, also Mrs. Marsett. She had a history. Worthy 
citizens read th(‘. description of history with interest when, 
the halo of [loyalty is round it. They may, if their read- 
ing (‘xtends, ])erceivi‘, that it has been the main turbid 
stiH‘ani in old Mammon’s train since he threw his bait for 
ticsh. They might ask, too, whether it is likely to cease 
to flow wliiie remains pot<mt. The lad^’^’s history was 
britd‘, and bori‘ recutal in a (hub; came otf quite honourably 
tlu'nn Ih'garding Major Worrell, the tale of him showed 
him to have a pass anioug men. He managed cleverly to 
gtd; his ph'.a,sur(‘S out of a small income and a “fund of 
anecdote,'' His reputation indicated an aneedotist of the. 
tahh‘, pn'vailing in the ])rimitive societies, where the art. 
of conv(*rsing does not come l)y na.ture, and is exercised in 
monosyllabic*, unde.rtones or grunts until the narrator’s well- 
masticMitcHl popular anecdotci loosens a digestive laughter, 
and some talk ensues. He was Marsett’s friend, and he 
boasted of not letting Ned Miarsett make a fool of himself. 

I)artn‘.y was not long in shaping the man’s character: 
Worrell ladougcal to the male birds of upper air, who. 
manghi what female prey they are forbidden to devour.. 
And lie luid Miss Iladnor’s tiame: lie had spoken her name- 
at the, (Hub overnight. Ho had roused a sensation, because 
of a man being prc‘,scmt, Bercy Hmithweare, who was related 
to a man as good as engaged to marry her. The major 
nt‘ver fell into a quarrel with sons of nobles, if he could 
ludp it, or Hn‘r(‘, might have*, been a pretty one. 

So Hedomd Sudl(‘.y sa,id. 

I>artr(‘y spoken musing: “ T don’t know how he may class 
nns I lia.ve an ae.e.ouut to scpiarc with him.” 

“ It; won’t do in th(‘S(^ days, my good friend. Come a.nd 
(‘.ool your.self*, and W(^ ’ll lurndi Inuan T shan’t leave you.” 

r»y all means. Wt‘ ’ll lunch, and walk u[) to tlie sta- 
tion, and you will point him out t.o me.” 

I)art.rc‘y .st.ated Ma.jor Worndl’s offence. The colonel 
was not antouLsl 1(5(1 ; but (Evidently h(5 thought less of Wor- 
r»‘irH behaviour to Miss Itadnor in [Mrs. Marsett^s presence 
than of tli(5 m(*ntiou of her mimo a.t the Club: and that, 
lie fUHuncd to think, had a shade of excuse ^against the 
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charge of monstrous. Pie blamed the ytniiig hulj wlm 
could go twice to visit a Mrs. Marsett; partly expcKsc<l a 
suspicion of her. Dartrey let him talk, lliey strolled 
along the parade, and were near the pier. ^ 

Suddenly saying: There, beside our frituul iu eh*rit‘a,l 
garb: here she comes; judge if that is tht‘ girl lor the 
foulest of curs to worry, no matter wlu're sin* \s tound,” 
Dartrey directed the coloners aittuiiiou to Nesta and l^lr. 
Barmby turning olf the pier and atlvaueing. 

He saluted. She bowed. There was no e(adi'aet i(»n (jf 
her eyelids; and her face was whitt‘, d'he uairtal life 
appeared to be deadened in her cohl wide hujk; as when 
the storm-wind banks a leaden remoteness, leaving hUnvti 
space of sky. 

The colonel said: ‘‘PTo, that ’s not the girl a gentleman 
would offend.^’ 

“What man! ” cried Dartrey. “If we liad n Socnety for 
the trial of your gentlemati ! — but lie has only to call 
himself gentleman to get grant of li(H‘nee : and ytmr Society 
'protects him. It woidt punish, ami it won’t let you. Hu"t 
you saw her: ask yourstdf — what man could oOend that 
girl!'’ 

“Still, my friend, she ought to keep (dear of th(^ 
Marsetts.” 

“When I meet him, I shall treat him as om' out of tlu? 
law.” 

“You lead on to an ultimate argument with the 
hangman.” 

“We 'll dare it, to waken tlu» old country. < )ld Kngland 
will count none but Worndls in tiuun As ftu' dis{*rt‘et, if 
you like ! — the young lady might bavt' Immui iuois* discriM‘t. 
She's a girl with a big heart. If we wert^ all everlast- 
ingly discreet ! ” 

Dartrey may have meant, that tin* e<}Mse({uenct‘ (d a pro- 
longed conformity would be the generation of atencdies it^ 
shock to purgeixig tempests the tolerant hcnuums <jV(‘r such 
smooth stagnancy. He had his idc^as ah(mt movement; 
about the good of women, and the hi‘alth (d' his England. 
The feeling of the hopelessness of j)lt‘ading Nesta’s (*onduc*t, 
for the perfect justification of it to son or daug!dt*r of mt 
impressing conventional world — even to a friend, tiiat 
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friend a true niai), a really chivalrous man ! — drove him 
hacdv ill a silence upon his natural brotherhood with souls 
tliat dare do. It was a wonder, to think of his finding this 
kinship in a woman. In a girl? — and the world holding 
that virgin spirit to be unclean or shadowed because its 
rays wc.re shed on foul places? He clasped the girl. Her 
suiittiMi clear face, the face of the second sigh after tor- 
tuns himt liim in devotion to her image. 

'riie cdasping and the worshipping were independent of 
piu'souul ardours : quaintly mixed with semi-paternal recol- 
ItHdaous of the little ‘'blue butterfly” of the days at Craye 
Kami and Oreckholt; and he had heard of Dudley Sow- 
<‘rhv'hs pretensions to her liand. Nesta’s youthfnlness cast 
double age on him from the child’s past. He pictured the 
childj pictured the girl, with her look of solitariness of 
sight; as in the desolate wide world, where her noble com- 
pa.ssion for a woman had unexpectedly, painfully, almost 
by transubstantitition, rack-screwed her to woman’s mind. 
And abovi^. sorrowful, holy were those eyes. 

Tlusy held away ovcir Dartrey, and lost it some steps on; 
Ids demon temper urgming him to strike at Major Worrell, 
as the cause of her dismayed expression. He was not the 
ha|)pier for dropping to his nature; but we proceed more 
easily, all of us, when the strain which lifts us afoot op 
two off our native level is relaxed. 


CHAPTER XXXIII 

A VAlll OF WOOKRS 

Th at ashen look of the rise out of death from one of outf 
mortal wounds, was caused by deeper convulsions in 
Nt^sta’s bosom than Dartrey could imagine. 

Him ha<l gone for the walk with Mr. Barmby, reading 
iluh onmn of his tones in the request. Dorothea and Vir- 
ginia would have h(‘.r go. The clerical gentleman, a friend 
of tln»s Rev. Abram Posterley; and one who deplored poor 
Mr. Post(‘rley’s infatuation; and one besides who belonged 
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I to ISTesta’s musical choir in London, — seemed a safe com- 

f panion for the child. The grand organ of ]\rr. Larmlij’s 

i voice, too, assured them of a devout seriousiu'ss in him, 

I that arrested any scrupulous little questions. They eouhl 

j not conceive his uttering the nonsensical empty stulT, eom- 

1 pliments to their beauty and what not, which girls laair 

I sometimes from inconsiderate gentlemen, to the ha,ving of 

I their heads turned. Moreover, ISTesta liad rashly promised 

f her father^s faithful servant Skepsey to walk out with him 

I in the afternoonj and the ladies hoped she would lind the 

i‘ moming^s walk to have been enough j good little^ man 

ijhough Skepsey was, they were sure. But there is the 
incongruous for young women of station on a promenade. 

Mr. Barmby headed to the pier. After pacing up and 
'down between the briny gulls and a polka-band, h<^ made 
his way forethoughtfully to the glass-slieltercd seats front- 
'dng East: where, as his enthusiasm for the solemnity of 
■the occasion excited him to say, ‘‘We have a view of the 
terraces and the cliffs and where not mor(‘. than two 
enwrapped invalid figures were ensconsed. Then it was, 
that Nesta recalled her anticipation of his possible design j 
forgotten by her during their talk of her dear people*; 
Priscilla Graves and Mr. Pempton, and the Yatts, and 
Simeon Penellan, Peridon and Catkin, and Skepsey like- 
wise; and the very latest news of her mother. Slu*. wished 
she could have run before him, to spare him. Ife would 
not notice a sign. Girls must wait and hear. 

It was an oratorio. She watched the loTig wave roll on 
to the sinking into its fellow; and onwaivl again for the 
swell and the weariful lax)se; and up at last bursting to 
the sheet of white. Tiie^far-heard roar and the near com- 
mingled, giving Mr. Barmby a semblance to the powers of 
ocean. 

' At the first direct note, the burden of which necessitated 
a pause, she petitioned him to be her friend, to think of 
! himself as her friend. 

But a vessel laden with merchandize, that has crossed 
wild seas for this particular port, is hardly to be debarred 
* from discharging its goods on the quay by simple intima- 

tions of their not being wanted. We are precipitated both 
by the aim and the tedium of the lengthened voyage to insist 
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tluxt they be seen. We believe perforce in tlieir temptiug- 
ness; and should allureiiient fail, we fall back to the belief 
iu our t'kxnience. An (doquence to expose the qualities 
they posst'ss, is the testificaition in the promise of their 
eKcelltnuH'. She is to be induced by feeling to see it. We 
a.r(> asking a young lady for the precious gift of her hand. 
We respt*ct her; and bt'cause of our continued respect, de- 
spit<* an obstruction, we liave come to think we have a claim 
upon lu‘r gratitude; could she but be led to understand how 
<litTen*ut. wv are from some other men ! — from one hitherto 
favoured among them, unworthy of this prize, however 
pm'sonally exalted and meritorious. 

Tht» wav(‘ of wide extension rolled and sank and rose, 
heaving lifeless variations of the sickly streaks on its dull 
grt‘en back. 

Dudley Sowerby^s defection was hinted at and accounted 
for, by tlu‘ worldly test of worldly considerations. 

What W(‘r(‘ tln^y ? — Nesta glanced. 

An indistiiutt comparison was modestly presented, of one 
unmoved by worldly considerations. 

But what were they ? She was wakened by a lamp, and 
luu* tlarkuess was all intlammable to it. 

‘‘ Oh ! Mr. Barmby, you have done me the honour to 
apeak liefore. ; you know my answer,’’ she said. 

Van W(‘re tlnm stibj(‘ct to an influence. A false, I may 
say wi(‘ked, scmtiuunit upholding celibacy.^’ 

My poor Louist‘ ? She never thought of influencing 
mt‘. She lias her vi(‘\vs, I miiu^. Our friendship does not 
depend on a Hreaty of n^ciprocity.’ We are one at heart, 
eaeJi free to jiuige and a(5t, as it should be in friendship. I 
heard fnnu hur this morning. Her brother will be able to 
resume his military duties next month. Then she will 
return to me.” 

\V<‘ propose 1 ” rcqoined Mr. Barmby. 

Ikdiohling the involuntary mercurial rogue-dimple he had 
started from a twitch at tiie corner of her lips, the good 
gentlenum pursued: ^^Can we dare write our designs for the 
month to come ? Ah I — I will say — Nesta ! give me the 
Impe I beg to have. See the seriousness. You are at liberty. 
That other has withdrawn his pretensions. We will not 
blam(‘ him. He is in expectation of exalted rank. Where 
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there is any shadow ! . . .” Mr. Barmby paused on his 
outroll of the word; but immediately, not intending to 
weigh down his gentle hearer with the significance in it,, 
resumed at a yet more sonorous depth: is under the 

obligation to his family ; an old, a venerable family. In the 
full blaze of public opinion I His conduct can be palliated 
by us, too. There is a right and wrong^ in minor things, 
independent of the higher rectitude. We pardon, wc can 
partly support, the worldly view.” 

“There is a shadow?” said Hesta; and her voice was 
lurefully encouraging. 

He was on the footing where men are precipitattid by 
what is within them to blunder. “ On you — no. On you 
personally, not at all. Ho. It could not be deemed so. 
Hot by those knowing, esteeming — not by him who loves 
you, and would, with his name, would, with his whole 
strength, envelop, shield . . . certainly certainly not.” 

“ It is on my parents ? ” she said. 

“But to me nothing, nothing, quite nought ! To confound 
the innocent with the guilty t . . . and excuses may exist. 
We know but how little we know ! ” 

“It is on both my parents ? ” she said, with a simplicity 
that induced him to reply: “Before the world. But not, 
I repeat . . 

The band-instruments behind the sheltering glass flour* 
ished on their termination of a waltz. 

She had not heeded their playing. How she said : “ The 
music is over ; we must not be late at lunch ; ” and she 
stood up and moved. 

He sprang to his legs and obediently stepped out: “I 
shall have your answer to-day ? this evening ? Hesta ! ” 

“Mr. Barmby, it will be the same. You will be kind to 
me in not asking me again.” 

He spoke further. She was dumb. 

Had he done ill or well for himself and for her when he 
named the shadow on her parents ? He dwelt more oti her 
than on himself : he would not have wounded her to win the 
blest affirmative. Could she have been entirely ignorant ? 
— and after Dudley Sowerby^s defection ? For such it 
was : the Bev. Stuart Rem had declared the union between 
the almost designated head of the Cantor family and a 
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young person of no name, of worse than no birth, impos- 
sible : ^Sabsolutely and totally impossible,” he had "said, in 
his impressive fashion, speaking from his knowledge of the f|| 

family and an acquaintance with Dudley. She must neces- 
sarily have learnt why Dudley Sowerby withdrew. No 
parents of an attractive daughter should allow her to remain 
unaware of her actual position in the world. It is criminal, 
a reduplication of the criminality! Yet she had not spoken 
as one astonished. She was mysterious. Women are so: 
young woimm most of all. It is undecided still whether / 

tliey do of tluunselves conceive principles, or should submit ff. ; 

to an imposition of the same upon them in terrorem. — 

Mysterious truly, but most attractive ! As Lady Bountiful i 

of a district, she would have in her maturity the majestic ' 

stature to suit a dispensation of earthly good things. And, 
strangely, here she was, at this moment, rivalling to excel- 
ling all others of her sex (he verified it in the crowd of 
female faces passing), when they, if they but knew the 
facts, would visit her very appearance beside them on a -I ■ 

common footing as an intrusion and a scandal. To us who 
know, such mattt;rs art^ indeed wonderful ! ^ 

Moved by reii(‘ctive compassion, Mr. Barmby resumed the 
wootu’^H note, some few steps after he had responded to the 
salutation of Dartrcy Fenellan and Colonel Sudley. She * 

did not S|)(^ak. She turned her forehead to him j and the i'A I 

absence tlu^ world from her eyes chilled his tongue. 

fie decliiuHl tlu^ pleasure of the lunch with the Duvidney 
ladit^s. H(i desired to be alone, to question himself fasting, 
to sound the d(}tHl he fiad done; for he had struck on a ;||l 

suspicion of selfishness in it : and though Love must needs ml 

be an (Egoism, Love is no warrant for the doing of a hurt to 4 

the, c.rc^ature beloved. Thouglits upon Skepsey and the tale 
of his Matilda Fridden’s labours in poor neiglibourhoods, to #*{[ 

whudi lie had b(*en inattentive during the journey down 
to the Bt»a, invatled him j tln^.y were persistent. He was 
a worthy man, having within him tlie spiritual impulse 
curiously ready to take the place where a material disap- 
poiutuumt left va(!ancy. The vulgar sort embrace the devil 
at that stage. Before the day had sunk, Mr. Barmby’s 
lowt^st wish was, to be a light, as the instrument of his 
Church in her ministrations amid the haunts of sin and 
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slime, to such plain souls as Daniel Skepsey and Matilda 
Pridden. And he could still be that, if liTesta, in the chap- 
ters of the future, changed her mind. She might j for her 
good she would ; he reserved the hope, hlis light was one 
to burn beneath an extinguisher. 

At the luncheon table of the Duvidney ladies, it was a 
pain to Dorothea and Virginia to witness how poor the 
appetite their Nesta brought in from the briny blowy walk. 
They prophesied against her chances of a good sh‘ep at 
night, if she did not eat heartily. Virginia timidly re- 
marked on her paleness- Both of them put their simple 
arts in motion to let her know, that she was dear to them : 
so dear as to make them dread the hour of parting. They 
named their dread of it. They had consulted in |)rivate 
and owned to one another, that they did really love the 
child, and dared not look forward to what they should do 
without her. The dear child^s paleness and want of a[)|)e- 
tite (they remembered they were observing a weak inno- 
cent girl) suggested to them* mutually the idea of a young 
female heart sickening, for the old unhappy maiden muiaon. 
But, if only she might return with them to the Wtdls, the 
Eev. Stuart Kem would assure her to convince her of her 
not being quite quite forsaken. He, or some one liaving 
sanction from Victor, might ultimately (the ladies waiting 
anxiously in the next room, to fold her on the warmth of 
their bosoms when she had heard) impart to her the Iciiowl- 
edge of circumstances, which would, under their further 
tuition concerning the particular sentiments of gniat fami- 
lies and the strict duties of the scions of the race, ludp 
to account for and excuse the Hon. Dudley Sowerby^a 
behaviour. 

They went up to the drawing-room, talking of Ske})sey 
and his tale of Miss Pridden, for Hesta’s amusement. Any 
talk of her Skepsey usually quickened her lips to rominis- 
cent smiles and speecli. Now she held on to gazeing ; and 
sadly, it seemed, as if some object were not present. 

For a vague encouragement, Dorothea said: ‘‘One week, 
and we are back home at Moorsedge ! — not so far from 
Cronidge, was implied, for the administering of some foolish 
temporary comfort. And it was as when a fish on land 
springs its hollow sides in alien air for the sustaining 
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element ; the girl panted ; she clasped Dorothea’s hand and 
looked at Virginia: mother — I must see her!’’ she 

said. The,y were slightly stupehed by the unwonted mention 
of her mother. They made no reply. They never had done 
so when there was allusion to her mother. Their silence 
now struck a gong at the giiTs bosom. 

Dorotluja had it in mind to saj^, that if she thirsted for 
any spi'cial com h n't, the friends about her would offer con- 
solation for conhdence. 

Before she could speak, Perrin the footman entered, bear- 
ing the card of the Hon. Dudley Sowerby. 

Mr. Dudley Sowerby begged for an immediate interview 
with Miss Itaduor. 

Tlu^ ladies were somewhat agitated, but no longer per- 
ple.xied iis to their duties. They had quitted Moorsedge to 
avoid the visit of his family. If he followed, it signified 
that which they could not withstand : — ‘‘ The Tivoli falls ! ” 
as they named the fateful tremendous human passion, from 
the nuuiniscences of an impressive day on their travels in 
youth ; when the leaping torrent had struck upon a tale of 
love they were reading. They hurriedly entreated Kesta 
to command her nerves ; peremptorily requested her to stay 
where she was; showed her spontaneously, by way of 
histrionic adjuration, the face to be worn by young ladies 
at greetings on these occasions ; kissed her and left her; 
Virginia wliivSpcring : He is true ! ” 

Dudley (mtered tlie drawing-room, charged with his happy 
burtUm of a love that had passed through the furnace. She 
stood near a window, well in the light; she hardly gave 
him welcome. His addrciss to her was hurried, rather un- 
certain, coherent enough between the drop and the catch of 
articulate syllables. He found himself holding his hat. He 
|)lac(Ml it on the table, and it rolled foolishly ; but soon he 
was by her side, having two free hands to claim her one. 

“ You are thinking, you have not heard from me I I have 
btHm much occupied,” he said. My brother is ill, very ill. 
I leave your j)ardon ? ” 

IiuhNul you have — if it has to be asked.” 

1 have it ? ” 

Have I to grant it ? ” 

I own to remissness.” 
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did not blame you.’' 

^^ISTesta! . . 

Her coldness was unshaken. 

He repeated the call of her name. I should have 
written — I ought to have written ! — I could not have ex- 
pressed . . . You do forgive ? So many things I ” 

“ You come from Cronidge to-day ? ” 

From my family — to you.” 

She seemed resentful. His omissions as a correspondent 
were explicable in a sentence. It had to be deferred. 

Reviewing for a moment the enormous internal confli(;t 
undergone by him during the period of the silence between 
them, he wondered at the vastness of tlie love which had 
conquered objections, to him so poignant. 

There was at least no seeing of the })ublic blot on luir 
birth when looking on her face. Hor when thinking of the 
beauty of her character, in absence or in presence, was thtu'o 
any. He had mastered distaste to such a degree;, that ho 
forgot the assistance he had received from tlu* heiress for 
enabling him to appreciate the fair young girl. Money is 
the imperious requirement of superior station ; and inort^ 
money and more : in these our modern days of the uuuxdianFg 
wealth, and the miner’s, and the gigantic Ameri(‘.an and 
Australian millionaires, high rank is of necessity vowed, in 
peril of utter eclipse, to the possession of money. Htill it is, 
when assured, a consideration far to the rear with a gtmih;- 
man in whose bosom love and tlie biming worldhave fought 
their battle out. He could believe it thoroughly fought out, 
by the prolonged endurance of a contest lasting many dayn 
and nights; in the midst of which, at one time, the; task of 
writing to tell her of his withdrawal from the <*ngagt5meut, 
was the cause of his omission to write. 

As to her character, he dwelt on tlu; charm of her recoVcuaHl 
features, to repress an indicative dread of some intrepid 
force behind it, that might be uufeininiue, however gcuitlo 
the external lineaments. Her f(*atnres, her pn*.Bent aris- 
tocratic deficiency of colour, greatly ph'ased him ; ht;r 
character would submit to mouhliag. Of all yoting ladit'H 
in the world, she should be the one to slirink from a nnmtal 
independence and hold to the guidanc^e of the man ennobling 
her. Did she ? Her eyes were reading him. She had Imt 
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fatli6r’s limpid eyes, and when they concentrated rays, they 

shot. 

Have you seen my parents, Mr. Sowerby ? 

He answered smilingly, for reassuringly: have seen 

them.’^ 

My mother ? ” 

From your mother first. But am I not to be Dudley ? 
She SiK)ke to you ? She told you ? ’’ 

^VAud yesterday your father — a second time.” 

Somt‘ wnnainder of suspicion in the dealing with members 
of this family, urged Dudley to say : I understood from 
ftiem, you were not? . . . that you were quite? ...” 

I have heard : I have guessed : it was recently — this 
morning, as it happened. I wish to go to my mother to-day. 
I shall go to her to-morrow.” 

I might offer to conduct you — now ! ” 

Ymx are kind ; I have Skepsey.” She relieved the 
situation of its cold-toned strain in adding : “ He is a 
host” 

** Hut I may come? —now I Have I not the right?' 
You do not deny it me ? ” 

You are very generous.” 

** I (daim the right, then. Always. And subsequently, 
soon after, my mother hopes to welcome you at Cronidge. 
She will be glad to hear of your naming of a day* My 
father bids me , . . he and all our family.” 

“ They are v(‘ry generous.” 

<< I may send thorn word this evening of a day you 
nann* ? ” 

No, Mr. Boworby.” 

Dudh^y ?” 

I cannot say it. I have to see my parents.” 

Hj’tween us, surely ? ” 

My wiiole heart tlianks you for your goodness to me. 
I am tmable to say more.” 

Ho ha<l again observed and he slightly crisped under the 
npeeadative look she directed on him: a simple unstrained 
look, that had an air of reading right in, and was worse’ to 
lx‘atr with than when the spark leaped upon some thought 
from her c^yes : though he had no imagination of anything 
he tjoneealed or exposed, and he would have set it down to 
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her temporary incredulousness of his perfect c:enerosity or 
power to overcome the world’s opinion of certain eireiuu- 
stances. That had been a struggle ! The peculiar look was 
not renewed. She spoke warmly of gratitude. She 
stated, that she must of necessity see her parents at once. 
She submitted to his entreaty to conduct her to them on 
the morrow. It was in the manner of one who }’i(‘hh>d 
step by step, from inability to contend. 

Her attitude continuing unchanged, he becanu‘ stuisible 
of a monotony in the speech with which he assailed it, and 
he rose to leave, not dissatisfied. She, at his urgtmt re(ju(>st, 
named her train for London in the early morning. said 
it was not too early. He would have desired to be warmed ; 
yet he liked her the better for the moral Siuitiment con- 
trolling the physical. He had apj)ointments with relatives 
or connections in the town, and on that ].)retext he ({(‘parted, 
hoping for the speedy dawn of the morrow as soon as he 
had turned his back on the house. 

No, not he the man to have pity of women umhudbot ! — 
That was the thought, unrevolved, unphras(*d, all but un- 
conscious, in Nesta: and while her heart was exalting him 
for his generosity. Under her present sense of tlu^ tdiilling 
shadow, she felt the comfort tlu^re was in bfdng grat(‘{ul to 
him for the golden beams which his generosity erist about 
her. But she had an intelligeiute sharp to piercu^, virgin, 
though she was; and with the mark in sight, how(*ver 
distant, she struck it, unerring as an Artemis for blood of 
beasts: those shrewd young wits, on the look-out to find a 
champion, athirst for help upon a desohibi road, w<*rc‘ hard 
as any judicial to pronoum^e the sentencci \ipon l)udl(‘y in 
that respect. She raised him higli ; slui ]>hu‘.(‘d lu‘rs(df low ; 
she had a glimpse of the struggle Im had gom* through; 
love of her had helped him, she belie* v(‘.d. And slu* was 
melted; and not the less did tlu.^ girl's implueabh* intuition 
read with the keenness of eye of a man of the*, world the 
blunt division in him, where warm humanity Bt(>pp(‘d sl)(»rt 
at the wall of social concrete forming a part of this right ly 
esteemed young citizen. She, too, was dividend : she was at 
his feet ; and she rebuked herself for daring to judge — or 
rather, it was, for having a reserve in her mind nptm a rmiy 
proving so generous with her. She was pulhul this way 
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and tliat by sensibilities both inspiring to blind gratitude 
and quickening her penetrative view. The certainty of an 
unerring perception remained. 

Dorothea and Virginia were seated in the room below, 
waiting for their carriage, when the hall-door spoke of the 
Jlon. Dudley's departure; soon after, Nesta entered to 
them. iShe swam up to Dorothea's lap, and dropped her 
head on it, kneeling. 

The ladies feared she might be weeping. Dorothea 
patted hi‘.r thick brown twisted locks of hair. Unhappiness, 
following such an interview, struck them as an ill sign. 

Virginia bent to the girl's ear, and murmured: “All 
well?" 

Slio replied: “He has been very generous." 

Her spt‘aking of the words renewed an oppression that 
had darkened In^r on the descent of stairs. For sensibilities 
sharp as Nesta’s, are not to be had without their penalties: 
and she who had gone nigli to summing in a flash the 
nature of Dudley, sank suddenly under that affliction often 
bes(‘tting thc^ yotmg adventurous mind, crushing to young 
women : ^ — the fas(unation exercised upon them by a positive 
adverse mascudine attitude and opinion. Young men know 
well what it is: and if young women have by chance over- 
come thidr timidity, to the taking of any step out of the 
trim pathway, they shrink, with a sense of forlornest isola- 
tion. It becomes a subjugation; inciting to revolt, but a 
heavy weight to cast ok. Soon it assumed its material 
form for tln^ e.outtmtion betw(^en her and Dudley, in the 
figure of Mrs. Marsett. ^flio Ncsta who had been instructed 
to know hersidf to Ixi under a sliadow, heard, she almost 
justihcMl Dudley 's reproa{*.hes to her, for having made the 
mupiaiutanee of the unhappy woman, for having visited her, 
for having been, though btit for a iniimte, at the mercy of 
a. e.crarne genthnuan’s pursuit. The recollection was a smart 
buffet. 

IloY lighted mind punished her thus through her conjuring 
of DudU»y's words, should news of her relations with Mrs. 
Mtirseit Vc'ae.h him: — and she would have to tell him. 
Would he not say: “ I have borne with the things concerning 
your family. All the greater reason why I must insist . . 
lie would assuredly say ho insisted Oxer humour caught at 

22 
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the word, as being the very word one could foresee and 
elearly see him uttering in a fit of vehemence) on her im- 
mediate abandonment of ^^that woman.” 

And with Nesta^s present enlightenment by dusky beams, 
tipon her parentage, she listened abjectly to Dudley, or the 
opinion of the majority. Would he not say or think, that her 
olinging to Mrs. Marsett put them under a kind of common 
.etamp, or gave the world its option to class them together ? 

These were among the ideas chasing in a head destined 
to be a battle-field for the enrichment of a harvest-field of 
them, while the girl’s face was hidden on Dorothea's lap, 
^nd her breast heaved and heaved. 

She distressed them wlien she rose, by saying she must 
instantly see her mother. 

They saw the pain their hesitation inflicted, and Dorothea 
fiaid: ‘‘Yes, dear; any day you like.” 

“ To-morrow — I must go to her to-morrow ! ” 

A suggestion of her mother’s coming down, was faintly 
fipoken by one lady, echoed in a quaver by the other. 

Kesta shook her head. To quiet the kind souls, she en- 
treated them to give their promise that they would invite 
iier again. 

Imagining the Hon. Dudley to have cast her off, both 
ladies embraced her: not entirely yielding-up their hearts 
to her, by reason of the pernicious new ideas now in the 
world to sap our foundations of morality; which warned 
them of their duty to uphold mentally his quite justifiable 
behaviour, even when compassionating the sufferings of tlie 
guiltless creature loved by them. 


CHATTER XXXIV 

CONTAINS DEEDS UNRELATED AND EXPOSITIONS OF 
FEELINGS 

All through the afternoon and evening Skepsey showed 
indifference to meals by continuing absent : and ho was the 
one with whom Xesta would have felt at home ; more at 
home than with her parents. He and the cool world he 
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moved in were a transparency of peace to her mind ; even 
to his giving of some portion of it, when she had the dear 
little man present to her in a vivid image of a fish in a glass- 
globe, wandering round and round, now and then shooting 
across, just as her Skepsey did: he carried his head semi- 
horizontally at his arrowy pace ; plain to read though he 
was, he appeared, under that image created of him, animated 
by motives inducing to specTilation. 

She thought of him till she could have reproached him 
for not returning and helping her to get away from the 
fever of other thoughts : — this anguish twisting about her 
parents, and the dreadful trammels of gratitude to a man 
aftlictingly generous, the frown of congregated people. 

The latter was the least of evils ; she had her charges to 
bring against them for injustice : uncited, unstirred charges,, 
they were eifective as a muftied force to sustain her : and 
th(i young who are of healthy lively blood and clean con- 
science have either emotion or imagination to fold them de- 
fensively from an enemy world ; whose power to drive them 
forth into the wilderness they acknowledge. But in the 
wilderness their souls are not beaten down by breath of 
mortals; they burn straight fianie there up to the parent 
Spirit. 

Blie could not fancy herself flying thither; — where to 
Ih^ shorn and naked and shivering is no hardship, for the 
solitude cloth(*s, arid the sole true life in us resolves to that 
sbuuly flame ; — she was restrained by Dudley^s generosity,, 
which held her fast to havti the forgiveness for her uncom- 
mitted sin dashed in lu*r He surprised her; the un- 

expecited (piality in him scHuacd suddenly to have snared 
Iw.v fast: and she did not obtain release after seeing behind 
it;— seeing it, by th(^ light of what she demanded, per- 
sonal, shallow, a lover’s generosity. Bo her keen intellect 
saw it; and her young blood (for the youthful are thus 
dividt^l) thrilled in thinking it must be love I The name 
of the sacred passion lifted it out of the petty cabin of the 
individual into a tmiring catlu^dral universal, and subdued 
her. It s\ibdued lier with an unweleome touch of tender- 
ness whem she thought of it as involving tenderness for her 
moth(‘.r, some chivalrous respect for her mother. Could ha 
love the daughter without some little, which a more inti- 
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mate knowledge of lier dear mother would enlarge ? The 
girhs heart flew to her mother, clung to her, vindicated her 
dumbly. It would not inquire, and it refused to hear, 
hungering the while. She sent forth her flights of stories 
in elucidation of the hidden ; and they were like white bird 
after bird winging to covert beneath a thundercloud ; until 
her breast ached for the voice of the thunder : harsh facts : 
sure as she was of her never losing her filial hold of the 
beloved. She and her mother grew together, they were 
one. Accepting the shadow, they were the closer one be- 
neath it. She had neither vision nor active thought of her 
father, in whom her pride was. 

At the hour of ten, the ladies retired for the enjoyment 
of their sweet reward. Manton, their maid, came down to 
sit with l^esta on the watch for Skepsey. Perrin, the foot- 
man, returning, as late as twenty minutes to eleven, from 
his tobacco promenade along the terrace, reported to M'anton 
^^a row in town;^^ and he repeated to Nesta the police- 
man’s opinion and his own of the Army ” fellows, and the 
way to treat them. Both were for rigour. 

“ The name of ^ Army ’ attracts poor Skepsey so, I am sure 
he would join it, if they would admit him,” Nesta said. 

^^He has an immense respect for a young woman, who 
belongs to his ^ Army ; ’ and one does n’t know what may 
have come,” said Manton. 

Two or three minutes after eleven, a feeble ring at the 
bell gained admission for some person : whispering was 
heard in the passage. Manton played eavesdropper, and 
suddenly bursting on Skepsey, arrested him when about to 
dash upstairs. His young mistress’s voice was a suflicient 
command; he yielded ; he pitched a smart sigh and sttq)ped 
into her presence for his countenance to be atien, or the 
show of a countenance, that it presented. 

“ Skepsey wanted to rush to bed without saying good 
night to me?” said she; leaving uunotieed, ex(;ept for 
woefulness of tone, his hurried shuffle of remarks on ‘Mris 
appearance,” and little accidents;” ending with an in- 
clination of his disgraceful person to the, doorway, and a 
petition : If I might, Miss Nesta ? ” Th(» implie,d pathetic 
reference to a surgically-treated nose und(*r a cross of strips 
of plaster, could not obtain dismissal for him. And he had 
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one eje of sinister hue, showing beside its lighted-grey 
fellow as if a sullen punished dragon-whelp had couched 
near some quick wood-pigeon. The two eyes blinked rap- 
idly. He was a picture of Guilt in the nude, imploring to 
be sent into concealment. 

The cruelty of detaining him was evident. 

“Yes, if you must,” Nesta said. “But, dear Skepsey,. 
will it be the magistrate again to-morrow ? ” 

He feared it would be ; he fancied it would needs be. He 
concluded by stating, that he was bound to appear before 
the magistrate in the morning; and he begged assistance to 
keep it from the knowledge of the Miss Duvidneys, who had 
been so kind to him. 

“ I fas there been bailing of you again, Skepsey ?” 

“ A good gcmtleman, a resident,” he replied ; “ a military 
genthmian ; indeed, a colonel of the cavalry ; but, it may so 
be, retired ; and anxious about our vast possessions ; though 
he thinks a translation of a French attack on England un- 
important. He says, the Germans despise us most.” 

“Tlum this gentleman thinks you have a good case ? ” 

“He is a friend of Captain Dartrey’s.” 

Hearing that name, Nesta said : “How, Skepsey, you must 
tell me everything. You are not to mind your looks. I 
believe., I do always believe you moan well.” 

“ Miss Nesta, it depends upon the magistrate’s not being 
prejudiced against the street-processionists.” 

“ But yo\i may expect justice from the magistrate, if your; 
case is good ? ” 

“ I would Tiot say no, Miss Nesta. But we find, the opinion 
of the p\ihli(i has its effect with magistrates — their sen- 
teiHjes. They are severe on boxing. They have latterly 
tn^ah^d tho ‘ Army ’ with more consideration, owing to the- 
change in tho public view. I myself have changed.” 

“ I lave you joined it? ” 

“ I cannot say I am a member of it.” 

“ Yon walked in the ranks to-day, and you were mal- 
treated ? Your friend was there ? ” 

“ I walked with Matilda Pridden; that is, parallel, along 
the paveimeit.” 

“ i ho])e she came out of it unhurt ?” 

“ It is tlianks to Captain Dartrey, Miss Nesta.” 
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This time ISTesta looked her question. 

Manton interposed: '‘You are to speak, Mr. Skepsej 
and she stopped a flood of narrative, that was knocking in 
his mind to feel its head and to leap — an uninternqjted 
half-minute more would have shaped the story for the 
proper flow. 

He began, after attending to the throb of his bruises in a 
manner to correct them rather than solace ; and the begin- 
ning was the end : " Captain Dartrey rescued us, before 
Matilda Pridden suffered harm, to mention — tht‘ chin, slight, 
teeth unshaken; a beautiful set. She is angry with (kiptain 
Dartrey, for having recourse to violence in her defence : it is 
against her principles. 'Then you die,’ she says ; and our 
principles are to gain more by death. She says, we are alive 
in them ; but worse if we abandon them for the sake of 
living. — I am a little confused; she is very abstruse. — 
Because, that is the corruptible life, she says. I have found 
it quite impossible to argue with her; she lias always a 
complete answer ; wonderful. In case of Invasion, we are 
to lift our voices to the Lord; and the Lord’s will shall bo 
manifested. If we are robbed, we ask. How came we by the 
goods ? It is unreasonable; it strikes at rights of jirojicrty. 
But I have to go on thinking. When in danger, she sings 
without excitement. When the blow struck her, slie stojiped 
singing only an instant. She says, no one fears, who lias 
real faith. She will not let me call her brave. She cannot 
admire Captain Dartrey. Her principles are oppost‘d. She 
said to him, 'Sir, you did what seemed to you right.’ She 
thinks every blow struck sends us back to the state of the 
beasts. Her principles . . 

"How was it Captain Dartrey happened to be prcjsent, 
Skepsey ? ” 

" She is very firm. You cannot move Ihu*. — Captain 
Dartrey was on his way to the station, to ine.et a gcuitleman 
from London, Miss Ifesta. Ho carried a stick — a remark- 
able stick — he had shown to me in the morning, and he has 
given it me now. He says, he has done his last with it. 
He seems to have some of Matilda Pridden’s ideas about 
fighting, when it’s over. He was glad to be rid of the 
•stick, he said.” 

" But who attacked you ? What were the people ? ” 
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Captain Dartrey says, England may hold np her head 
while she breeds young women like Matilda Pridden : — right 
or wrong, he says : it is the substance.” 

Hereupon Manton, sick of Miss Pridden,. shook the little- 
man with a snappish word, to bring him to attention. She* 
got him together sufficiently for him to give' a lame version, 
of the story ; fiat until he came to his heroine’s behaviour^ 
when he briglitened a moment, and he sank back absorbed 
in her principles and theories of life. It was understood by 
Nesta, that the processionists^ going at a smart pace, found 
their way blocked and were assaulted in one of the side- 
streets ; and that Skepsey rushed to the defence of Matilda 
I’ridden ; and that, while they were engaged, Captain Dartrey 
was passing at the end of the street, and recognized one ho 
knew in the thick of it and getting the worst of it, owing to 
numbers. “ I will show you the stick he did it with, Miss. 
Ncsta/’ said Skepsey, regardless of narrative ; and darted 
out of the room to bring in the Demerara supple-jack;, 
holding which, he became inspired to relate something of 
Captain Dartrey’s deeds. 

They gave no pleasure to his young lady,, as he sadly 
perceived : — thus it is with the fair sex ever, so fond of 
iieroes ! She shut her eyes from the sight of the Demerara 
supple-jack descending right and left upon the skulls of a 
couple of bully lads. ^^That will do — you were rescued. 
And now go to bed, Skepsey ; and be up at seven to break- 
fast with m(%” Nesta said, for his battle-damaged face would 
be more eudurabh^ to behold after an interval, she hoped 
and she might in the morning dissociate its evil look from, 
the deeds of Captain Dartrey. 

The thought of her hero baking active part in a street- 
fray, was repulsive to her ; it swamped his brilliancy. And 
this distressed her, by withdrawing the support which the 
thought of him had V)een to her since midday.. She lay for 
sleepless hours, while nursing a deeper pain, under oppres- 
sion of rcspugnance to battle-dealing, blood-shedding men. 
It was long iDcfore she grew mindful of the absurdity of the 
moan recurring whenever reflection wearied.. Translated 
into speech, it would have run : In a street of the town !* 
with a stick I ” •— The vulgar picture pursued her tchumilia- 
tion ; it robbed her or dimmed her possession of the one^ 
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bright thing she had remaining to her. So she deemed it 
during the heavy sighs of night ; partly conscious, that in 
some strange way it was as much as tossing her to the man 
who never could have condescended to the pugnacious using 
of a stick in a street. He, on the contrary, was a cover to 
the shame-faced. 

Her heart was weak that night. She hovered above it, 
but not so detached as to scorn it for fawning to one — any 
one — who would offer her and her mother a cover from 
scorn. And now she exalted Dudley’s generosity, nov 
clung to a low idea of a haven in her father’s wealth; anc 
she was unaware, that the second mood was deducunl from 
the first. She did know herself cowardly : she had, too, a 
critic in her clear head, to spurn at the creature who could 
think of purchasing the world’s respect. Dudley’s gener- 
osity sprang up to silence the voice. She could prais(‘ him, 
on a review of it, for delicacy, moreover; and the delicacy 
laid her under a more positive obligation. Her sense of it 
was not without a toneless quaint faint savour of the 
romantic, that her humour little humorously caught at, to 
paint her a picture of former heroes of fiction, who win 
their trying lady by their perfection of good (tonduct on a 
background of high birth; and who are not stnui to bo 
wooden before the volume closes. Her fatigue of sUH‘ph‘ss- 
ness plunged her into the period of poke-bonnets and peaky 
hats to admire him ; giving her the kind of swec^tness we 
may imagine ourselves to get in the static of tinul horse 
munching hay. If she had gone to her bed with a noble 
or simply estimable plain image of one of h(;r fri<‘nds in her 
heart, to sustain it, she would not have Ixurn thus abjettt. 
Skepsey’s discoloured eye, and Captain Dartrcy’s behaviour 
behind it, threw her upon Dudley’s generosity, as being tlu' 
shield for an outcast. Girls, who see at a tinui of niH‘(l their 
ideal extinguished in its appearing tarnished, are v<‘ry much 
at the disposal of the pressing suitor. hTesta rose in tlu^ 
black winter morn, summoning the best she could think of 
to glorify Dudley, that she might not feel so doomed. 

According to an agreement overnight, she went to the 
bedroom of Dorothea and Virginia, to assure them of her 
having slept well, and say the good-bye to them and their 
Tasso. The little dog was the growl of a silken ball in 
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a basket. His mistresses excused him, because of his 
beiiuj: unused to the a,ppearance of any person save Manton 
in their bedroom. Dorothea, kissing her, said: Adieu, 
dear <‘hild ; and there is home with us always, remember. 
And, after breakfast, however it may be, you will, for our 
greatm* feeling of security, have — she has our orders — 
Manton — your own maid we consider too young for a 
guartlian — to accom])any you. We will not have it on 
our {‘onseiences, that by any possibility harm came to you 
whih‘ you were under our cdiarge. The good innocent girl 
we ret‘eived from the hand of your father, we return to 
him; we are sur(^ of that.” 

Nt'sta said : “ Mr. Sowerby promised he would come.” 

However it may be,” Dorothea repeated her curtaining 
phrast‘. 

Virginia put in a word of apology for Tasso’s temper: 
he enjoyed ordinarily a slumber of half an hour’s longer 
duration. He was, Dorothea feelingly added, regularity 
its(dr. Virginia murmured: “Except once!” and both 
WiU'e appalled by tluj recollection of that night. It had, 
nevertheless, caused them to reperuse the Eev. Stuart 
item’s published beautiful sermon On Dirt; the words of 
which wer('. an antidote to the night of Tasso in the nostrils 
of Mnemosyne ; so that Dorothea could reply to her sister, 
slightly by way of a reproval, quoting Mr. Stuart Eem at 
his loftiest : “ Let us not bring into the sacred precincts 
Dirt from the roads, but have a care to spread it where it 
is a rru(*.tification.’ ” Virginia produced the sequent sen- 
tc‘n(‘,(‘, likewise wdghty. Kesta stood between the thin 
division of their be<ls, her right hand given to one, her 
left to the other. They had the semblance of a haven out 
of storms. 

S1h» rdhnduid, afttu' shutting the door of their room, that 
tlui residing with them luul been a means of casting her — 
it was an (dfort to remember how-— upon the world where 
the, trtH 5 of knowledge grows. She had eaten; and she 
might be the wors(». for it; but she was raised to a lieight 
tluit would not let her look with envy upon peace and com- 
fort. Luxurious (piiet people were as ripening glass-house 
fruits. Her bitter gathering of the knowledge of life had 
sharpened her intellect; and the intellect, even in the 
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young, is, and not less usefully, hard metal rather tliaii 
fallow soil. But for the fountain of human warmth at her 
breast, she might have been snared by the conceit of inteh 
lect, to despise the simple and conventional, or shed the 
pity which is charity^s contempt. She had only to think 
of the kindness of the dear good ladies ; her heart jumped 
to them at once. And when she fancied hearing those 
innocent souls of women embracing her and reproaching 
her for the knowledge of life she now bore, her words 
down deep in her bosom were : It has helped me to bear 
the shock of other knowledge ! How would shci have 
borne it before she knew of the infinitely evil ? Saving 
for the tender compassion weeping over her mother, she 
had not much acute personal grief. 

For this world condemning her birth, was the world 
tolerant of that infinitely evil! Her intellect fortified her 
to be combative by day, after the night of imagination ; 
which splendid power is not so serviceable as the logical 
mind in painful seasons : for night revealed the. world snort- 
ing Dragon’s breath at a girl guilty of knowing its vilest. 
More than she liked to recall, it had driven her scorclnul, 
half withered, to the shelter of Dudley. The daylight, 
spreading thin at the windows, restored her from that 
weakness. We will quit England,” she said, thinking of 
her mother and herself, and then of her father’s surely 
following them. She sighed thankfully, lialf way through 
the breakfast with Skepsey, at sight of the hour by the 
clock ; she was hurriedly sentient of the puzzle of her 
feelings, when she guessed at a chance that Dudley would 
be delayed. She supposed herself as possibly fc<ding not 
so well able to keep every thought of her head brooding 
on her mother in Dudley’s company. 

Skepsey’s face was just sufferable by light of day, if one 
pitied reflecting on his honest intentions ; it ceast?<l to dis- 
colour another. He dropped a few particulars of his hero 
in action ; but the heroine eclipsed. lie was heavier than 
ever with his Matilda Pridden. At the hour for departure, 
Perrin had a conveyance at the door. Nesta sexit off 
Skepsey with a complimentary message to Captain Dartrey, 
Her maid Mary begged her to finish her breakfast ; Man ton 
suggested the waiting a further two or three minutes. 
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«We must not be late,” IiTesta said; and when the minute- 
hand of the clock marked ample time for the drive to the 
station, she took her seat and started, keeping her face 
resolutely set seaward, having at her ears the ring of a cry 
that was to come from Manton. But Manton was dumb ; 
she spied no one on the pavement who signalled to stop 
them. And no one was at the station to greet them. They 
ste])ped into a carriage where they were alone. Dudley 
with his dreaded generosity melted out of hTesta’s thoughts, 
like the vanishing steam-wreath on the dip between the 
line and tlie downs. 

She passed into music, as she always did under motion 
of carriages and trains, whether in happiness or sadness: 
and the day being one that had a sky, the scenic of music 
swung her up to soar. hTone of her heavy burdens en- 
chained, though she knew the weight of them, with those 
of other painful souls. The pipeing at her breast gave 
wings to large and small of the visible ; and along the 
downs W(mt stateliest of dowing dances ; a copse lengthened 
to forest ; a pool of cattle-water caught gray for flights 
through enchantment. Cottage-children, wherever seen in 
groups, she wreathed above with angels to watch them, 
iler mind all the while was busy upon earth, embracing 
her mother, eyeing her fatlier. Imagination and our earthly 
met midway, and still she flew, until she was brought to the 
ground by a shot. She struggled to rise, uplifting Judith 
Marsett: a woman not so very much older than her own 
teens, in tluj count of years, and ages older ; and the world 
pulling at h(*r heels to keep her low. That unhappiest had 
no one but a sisterly girl to help her: and how she clung 
to tlui slender help! Who else was there? 

The good and the bad in the woman struck separate blows 
upon the girl's r(‘sonant nature. She perceived the good, 
anti took it into her reflections. The bad she divined: it 
approacduMl like some threat of inflammation. Natures 
resonant as that which animated this girl, are quick at the 
wells of understanding : and she had her intimations of the 
worhAs wisdom in withholding contagious presences from 
the v(‘ry many of the young, who may not have an aim, or 
idt‘al or strong human compassion, for a preservative.^ She 
was assured of her possessing it. She asked herself in her 
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mother’s voice, and answered mntely. She had the cer- 
tainty: for she rebuked the slavish feverishness of the 
passion, as betrayed by Mrs. Marsett; and the woman’s 
tone, as of strung wires ringing on a rage of the wind. 
Then followed her cry for the man who would speak to 
Captain Marsett of his duty in honour. An image of one, 
accompanying the faster beats of her heart, beguiled Inn* to 
think away from the cause. He, the one man known to 
her, would act the brother’s part on behalf of the hapless 
creature. 

Nesta just imagined her having supplicated him, and at 
once imagination came to dust. She had to thank liim : 
she knelt to him. For the first time of her life she found 
herself seized with her sex’s shudder in the blood. 


CHAPTER XXXV 

IN WHICH AGAIN WE MAKE USE OF THE OLD LAMFS 
FOR LIGHTING AN ABYSMAL DARKNESS 

And if Nesta had looked out of her carriage-window soon 
after the train began to glide, her eagle of imagination 
would have reeled from the heights, with very difTerent 
feelings, earlier, perhaps a captive, at sight of the tardy 
gentleman rushing along the platform, and bending ear to 
the footman Perrin, and staring for one lost. 

The snaky tail of the train imparted to Dudley an appre- 
hension of the ominous in his having missed her. It wound 
away, and left regrets, which raised, a chorus of harvsh 
congratulations from the opposite party of his internal 
parliament. 

Xeither party could express an opinion without rousing 
the other to an uproar. 

He had met his cousin Southweare overnight. He had 
heard that there was talk of Miss Radnor. Ifer name was 
in the mouth of Major Worrell. It was coupled with the 
name of Mrs. Marsett. A military captain, in the succession 
to be Sir Edward Marsett, bestowed on her the shadow of 
his name. 
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It could be certified that Miss Eadnor visited the woman 
at her house. What are we to think of Miss Eadnor, save 
that daughters of depraved parents I ... A. torture un- 
deserved is the Centaur’s shirt for driving us to lay about 
in all directions. He who had swallowed so much — a 
thiuulerbolt: a still undigested discharge from the perplex- 
ing heavens — jumped frantic under the pressure upon him 
of more, and worse. A girl getting herself talked of at a 
Club ! And she of all young ladies should have been the 
last to draw round her that buzz of tongues. On such a 
subjec.t! — The parents pursuing their career of cynical 
ostentation in London, threw an evil eye of heredity on 
their offspring in the egg; making anything credible, 
pointing at tendencies. 

An alliance with her was impossible. So said disgust. 
Anger came like a stronger beast, and extinguished the 
safety there was in the thing it consumed, by growing so 
excessive as to require tempering with drops of compassion; 
which prepared the way for a formal act of cold forgive- 
ness ; and the moment that was conceived, he had a passion 
to commit the horrible magnanimity, and did it on a grand 
scale, and dissolved his heart in the grandeur, and enslaved 
himself again. 

Far from expungeing the doubt of her, forgiveness gave 
it a stamp and an edge. His renewed enslavement set him 
TXirusing his tyrant keenly, as nauseated captives do ; and 
h(*, saw that forgiveness was beside the case. For this Nesta 
Victoria Eadnor would not crave it or accept it. He had 
nnmtally played the woman to her superior vivaciousness 
too long for him to see her taking a culprit’s attitude. 
What she did, she intended to do. The mother would not 
have (‘iicouraged her. The father idolized her; and the 
fathcjr was a frank hedonist, whose blood . . . speculation 
on horseback gallops to barren extremes. Eyes like hers 
— if there had not been the miserable dupes of girls! 
Conduct is the sole guide to female character. That like- 
wise may be the hypocrite’s mask. 

Po[)ular artists, intent to gratify the national taste for 
efftu^ts called realistic, have figured in scenes of battle the 
raying fragments of a man from impact of a cannon-ball on 
his person. Truly thus it may be when flesh contends. 
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But an image of the stricken and scattered mind of the man 
should, though deficient in the attraction, have a greater 
significance, for as much as it does not exhibit him entirely 
liquefied and showered into space ; it leaves him his legs for 
the taking of further steps. Dudley, standing on the plat- 
form of Nesta^s train, one half minute too late, according to 
his desire before he put himself in motion, was as wildly 
torn as the vapour shredded streaming to fingers and threads 
off the upright columnar shot of the shriek from the boiler. 
He wished every mad antagonism to his wishes : that he 
might see her, be blind to her ; embrace, discard ; heal his 
wound, and tear it wider. He thanked her for the grossness 
of an offence precluding excuses. He was aware of a 
glimmer of advocacy in the very grossness. He conjured- 
up her features, and they said, her innocence was the 
sinner; they scofied at him for the dupe he was willing to 
be. She had enigma’s mouth, with the eyes of morning. 

More than most girls, she was the girl-Sphinx to him : 
because of her having ideas — or what he deemed ideas. 
She struck a toneing warmth through his intelligence, not 
dissimilar to the livelier circulation of the blood in the 
frame breathing mountain air. She really helped him, 
incited him to go along with this windy wild rnod(u*n time 
more cheerfully, if not quite hopefully. For she had been 
the book of Eomance he despised when it appeared as a 
printed volume : and which might have educated the young 
man to read some among our riddles in the book of humanity. 
The white he was ready to take for silver: tlu*, black were 
all black; the spotted had received corruptioiPa label. Her 
youthful French governess Mademoiselle de Seilles w^as also 
peculiarly enigmatic at the mouth: conversant, one might 
expect, with the disintegrating literature of her country. 
In piiblic, the two talked of St. Loixis. One of tluun in 
secret visits a Mrs. Marsett. The Sontliwcare wonum, the 
Hennen women, and Lady Evelina Eeddish, were artless 
candid creatures in their early days, not transgressing in a 
glance. Lady Grace Halley had her fit of the devotional 
previous to marriage. Ho girl known to Dudley by r(‘|)ort 
or acquaintance had committed so scandalous an indiscretion 
as Miss Eadnor’s : it pertained to the insolently vile. 

And on that ground, it started the voluble defence. For 
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€ertaia suspected tilings will dask suspicion to the rebound, 
when they are very dark. As soon as the charge against 
her was moderated, the defence expired. He heard the 
world delivering its Judgement upon her; and he sorrow- 
fully acquiesced. She passed from him. 

When she was cut off, she sang him in the distance a 
remembered saying of hers, with the full melody of her 
voice. One day, treating of modern Pessimism, he had 
draped a cadaverous view of our mortal being in a quotation 
of the wisdom of the Philosopher Emperor : To set one’s 
love upon the swallow is a futility.” And she, weighing it, 
nodded, and replied: May not the pleasure for us remain 
if we set our love upon the beauty of the swallow’s flight ? ” 

There was, for a girl, a bit of idea, real idea, in that: 
meaning, of course, the picture we are to have of the bird’s 
wings in motion; — it has often been admired. Oh! not 
much of an idea in itself : — feminine and vague. But it 
was pertinent, opportune; in this way she stimulated. 

And the girl who could think it, and call on a Mrs. Mar- 
sett, was of the class of mixtures properly to be handed 
over to chemical experts for analysis ! 

She had her aspirations on behalf of her sex : she and 
Mademoiselle de Seilles discussed them; women were to 
do this, do that : — necessarily a means of instructing a girl 
to learn what they did do. If the lower part of her face 
had been as reassuring to him as the upper, he might have 
put a reluctant faith in the puremindedness of these as- 
pirations, without reverting to her origin, and also to re- 
cent rumours of her father and Lady G-race Halley. As it 
was, he inquired, of the cognizant, whether an intellectual 
precocity, devoted by preference to questions affecting the 
state of women, did not rather more than suggest the exist- 
ence of urgent senses likewise. She, a girl under twenty, 
had an interest in public matters, and she called on a Mrs. 
Marsett. To plead her simplicity, was to be absolutely 
ignorant of her. 

He neighboured sagacity when he pointed that interroga- 
tion relating to ISTesta’s precociousness of the intelligence. 
For, as they say in dactylomancy, the psychical ” of wo- 
men are not disposed in their sensitive early days to dwell 
upon the fortunes of their sex : a thought oi two turns them 
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facing away, with the repugnant shiver, worship at a 

niche in the wall. They cannot avoid imputing soim\ share 
of foulness to them that are for scouring the (^hambtir ; and 
the civilized male, keeping his own chamber locked, quite 
shares their pale taper’s view. The full-bluodtHi to the 
finger-tips, on the other hand, are likely to be drawn to the 
subject, by noble inducement as often as by bas(‘ : Ntiture 
at fiood being the cause in either instance. This young 
Nature of the good and the bad, is the blood which riuks to 
power of heart as well as to thirsts of the tU\sh. Then 
have men to sound themselves, to discover how much of 
Nature their abstract honourable conception or representa- 
tive eidolon of young women will bear without going to 
pieces ; and it will not be much, unless they shall have 
taken instruction from the poet’s pen : — for a vitnv pos- 
sibly of Nature at work to cast the slough, wlum tliey see 
her writhing as in her ugliest old throes. If they have 
learnt of Naturals priest to respect her, they will less dis- 
trust those rare daughters of hers who are moved by her 
warmth to lift her out of slime. It is by her own live 
warmth that it has to be done: cold worship at a uiehe in 
the wall will not do it. — Well, there is an index, for the 
enlargement of your charity. 

But facts were Dudley’s teachers. Bhysically, morally, 
mentally, he read the world through facts ; — that is to say, 
through the facts lie encountered : and he was in conse- 
quence foredoomed to a succession of bum|)S ; all the heavicT 
from his being, unlike the horned kind, not unimpressible 
by the hazy tilings outside his ex])eriencc. Kv(m at his 
darkest over Ncsta, it was his indig(‘stiou of the miscomhu^t 
of her parents, which denied to a certain still small advocate 
within him the right to raise a voice: that good ftdiow 
struck the attitude for pleading, and had to be silent ; for 
he was Instinct; at best a stammering speaker in th(» (’ourt 
of the wigged Facts. Instinct of this Nc.sta Radnor’s cdiar- 
acter would have said a brave word, but for her d«‘e(ls blear- 
ing witness to her inheritance of a lawlessly adventurous 
temperament. 

What to do ? He was no nearer to an answer when the 
wintry dusk had fallen on the promenading crowils. To do 
nothing, is the wisdom of those who have seen fools perish. 
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Facts liad not taught him, that the doing nothing, for a 
length of (la.ys after the first shock he sustained, was the 
reason of how it came that Nesta knitted closer her acquaint- 
ance with the ‘‘agreeable lady’’ she mentioned in her letter 
to (h'onidge. Fhose excellent counsellors of a mercantile 
{•(umnunity gave him no warnings, that the “masterly in- 
aclivt^ part, so grt^atly esteemed by him for the conduct of 
public affairs, might be perilous in dealings with a vivid 
girl : uor a hint, that when facts continue undigested, it is 
ht'causi' the stuisations are as violent as hysterical females 
to block them from the understanding. His Eobin Good- 
ftdlow iustin<*t tried to be serviceable at a crux of his medi- 
tations, wliert^ Edith Averst’s consumptive brothers waved 
faded liamls at her ehances of inheriting largely. Superb 
for the chances: but what of her offspring? And the 
other was a girl siudi as the lusty Dame Dowager of fighting 
aiu’cstors would have signalled to the heir of the House’s 
hoiunirs for the jjerpetuation of his race. Ho doubt: and 
tlu‘ vemu*abh‘. Dames (beautiful in her old-lace frame, or say 
foliage, of tlic Agt^s backward, temp: Ed: III.) inflated 
him with a thought of her: and his readings in modern 
books on heredity, pure blood, physical regeneration, pro- 
uotinetHl approval of Ke.sta Radnor: and thereupon instinct 
optmed mouth to speak; and a lockjaw seized it under that 
scinvl of his presiding mistrust of Nature. 

Ht‘ elung to his mistrust the more because of a warning 
he h.ad from tln^ silenced natural voice: somewhat as we 
may Indiohl liow tin* Conservatism of a Class, in a world of 
airtlnMwideuc(‘s showing that there is no stay to things, 
C(mn‘s of the intuitiv(* discernment of its finality. His mis- 
trust was his cywn ; and Kesta was not; not yet; though a 
step would mak(^ her his own. Instinct prompting to the 
Bltqj, was a W()rthh*HS advis(u\ It spurred him, nevertheless. 

He ealh‘d at thi'. Club for his cousin Smithweare, with 
whom lie was not in sympathy; and had information that, 
vS(nithwt*an‘. said, “ nuuh^ tlm girl out all right. ” Girls in 
these tlays tlo things whi(di the sainted stay-at-homes pre- 
cj'diug tlumi would not havc^ dreamed of doing. Something 
Iiatl occurred, relating to Major Worrell: he withdrew Miss. 
Radnor’s name, acdinowledged himself mistaken or amended 
his repeu-t of Iht, in some way, not onite intelligible. Dudley 
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was accosted by Simeon Fenellan ; subsequently by Dartrey. 
There was gossip over the latter gentlenuin^s having been 
up before the magistrate, talk of a queer kind of sticK, and 
IDartrey said, laughing, to Simeon : Rather lucky I bled the 
rascal ; — whatever the meaning. She nursed one of her 
adorations for this man, who had yesterday, apparently, 
joined in a street-fray ; so she partook of the stain of the 
turbid defacing all these disorderly people. 

At his hotel, at breakfast the next morning, a newspaper 
furnished an account of Captain Dartrey Fenellati's particd- 
pation in the strife, after mention of him as nephew of the 
Earl of Clanconan, now a visitor to our town ; ” and his 
deeds were accordant with his birth. Such w^riting was 
enough to send Dudley an eager listener to Oolney Durance. 
What a people ! 

Mr. Dartrey Eenellan^s card compelled Dudley presently 
to receive him. 

Dartrey, not debarred by considerations that an allusion 
to Miss Radnor could be conveyed only in the most delicately 
obscure manner, spared him no more than the plain Knglisli 
of his relations with her. Requested to come to the (hub, 
at a certain hour of the afternoon, that he nnght hear Major 
WorrelPs personal contradiction of scandal involving the 
young lady^s name, together with his apology, etc., Dudley 
declined : and he was obliged to do it curtly ; words were 
wanting. They are hard to find for wounded sentiments 
rendered complex by an infusion of policy. His pr(‘scnt 
mood, with the something new to digest, ludtl the going to 
Major Worrell a wrong step; he behaved as if tht^ speaking 
to Dartrey Fenellan pledged him hardly leas. And Imsidt^s 
he had a physical abhorrence, under dictate of moral repro- 
bation, of the broad-shouldered sinewy man, whosf? look of 
wiry alertness pictured the previous day’s gory gutters. 

Dartrey set sharp eyes ou him for an instant, bowed, and 
went. 
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CHAPTEE XXXVI 

NKSTA AND HER FATHER 

The day of Nesta’s return was one of a number of late 
when Victor was robbed of his walk Westward by Lady 
Grace Halley, who seduced his politeness with her various 
forms of blandishment to take a seat in her carriage ; and 
she was a practi(‘al speaker upon her quarter of the world 
when sht? had him there. Perhaps she was right in saying 
— though she. had no right to say — that he and she together 
miglit have the world under their feet. It was one of those 
irritating sugg(‘stions which expedite us up to a bald ceilings 
only to makt^ lus feel the gas-bladder’s tight extension upon 
empt.iiu\ss. It moved him to examine the poor value of his 
aim, l)y tying him to the contemptible means. One estimate 
involvc<l the other, whichever came first. Somewhere he 
had an that would lift and cleanse all degradations. 
But it did seem as if he were not enjoying : things pleasant 
encnigh in the passage of them were barren, if not prickly^ 
in tlie ndrospect. 

He sprang out at the head of the park, for a tramp round 
it, in the gloom of the girdle of lights, to recover his dead- 
eiunl relish of the thin phantasmal strife to win an in- 
tangible prizi^ His dulled physical system asked, as with 
atULsations of a man at the start from sleep in the hurry- 
ing grip of sti^am, what on earth he wanted to get, and what 
was tlu^ substan(‘,e of his gains: what! if other than a pre- 
cipitous intimacy, a deep crumbling over deeper, with a 
little, woman amusing him in remarks of a whimsical 
nudity; lianlly mon‘. Nay, not more! he said; and at the 
end of iwtmiy paces, hi) saw much more; the campaign 
gathered a (urcliiig suggestive brilliancy, like the lamps 
about the winttu' park; t\w. Society, lured with glitter, 
hooked by greed, couquhsed a ravishing pictxire; the little 
woman was f^sbHuutul as a serviceable liexatenant ; and hei’* 
hand was a small soft one, agreeable to fondle — and avaunt I 
But so it is iu war : we must pay for our allies. What if 


356 


ONE OB" OTJR CONQITBIROUB 


it had been that he and she together, with their united 
powers . . . ? He dashed the silly vision aside, as vainer 
than one of the bubble-empires blown by boys ; aiul it broke, 
showing no heart in it. His lieart was Nataly s. 

Let Colney hint his worst; NaUly bore the strain, always 
did bear any strain coming in the round of lu‘r <iutit*s: and 
if she would but walk, or if she dancunlat parties, sht‘ would 
scatter the fits of despoudeney bes<‘tting thi‘ phlegmatic, 
like this day’s breeze the morning fog; tu* as he did with 
two minutes of the stretch of legs. 

Full of the grandeur of that black pit of tine benighted 
London, with its ocean-voice of the heart at beat along the 
lighted outer ring, Victor entered at his okl <loor of the 
two houses he had knocked into one : — a surprise for Fredi I 
— and heard that his girl had arrivtal in the morning. 

“And could no more endure her abstmee from her 
Mammy Oh ! ” The songful satirical line spoubnl iu him, to 
be flung at his girl, as he ran upstairs to tlie lK)udoir off the 
drawing-room. 

He peeped in. It was dark. Seusihh' of j)rcsencea, he 
gradually discerned a thick blot along tlu*. couch to the right 
of the door, and he drew near. Two wtu'e lying folded 
together; mother and daughter. He lumt <na»r them. His 
hand was taken and pressed by Fre<U’H ; sin* s|joke; slie said 
tenderly : “Father.” Neither of the two made a movement. 
He heard the shivering rise of a sob, that fell. Thti dry 
sob going to the waste breath was Nataly’s. His girl did 
not speak again. 

He left them. He had no thought tintil \iv stood in his 
dressing-room, when he said “ (hunl ! ” For thosi! two 
must have been lying folded togetlier during the greatt'r 
part of the day: and it meant that the nudher’s ht*art had 
opened; the girl knew. Htu* tone: “ Father/’ sweet, was 
heavy, too, with the darknes.s it came out of. 

So she knew. Good. Ht* clasped tlnun Initli in his heart; 
tempering his pity of those (learones witli the thought that 
they were of the sex which finds enjoyment in a day of the 
mutual tear; and envying them ; he strained at a richness 
appearing in the sobs of their close* union. 

All of his girl’s loving soul flew to lier mother; and 
naturally I 
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She would not be harsh on her father. She would say: 
— he loved! And true: he did love, he does love; lovea 
no woman but the dear mother. 

11 tlicked a short wring of the hand having taken pres- 
from an alien woman^s before Fredi pressed it, and 
absolved himself in the act; thinking, How little does a. 
woman know how true we can be to her when we smell at a 
flower here and there ! — There they are, stationary ; women 
the dowers, we. the bee ; and we are faithful in our seeming 
volatility ; faithful to the hive! — And if women are to be 
stationary, the reasoning is not so bad. Funny, however,, 
if they !it‘re and there^ imitatively spread a wing, and treat 
mtm in that way ? It is a breach of the convention ; we 
pay tiuuu our homage, that they may serve as flowers, not 
to 1)0 volatile, tempters. Kataly never had been one of the 
sort: Lady (r race was. Ko necessity existed for compel- 
litig tile world to bow to Lady Grace, while on behalf of his 
Nataly ho had to , . . Victor closed the curtain over a gulf 
rt'veahul by an invocation of Nature, and showing the tre- 
mendous forci^ he partook of so largely, in her motive 
olemonts of the devourer. Horrid to behold, when we 
nt‘od a gra(uous presentation of the circumstances. She is 
a sphmdiil power for as long as we confine her between the 
Ijauks: but sht‘. has a passion to discover cracks ; and if we 
giv<* her lu*adway, sln^ will find one, and drive at it, and be 
through, uproarious in luu* primitive licentiousness, unless 
wv, laiiour body and soul like Dutchmen at the dam. Here 
sh<^ was, and not desired, almost detested ! Nature detested I 
It luul mmie about through the battle for Nataly; chiefly 
through Mrs. Ihirmaifs tenacious hold of the filmy thread 
she took for TdV ami was enabled to use as a means for the 
pt‘rvt*rsiou besides bar to the hapfuness of creatures really 
living. We may well marvel at the Fates, and tell them 
they are not moral agents ! 

Vietor’s nhleetions came aci'oss Colncy Durance, who 
trippetl and stopped them. 

I)ri*SHed with his eustomary celerity, be waited for Nesta, 
to sliow inu* the lighted grand double drawing-room: a 
furtlu'r proof of how hdrtuue lav’’oured him: she was to 
he told, how he one day expressed a wish for greater space, 
ami was informed on the next, that the neighbour house 
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was being vacated, and tbe day following be was in treaty 
for the purchase of it ; returning from Tyrol, he found his 
place habitable. 

Nesta came. Her short look at him was fond, her voice 
not faltering ; she laid her hand under his arm and walked 
round the spacious room, praising the general design, 
admiring the porcelain, the ferns, friezes, hangings, and the 
grand piano, the ebony inlaid music-stands, the fire-grates 
and plaques, the ottomans, the tone of neutral colour that, 
as in sound, muted splendour. He told her it was a recep- 
tion night, with music : and added : I miss my . . . seen 
anybody lately ? ” 

“Mr. Sowerby?^’ said she. He was to have escorted 
me back. He may have overslept himself/^ 

She spoke it plainly; when speaking of the dear good 
ladies, she set a gentle humour at play, and comforted him, 
as she intended, with a souvenir of her lively spirit, want- 
ing only in the manner of gaiety. 

He allowed, that she could not be quite gay. 

More deeply touched the next minute, he felt in her 
voice, in her look, in her phrasing of speech, an older, much 
older daughter than the Fredi whom he had conducted to 
Moorsedge. “ Kiss me,” he said. 

She turned to him full-front, and kissed his right cheek 
and left, and his forehead, saying: “My love! my papa! 
my own dear dada ! ” all the words of her girlhood in her 
new sedateness; and smiling: like the moral crepuscular 
of a sunlighted day down a not totally inanimate Sunday 
London street. 

He strained her to his breast. “ Mama soon be here ? ” 
Soon.” 

That was well. And possibly at the present moment 
applying, with her cunning hand, the cosmetics and powders 
he could excuse for a concealment of the traces of grief. 

Satisfied in being a superficial observer,* he did not spy to 
see more than the world would when Kataly entered the 
dining-room at the quiet family dinner. She performed her 
part for his comfort, though not prattling ; and he missed 
his Fredi’s delicious warble of the prattle running rill-like 
over our daily humdrum. Simeon Fenellan would have 
helped. Then suddenly came enlivenment ; a recollection 
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of news in tlie inorning^s paper. liarm before Fredi^ 

my dear. She 's a young woman now. And no harm, so 
to speak — at least, not against the Sanfredini. She has. 
donned he.r name again, and a villa on Como, leaving her 
—paragraph from a Milanese musicaljournal ; no- 
partiinilars. Now, mark me, we shall have her at Lake- 
lands in the summer. If only we coxdd have her now ! 

It would be a pleasure/^ said Nataly. Her heart had a 
blow in the thought that a lady of this kind would create- 
the pleasure by not bringing criticism. 

“ Idle godmother ? he glistened upon Nesta. 

She gav(^ him low half-notes of the little blue butterfly’s^ 
imitation of the superb contralto ; and her hand and head 
at turn to hint the theatrical operatic attitude. 

Delicious ! ” he cried, his eyelids were bedewed at the- 
vision of the three of them planted in the past; and here- 
again, out of the dark wood, where something had required, 
to \m said, and had been said ; and all was happily over, 
owing to the goodness and sweetness of the two dear- 
innocents; — wliom heaven bless ! Jealousy of their natu- 
rally closer hcart-at-heart had not a whisper for him; part, 
of their goodness and sweetness was felt to be in the not 
excluding him. 

Ne.Bta engaged to sing one of the old duets with her 
mother. Bho saw her mother’s breast lift in a mechanical 
elTort to try imaginary notes, as if doubtful of her capacity,, 
more at homt‘. in the dumb deep sigh they fell to. Her 
mother’s lieroism made her a sacred woman to the thoughts- 
of the girl, overcoming wonderment at the extreme sub- 
mi Hsivenc3Bs. 

Sht^ put a screw on her mind to perceive the rational 
objiuit there might be for causing her mother to go through 
tortures in receiving and visiting ; and she was arrested by 
tlu? louder (piestion, whether she could think such a man as 
her father irrational 

Leople witli resounding names, waves of a steady stream, 
were announced by Arlington, just as in the days, that 
seemed reumte, before she went to Moorsedge; only they 
were more numerous, and some of the titles had ascended 
a stage. There were great lords, there v^ere many great, 
ladies 5 and Lady Grace Halley shuffling amid them, like a. 
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silken sLimmer in valiuninuus mhes. l'!u^v vrinvdM ahomj 
their host where he sttHuL Hi* is thrir 

said, speaking iiniiiteUii^ihly, in the u!»seni'«' uf tlie Sinu^tm 
Fenellaii regretted S(» loudly l»y .Mr. FM-aves rnnsieg. 
They had an air of vvorshipj»iug, and ht‘ nl •'ovinuning/ 
There were tdso Cih'uiagnates, and Lakelands’ nmghhuuns: 
the gentleman representing Pridt* nf Perl. Sir Ahruhum 
Quatley; and Colonel Cor fe ; Sir fuuhvid! and Lady Blurh- 
ingtoii; iMrs. Fanning; Mr. (’at Id is. hVw vising nien ami 
maids were seen. Hr. John (’onuyn eanie uifhout Ids wife, 
not mentioning her. Mrs, P(*ter Vatt tonclird tin* noLvs far 
voices at tiie piano, ih’isidlla (Inives was a vaeaiiov, and 
likewise the llev. Septimus Hannhy. Peridmi ami C’atkiri 
and Mr. Ik*uipton took tlunr usual piaet's. l’laa‘e was m> 
fluting. A famous Canadian lady was tin* priiunpal singer, 
A Gaiiciau violinist, zig-zagging extmne I'Vfiuisions and 
contraetions of his <*orporeai framt* in evroufii»n, ami chi- 
scribed by Coiney as “ Piiganiui on a wall.” taiird in su|i|dant 
Durandarte in Nesta’s memory. She* was askod bv laidy 
Grace for the Iatt\st of Dudley. Sir Alirahaiii ()uatliy 
named him wdth haudsoun* emphitsis. Groat dauies earessed 
her; openly approved; shadowed the future pku’e among 
them. 
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A^ictor alluded at night to Mrs, Juhn (’ornivn’s absents* 
Ho said; ‘GV hom<i*o}iuthm doetor’s wife!” nothing more* 
ixid by that litth*, he pn*p;tretl Nesta for lo r inother’s 
explanation, d’he great Loudon people, ijgitJrant or not, 
were caught by the* strong tide ht* created, and ea.rried <m it 
But there was a bruiting of tin* st*<*ret among their set; and 
the one to fall away from her, Nataly marvelfingly namecl 
Mrs. John (Ainiiyn; whose marriage* was of her inakiug. 
She did not disap{>rove PriseillaG behaviuur, Priseilla had 
come to her and, lirotesting ufTeetion, h;id opmlv aiated that 
she required time and n‘tin»ment to reeover her proper 
feelings. Nataly smileil a mt*laueh{dy eritiei uii of an incon- 
sequent or capricious woman, in ladaiing to Nenta certain 
observations Priscilla had dro[>pcd upi,u poor faithful Mr. 
Pempton, because of his coma*almcnt from her of his knowd- 
edge of things: lor this iaithhd gentleman had been one of 
the few not ignorant. The rumour was traccahh) to tha 
City. 
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Mc>i;iier, we walk on planks,” ISTesta said. 

Ka.taiy aus\yered : You will grow used to it.” 

Hor mother s habitual serenity in martyrdom was deceive 
lug. Nesta had a transient suspicion that she had grown, 
from use,, to like the whirl of company, for oblivion in the 
t‘xeiU‘Uu*nt ; and as her remembrance of her own station 
a,uu>ng the (‘rowding people was a hot flush, the difference 
oT their feelings (diilled her. 

Nataly said: ‘Mt is to-morrow night again; we do not 
rt‘st." Slu^ smiled ; and at once the girl read woman’s 
arimnir on tlu^ dear face, and asked herself, Could I be so 
bra ve ? 'Idle question following was a speechless wave, that 
surgi‘d at lu‘r father. iShe tried to fathom the scheme he 
t‘ntt‘rta.iiu*<L Tln^ attempt obscured her conception of the 
mail he was. She could not grawSp him, being too young for 
knowing that y<nmg heads cannot obtain a critical hold 
ujuni one whom they see grandly succeeding: it is the sun’s 
brilliaiuH'. to their eyes. 

iMuther a-inl daughter slept together that night, and their 
emhraia* was tludr world. 

Nesta <lelighted luu* father the next day by walking beside 
him into the City, as far as the end of the Embankment, 
wiit'rt^ the! carriage was in waiting with her maid to bring 
her h;u*k ; and at his more ejaculation of a wish, the hardy 
girl drove down in the afternoon for the walk home with 
him. Lady (lra(‘e. Halley was at the office. “ I am an in- 
i'orrigdhie Stock Excdiauge gambler,” she said. 

‘ Only,” Victor hatle her beware, “ Mines are undulating 
in moviummt, and thtdr heights are a preparation for their 
going down.” 

Slio. said sin*. ^Oiked a swing.” 

Nesta lookeil at them in turn. 

Idle day after and the day after, Lady Grace was present. 
She made' play with Duilley’s name. 

This coming into tlie City daily of a girl, for the sake of 
walking hack in wintm* weather with her father, struck her 
as amhiguous: either a jealous foolish mother’s device, or 
that of a weak man Ixmting about for protection. But the 
woman of thi‘ positive world soon read to the contrary; 
helped a littl<!5 by tlui man, no doubt. Bhe read rather too 
iuiudi to the contrary, and took the pedestrian girl for perfect 
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simplicity in lier tastes, when ISTesta had so far grown 
watchful as to feel relieved by the lady’s departure. Her 
mother, without sympathy for the lady, was too great of 
soul for jealousy. Victor had his Kataly before him at a 
hint from Lady Grace : and he went somewhat further than 
the exact degree when affirming that JSTataly could not 
scheme, and was incapable of suspecting. — Nataly could 
perceive things with a certain accuracy : she would not stoop 
to a meanness. — Plot ? Nataly ? ” said he, and shrugged. 
In fact, the void of plot, drama, shuffle of excitement, re- 
flected upon Nataly. He might have seen as tragic as evei- 
dripped on Stage, had he looked. 

But the walk Westward with his girl, together with 
pride in a daughter who clove her way through all 
weathers, won his heart to exultation. He tohl hvv: 
“Fredi does her dada so much good;’’ not telling ht‘r in 
what, or opening any passage to the mystery of the man 
he was. She was trying to be a student of life, with her 
eyes down upon hard earth, despite of her winged young 
head; she would have compassed him bettcu- had he 
dilated iu sublime fashion; but he baffled her ixu-usal of 
a man of power by the simpleness of his enjoyment of 
small things coming in his way; — the liglited sho])S, the 
crowd, emergence from the crowd, or the meeting near 
midwinter of a soft warm wind along the Embankment, 
and dark Thames magniflcently coroneted ovtu* his grimy 
flow. There is no grasping of one who quickens us. 

His flattery of his girl, too, restored her broken IVcding 
of personal value; it permeated her nourishingly from the 
natural breath of him that it was. 

At times he touched deep in humaneness; and he sat lu‘r 
heart leaping on the flash of a thought to lay it bans with 
the secret it held, for his help. That was a dream. She 
could more easily have uttered the words to Captain I)ar- 
trey, after her remembered abashing holy treinour o{ the 
vision of doing it and casting herself on noblest man’s com- 
passionateness; and her imagined thousand emotions;— a 
rolling music within her, a wreath of cloud-glory in her 
sky; — which had, as with virgins it may be, plight(‘d her 
body to him for sheer urgency of soxil; drawn her by a 
single unwitting-to-brain, conscious-in-blood, shy curl 
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outward of tlic sheathing leaf to the flowering of woman 
to him; even to the shore of that strange sea, where the 
maid stands cdioosing this one man for her destiny, as in a 
trance. So are these ycnmg ones unfolded, shade by shade ; 
and a shade is all the ditference with them; they can teach 
the poet to marvel at the immensity of vitality in “the 
shadow of a shade.” 

Her father shut the glimpse of a possible speaking to 
him of Mrs. Marsett, with a renewal of his eulogistic 
allusions to Dudley Sowerby: the “perfect gentleman, 
good citizen;” prospective heir to an earldom besides. 
8he bowed to Diulleyks merits; she read off the hoiioriflc 
ptnliimnital letters of a handsome statue, for a sign to her- 
sedf that she passed it. 

Site was unjust, as Victor could feel, though he did not 
know how coldly unjust. For among the exorbitant requi- 
sitions upon their tellow-creuitures made by the young, is 
tlu‘ (bunand that tlu‘y be definite: no mercy is in them 
for the transitional. And Dudley — and it was under her 
iuilucuce, atul painfully, not ignobly — was in process of 
<lev(‘l<q)nuiut: iut(u*estiug to philosophers, if not to 
maidens. 

Vi<*.t<)r atumsed her of paying too much heed to Colney 
Dunuictds epigrams upon their friends. He quite joined 
wiili his English world in its opinion, that epigrams are 
poor s([uibs when tln^y do not come out of great guns. 
Epigrams fire.d at a vtuierable nation are surely the poorest 
of popgun paper p(dlt‘ts. 'rhe English kick at the inso- 
lenc.ts whc.u tlu^y an? not in the mood for pelleting tbem- 
Hclvcs, or when tlu^ armed Foreigner ivS overshadowing 
and hrac(*ing, Colney ’s pn^tentious and laboured Satiric 
Prijsc Epi(i of Rivau Tox<iUKS,” ])articularly offended 

him, as Indng a (dever aim at no hitting; and sustained 
him, inasmuch as it was an acid friemFs collapse. How 
coultl Colney (‘xpect his Englisli to tolerate such a spiteful 
dialribiC the sui(udc of Dr. Bouthoin at San Francisco 
was the fniishing stroke to the chances of success of the 
S(!rial; — although we arc promised splendid evolutions on 
tlu‘ part of Mr/ SemUiaiis; who, after brilliant achieve- 
numts with bat and ball, abandons those weapons of Old 
EnglmuFs modern renown, for a determined wrestle with 
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our English pronunciation of words, and rescue of the 
spelling of them from the printer. His headache oyer the 
present treatment of the verb “To bid,” \yas a quaint be- 
ginning for one who had soon to plead before Japanese, 
and who acknowledged now “in contrition of spirit,” 
that in formerly opposing the scheme for an Academy, he 
helped to the handing of our noble language to the rapid 
reporter of news for an apathetic public. Further, he 
discovered in astonishment the subordination of all literary 
Americans to the decrees of their literary authoritit‘s; 
marking a Transatlantic point of departure*, and contrasting 
ominously with the unruly Islanders — “grunting the 
higgledy-piggledy of their various ways, in all the porker’s 
gut-gamut at the rush to the trough.” After a week's pri- 
vation of bat and ball, he is, lighted or not, a gas-j(*t of 
satire upon his countrymen. As for the “ jiathetic sublimity 
of the Funeral of Dr. Bouthoin,” Victor invtdghed against 
an impious irony in the overdose of tlie |)athos; and the 
same might be suspected in Britannia’s eh‘gy upon him, 
a strain of hot eulogy throughorit. Mr. Semhiatm, all 
but treasonably, calls it, Papboat and Brandy: — “our 
English literary diet of the day:” stimulating an<I not 
nourishing. Britannia’s mournful antici})ation, that “ The 
shroud enwinding this my son is mine I — sliould the 
modern generation depart from the track of him who 
proved himself the giant in mainly supporting lun- glory 
— was, no doubt, a high pitch of the note of Conservatism. 
But considering that Dr. Boiithoin “committal suicide 
under a depression of mind produced by a surfeit of unac- 
customed dishes, u])on a physical system inspir<‘(l by the 
traditions of exercise, and no longer relic vcul by the prac- 
tice ” — to translate from Dr. Gann ins: — we are again at 
war with the writer’s reverential tone, and we know not 
what to think’: except that Mr. Durjince was a Saturday 
meat-market’s butcher in the Satiric Art. 

]N"esta found it pleasanter to see him than to hear of his 
work: which, to her present feeling, was inhuman. As 
little as our native public, had she then any sympathy for 
the working in the idea: she wanted throbs, visible aims, 
the Christian incarnate; she would have ])referred the t.ale 
of slaughter — periodically invading all English chissc^s as 
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a flush from the imdramed lower, Vikings all — to frigid 
sttu'ilt's Satire. And truly it is not a fruit-bearing rod. 
(Jolney had to stand on tlie defence of it against the dam- 
sel’s ehargt^s. Me thought the use of the rod, while ex- 
pn‘ssing prohmud regret at a ditterence of opinion between 
him and those noble heathens, beneficial for boys ; but in 
r(dat;ion to tlndr seniors, and particularly for old gentle- 
men, lu^ thouglit that the sharpest rod to cut the skin 
was the sole saving of them. Insensibility to Satire, he 
likened to the hard-mouthed horse; which is doomed to the 
worser thing in (‘.onsmpeuce. And consequently upon the 
hu‘k of it, ami of training to appreciate it, he described his 
(U)untry’s mah‘ etmerables as being distinguishable from 
annuitant, spinsters only in presenting themselves forked. 

“ICe is unsuccessful and embittered,” Victor said to 
Nesta. ‘‘(Jolney will find in the end, that he has lost his 
g;uue and soured himself by never making concessions. 
Here ks tiiis absurd Serial — it fails, of course; and then he 
has t(^ say, itks because he won^t tickle his English, won’t 
cm ter into a ^ frowzy complicity ’ with their tastes.” 

‘‘But — I think of Skepsey — honest creatures respect 
Mr. Durance, and he is always ready to help them,” said 
^Nesta. 

“ If he can patronize.” 

*H)()es he patronize me, dada?” 

“ You an*, one of his exceptions. Marry a title and 
live in state — and then hear hixn! lam successful, and 
tlu^ r<*.Hult of it is, that he won’t acknowledge wisdom in 
anything I say or do; lie will hardly acknowledge the suc- 
cess, It is * a dirty road to success,’ he says. So that, if 
sutu*essful, I must have rolled myself in mire. I com- 
pidied him to admit he was wrong about your being re- 
vviviHl at Mocjrsedge: a bit of a triumph ! ” 

Nesta’s walks with her fatlmr were no loss of her to 
Nataly; girl came back to her bearing so fresh and so 
full a'ln‘art; and her father was ever prouder of her: he 
presifute.d iww feattires of her in his quotations of her say- 
ings, thoughtful sayings. ‘'I declare she helps one to 
think,” he said. It ’s not precocity; it ’s healthy inquiry. 
Blw brings me nearer ideas of my own, not yet examined, 
tlian any one else does. I say, what a wife for a man I ” 


366 


OKE OE OUB CONQUEBOKS 


“She takes my place beside you, dear, now I am not 
quite strong/' said JSTataly. “You have not seen . . . ? 

“Dudley Sowerby? He's at Cronidge, I believe. His- 
elder brother's in a bad way. Bad business, this looking 
to a death." 

Nataly's eyes revealed a similar gulf. 

Let it be cast on Society, then ! A Society opposing 
Nature forces us to these murderous looks upon impedi- 
ments. But what of a Society in the dance with Nature? 
Victor did not approve of that. He began, under the in- 
fluence of Nesta's companionship, to see tlie ({(hUIchs 
N ature there is in a chastened nature. And this vit‘w 
shook the curtain covering his lost Idea. He f(dt sun* ho 
should grasp it soon and enter into its dayligdit: a mnflh‘d 
voice within him said, that he was kept waiting to do so 
by the inexplicable tardiness of a certain one to rise ascend- 
ing to her spiritual roost. She was now harmless to strike : 
Themison, Carling, Jarniman, even the Kev. Cirosenian 
Buttermore, had been won to the cause of humanity. IUt 
ascent, considering her inability to do furtlau' harm hel(m% 
was most mysteriously delayed. Owing to it, in a niaiaier 
almost as mysterious, he was kept crossing a bridge having 
a slippery bit on it. Thanks to his gallant Fredi, he had 
found his feet again. But there was a bruise wluu'e, to hia 
honour, he felt tenderest. And Fr(‘di away, lu‘ might lav 
down again — for no love of a slij)pery hit, proved slipptuy, 
one might guess, by a predecessor or two. Ta-ta-ta-ta and 
mum! Still, in justice to the little woman, she had hec^n 
serviceable. She would be still morc^ so, il' a member of 
Parliament now on his back — liere W(‘ w with the 
murder-eye again! 

Nesta’s never speaking of Lakelands clouded him a lilth*^ 
as an intimation of her bent of mind. 

“And does my girl come to her dada to-day ?" lie said^ 
on the fifth morning since her return; prepared with a 
villanoiis resignation to hear that this day she abstained, 
though he had the wish for her coming. 

“Why, don't you know,” said she, “we all meet to havc^ 
tea in Mr. Durance's chambers; and I walk back with you, 
and there we are joined by mamaj and wo are to luivo a 
feast of literary celebrities." 
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"'Colney’s selection ot‘ them! And Simeon Penellan, I 
hope. Perhaps Dartrey. Perhaps ... eh?” 

She reddened. So Dudley Sowerby’s unspoken name 
couhl bring the blush to her cheeks. Dudley had his 
excuses in his brotherhs condition. His father’s health, 
too, was — hut this was Dudley calculating. Where there 
are. (ioronets, cahuilatious of this sort must needs occur; 
jtist as where there are complications. Odd, one fancies 
it, that we walking along the pavement of civilized life, 
should be perpetually summoning Orcus to our aid, for 
tlie sake of getting a clear course. 

And supposing a fog, my dearie ? ” he said. 

‘"'riie daughter in st^arch of her father carries a lamp to 
light her to him through densest fogs as well as over 
deserts,” «Js£c. She declaimed a long sentence, to set the 
ripple running in his features; and when he left the room 
for a last word with Armandine, she flung arms round her 
motlierhs neck, murmuring: “Mother! mother !” aery equal 
to *' i am sure I do right,” and understood so by Nataly 
approvirig it; she too on the line of her instinct, without 
an object in sight. 


CHAPTER XXXVII 

THE MOTIIEU — TIIK DAUGTtTKR 

TAKiN<i Nesta’s hand, on her entry into his chambers 
witli h<‘r fatluu% (Joluey Durance bowed over it and kissed 
it. l'ht» unusual pt^rformauce luul a meaning; she felt she 
wa.s praised. It might be because sln^ made herself her 
fatioT's companion. “ I caiPt persuade him to put on a 
greafrcoat^” she said. “You would defeat his aim at the 
]>articular waistcoat of his ambition,” said Colney, goaded 
to speak, not; anxious to be lieard. 

He kept hi‘r b(*side him, leading her about for intro- 
duetiotm to multiform celebrities of both sexes: among 
tlnnu the gentle.ma.n (uliting the Magazine which gave out 
Horially The Rivau Tongues: and there was talk of a 
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dragon-throated public’s queer appetite in Letters. The 
pained Editor deferentially smiled at lier eheerful intention 
of Delphica. “In book form, p>ei'haps!” he remarked, 
with plaintive resignation ; adding: “ \hni read it ? And 
a lady exclaimed: “ We all read it! ’’ 

But we are the elect, who see signiiication and eiiteli 
flavour; and we are reminded of an insatiable inonsttu' how 
sometimes capricious is his gorge. “He may happen to 
be in the humour for a shaking! ” Colney’s poor (‘{isola- 
tion it was to say of the prospects of his ])ublished book: 
for the funny monster has been know’n to lik(‘ a shaking. 

“He takes it kinder tickled,” said Fentdlatu joining the 
group and grasping Hesta’s hand with a w'annili that 
thrilled her and set her guessing. “A tasi.e of his favtair- 
ite Cayenne lollypop, Colney; it Mehes the tear he loves 
to shed, or it gives him digestive heat in the bag of his 
literary receptacle — fearfully relaxed and (‘nonmms ! A nd 
no wonder; his notion of the attitude for reading, is i.o li(^ 
him down on his back; and he has in a jiify the fnnmd of 
the Libraries inserted into his mouth, and lu‘ tVids the 
publishers pouring their gallons through it uulimitt*dly ; 
never crying oiit, which he can’t; only swelling, wliich 
he’s obligeci to do, with a.non-nutritious intlatitm; and 
that ’s his intellectual enjoyment; Inairing a lilomcss U\ the 
horrible old torture of the haliru' (Pcdii : and lu‘ ’s dtumual 
to perish in the worst book-form of diaqisy. Yoti, my dear 
Colney, have offended his ])olice or (‘xcds(‘, wdio stand by 
the funnel, in touch with his palate, to make sort* that 
nothing above proof is poure.d in ; and tlu'n* hs your mis- 
fortune. He ’s not half a bad fellow, you find wdum you 
have n’t got to serve him.” 

“ Superior to his official parasites, one sujjpo.ses! ” ( !(dney 
murmured. 

The celebrities were unaffectedly interest(‘d in a literary 
failure having certain merits; they discuss(»<l it, to (*.ompU- 
ment the crownless author; and the Lu-vider they, tlie 
more was he endowed to read the meanness prompting the 
generosity. Publication of a book is the pliilosojdun-’s 
lantern upon one’s fellows. 

Colney was caught away from his private maiuifactory 
of acids by hearing Simeon Fenellan relate to Victor some 
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(if Uki rew-tit oecum'iKies at Brightjn. Simeon’s tone was 
uusatisiyiuy:; Coluey would have the word; he was like 
steel on the grhulstoue for such a theme of our national 

gn^tesqm^-suhlinu*, 

“'riiat l)i‘i!U‘nini Supple-jack, Victor! Don't listen to 
SiuuHUi; ht‘ \s a luau ot! lean narrative, lit to chronicle 
polilu-al party wrangles and such like crop of carcase 
prose: this is (q>i(‘.aL hi Drink we have Old England's 
organ (»riH‘ks and Trojans; Parliamentary Olym- 
pus, eniudihMl hnuvers, nasal fanatics, all the machinery 
to iiaiul. Kt‘t‘p a straight eye cm the primary motives of 
mam you ’ll own the Engdish produce the material for 
proud vers(‘; they're, alive there! Dartrey's Demerara 
makes a pnd-ty t‘pis(ule of the battle. I haven't seen it 
— if it ks possihlt* to look on it: but I hear it is flexible, of. 
a vulgar appearauc.e in repose, Jove's lightning at one 
time, the thong of /Eae.us at another. Observe Dartrey 
martdii ug off to the Station, for the purpose of laying his 
miraeuious w(‘a|)on a<‘-ross the shoulders of a son of Mars,, 
wlu) liad offinidtuL But we have his name, my dear Victor! 
Ilis name, Siimum ? — Worrell; a Major Worrell: his 
offenct* Ihdng probably, tliat he obtained military instruc- 
tion in tin*. Stu'viee, and left it at his convenience, for our 
poor patch and tathu* Britisli Army to take in his place 
aiu)tlu*r young student, who 'll grow tip to do similarly. 
And Ihirtrey, wi* assume, is off to stop that system. You 
behold Sir Dartrtw twirling the weapon in preparatory 
fashion; because lu^ is (let(U‘mincd we shall have an army 
of traimnl olhcm’S in.stc‘ad of infant amateurs heading heroic 
louts. NaUi a thouglit of Beer in Dartrey! — always un- 
patriotie, you 'll say. Plato entreats liis absent mistress 
to fiK <‘y(»s on a star: eyes on Bern* for the uniting of you 
Ihiglish! I tidl you no }K)(‘.tie fiction. Seeing liim on his 
way, thus terribly arimal, and knowing his intemt, Vmius, 
to shield a former favourite servant of Mars, conjured tlu^ 
most diverting of intervivntious, in the shape of a young 
Woman in a poke-bonnet, and Ske|)S(‘y, her squire, march- 
ing witJi a dozen or so, informing bedevilled mankind of 
the hid(*ousness of our hymnilication when it is not iiiuhu* 
.secluding samd.ion of the. Edifice, and challenging criti- 
cism; and tluit was hard by, a,nd real English, in the form 
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of bludgeons, wielded by a battalion of the national idol 
Euiigay Beervat^s boys; and they fell upon the hjnuiers. 
Here you fill in with pastoral similes. Tlu*y stru(*k the 
maid adored by Skepsey. And tliat was tlu‘ blow whieh 
slew them! Our little man drove into the press with a 
pair of fists able to do their work. A valiant skiff upon a 
sea of enemies, he was having it on the nob, and suddenly 
the Demerara lightened. It flailed to thresh. Knoiigh to 
-say, brains would have come. The Bungays made a sliow 
of light. No lack of blood in them, to stock a raw shil- 
ling’s worth or gush before Achilles raging. You perceive 
the picture, you can almost sing the balhul. We want only 
a few names of the fallen. Jt was the carving of a maUre 
■chef^ according to Skepsey: right— -left — and point, with 
supreme precision: they fell, acctirately slieecf from the 
joint. Having done with them, Dartrey tossed the Deme- 
rara to Skepsey, and washed his hands of battle; and he 
let his major go unscathed. Bhlebotomy suflicient for the 
•day! ” 

Nesta’s ears hummed with the name of Major Worrell. 

‘^Skepsey did come back to London with a rather dam* 
:aged frontispiece/’ Victor said. can’t have joined 

those people ? ” 

‘‘They may suit one of your militant peacemakers/ 
interposed Fenellan. ^‘The most placabh^ creaturt‘s alive, 
and the surest for getting-up a shindy.” 

“ Suit him ! They ’re the scandal of our streets.” Victor 
was pricked with a jealousy of them for beguiling him of 
liis trusty servant. 

“Look at your country, see wdiere it shews its vitality,” 
said Colney. “You don’t see elsewhere any vein in move- 
ment — movement,” he harped on tlu^ w<»r<l Viettu' con- 
stantly employed to express the thing In* wanted to see. 
Think of that, when the prect‘ssi(»n sets ycmr ti*eth on 
•edge. They’re honest foes of vita*, and they movt*: — in 
England ! I’ulpit-preaching has no effe<‘t. far f/nm mnl-- 
'adiesj (j)‘Oss remalies. You may judge of what y<»u are by 
the quality of the cure. Puritanism, I wtm’t attempt to 
paint — it would bandy b<* deetmt, but compare it with tlie 
s])ectacle of English frivolity, and you Tl admit it to be ilui 
best show you mak(3. It may still bo the saving of you 
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n the level of the orderly ox: I ’vo not observed that it 
iuiH at higher. — And talking of the pulpit, Barmby is off 
0 the East, has accepted a Shoreditch curacy, Skepsey 
ells me.” 

^ So there ’s the reason for our not seeing him ! ” Victor 
urned to Nesta. 

“ Fa|>a, you won’t be angry with Skepsey if he has joined 
hose people,” said Nesta. “I’m sure he thinks of serv- 
ng luH country, Mr. Durance.” 

Coluej smiled on her. “ And you too ? ” 

“ If women knew howl ” 

“They ’re hitting on more ways at present than the men 
— i!i England.” 

“ But, Mr, Durance, it speaks well for England when 
hey Te allowed the chance here.” 

“ (lood 1 ” Eeuellan exclaimed. “ And that upsets his 
dacomeut of tlic modern national genders: Germany mas- 
uliue, France feminine, Old England what remains.” 

Victor rutHod and reddened on his shout of “Neuter ? ” 

Their circlt* widened. Nesta knew she was on promo- 
ion, by her being led about and introduced to ladies, 
i’liey were encouraging with her. One of them, a Mrs. 
d'arina Floyer, had recently raised a standard of feminine 
nHurrecticm. She said: “I hear your praises from Mr. 
)urance. randy praises. You have shown capacity 
D metlitiite on the condition of women, he says.” 

Nesta drew a shorter breath, with a hope at heart. She 
pecuilattsd in tlu^ dark, as to whether her aim to serve and 
lelp was not so friendless. And did Mr. Durance approve ? 
iut surely she stood in a glorious England if there were 
lien and women to welcome a girl to their councils. Oh! 
hat is the broad free England where gentlemen and gentle- 
v'oimm acct'pt of tlie im^anest aid to cleanvse the land of its 
niquitie.H, and do not sulb^r shame to smite a young face 
'or tmudiing upon horrors with a pure design. 

Hhe cried in her bosom: T feel! She had no other ex- 
iresHion for that which is as near as great natures may 
lomi! t;o tlif^ conceiving of tlie celestial spirit from an emis- 
sary angel; and she trembled, the tire ran tlirough her. It 
K^e.med to !u^r, that she would be called to help or that 
lertainly tlu^y were nearing to an effacement of the woeful- 
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lest of evils-, and if not helping, it would still he a blessed- 
ness for her to kneel thanking heaven. 

Society was being attacked and defended. She could but 
studiously listen. Her father was listening. The assail- 
ant was a lady; and she had a hearing, although she 
treated Society as a discrowned monarch on trial for an 
offence against a more precious: viz., the individual 
cramped by brutish laws; the individual with the ideas 
of our time, righteously claiming expansion out of the 
clutches of a narrow old-world disciplinarian — that giant 
hypocrite ! She flung the gauntlet at externally venerable 
Institutions; and she had a hearing, where horrification, 
execration, the foul Furies of Conservatism would in a 
shortly antecedent day have been hissing and snakily 
lashing, hounding her to expulsion. Mrs. Marina Floyer 
gravely seconded her. Colney did the same. Victor 
turned sharp on him. ^‘Yes,’* Colney said; ‘‘we unfold 
the standard of extremes in this country, to get a single 
step taken: that ’s how we move: we threaten death to get 
footway. ISTow, mark: Society's errors will be admitted.’^ 

A gentleman spoke. He began by admitting Society's 
■errors. Nevertheless, it so distinctly exists for the com- 
mon good, that we may say of Society in relation to the 
individual, it is the body to the soul. We may wash, 
trim, purify, but we must not maim it. The assertion of 
our individuality in opposition to the Government of 
Society — this existing Society — is a toss of the cap for 
the erasure of our civilization, et csetera. 

Platitudes can be of intense interest if they approach 
our case. — But, if you please, we ask permission to wash, 
trim, purify, and we do not get it. — But you have it ! — 
Because we take it at our peril; and you, who are too 
cowardly to grant or withhold, call-up the revolutionary 
from the pits by your slackness : — &c. There was a pretty 
hot debate. Both assailant and defendant, to Victor’s 
•thinking, spoke well, and each the right thing: and he 
could have made use of both, but he could answer neither. 
He beat about for the cause of this deficiency, and dis- 
covered it in his position. Mentally, he was on the side 
of Society- Yet he was annoyed to find the attack was so 
easily answ^erable when the defence unfolded. But it was 
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abstird to expect it would not be. And in fact, a position 
secretly rebellious is equal to water on the brain for stul- 
tifying us. 

Before the controversy was over, a note in Nataly’s 
handwriting called him home. She wrote: “Make ’my 
excusi^s. G. 1). will give Nesta and some lady dinner. 
A visitor here. Gome alone, and without delay. Quite 
well, robust. Impatient to consult with you, nothing 
else.” 

Nesta was happy to stay; and Victor set forth. 

Tht^ visitor? ])lainly Dudley. Nataly’s trusting the girl 
to the (‘.hau<‘t‘ of some lady being present, was unlike her. 
Dudh‘y might be tugging at the cord; and the recent con- 
v(‘rsatiou Society rendered one of its gilt pillars 

partitmlarly estimable. — A person in the debate had de- 
clarenl this modern protest on behalf of individualism to 
repn‘sent Soci(‘ty’s Criminal Trial. And it is likely to bo 
a long one. And good for the world, that we see such a 
Trial! — Well said or not, undoubtedly Society is an old 
criminal: not miudi more advanced than the state of spiri- 
tual worship wh(‘r(‘ bloody sacrifice was offered to a hungry 
Lord. But it has a case for pleading. We may liken it, 
as W(‘ hav<* it now, to the bumping lumberer’s raft; suita- 
ble alo!ig tornmt waters until wc come to smoother. Are 
we not on wattu's of a certain smoothness at the reflecting 
p.vei ? — enough to justify demands for a vessel of finer 
(h‘sign. If So(uety is to s\ibsist, it must have the human 
Willi tlu^ logieal arguimmt against the cry of the free-flags, 
inst(‘ad of pri‘Henting a block’s obtuseness. That you need 
not hesitati' to b(di<we, will be rolled downward and dis- 
integrat.ed, snomu* tlian later. A Society based on the 
logieal <*oncr{‘t(‘ of humane considerateness: — a So(dety 
prohibiting to Mrs. Bunuan her wielding of a life-long 
hhL ... 

The personal ehmient again to confuse inquiry I — And 
Skeps<‘y aiid Barmby botli of them bent on doing work 
without inquiry of any sort! Tliey were enviable: they 
were g(K)d ftdlows. Victor clung to the theme because it 
luntt'd of next door to his lost Idea. He rubbed the back 
of liis head, fancying a throb there. — Are civilized crea- 
tures incapable of abstract thouglit when their social posi- 
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tion is dubious ? For if so, we never can be quit of those 
we forsake, — Apparently Mrs. Burmaii’s xinfathonuHl 
power lay in her compelling him to summon the devilish 
in himself and play upon the impish in Society, that lie 
might overcome her. 

Victor’s house-door stopped this current. 

Nataly took his embrace. 

“Nothing wrong ? ” he said, and saw the something. It 
was a favourable moment to tell her what she might not 
at another time regard as a small affair, ‘^Kews in the 
City to-day of that South London borough hiving vacated. 
Quatley urges me. A death again! 1 saw rmupton, too. 
Will you credit me when I tell you he carries his infatua- 
tion so far, that he has been investing in tiapanese and 
Chinese Loans, because they are less meat-eaters than 
others, and vegetarians are more stalile, and outlast us ail! 

— Dudley the visitor ? ” 

“Mr. Sowerby has been here,” she said, in a shaking low 
voice. 

Victor held her hand and felt a sipiet'ze more nervous 
than affectionate. 

“To consult with me,” she added. “My maid will go 
at ten to bring Nesta; Mr. Durance I can count on, to see 
her safe home. Ah I ” she wailed. 

Victor nodded, saying: “I guess. And, my lov(‘, you 
will receive Mrs. John Cormyn to-morrow morning. I 
can’t endure gaps. Gaps in our circle must never \ h \ Do 
I guess ? — I spoke to Colney about bringing luu- honu*.” 

Nataly sighed: “Ah! make what provision we will! 
Evil Mr. Sowerby has had a gr(‘at deal to bear.” 

“A worldling may think so,” 

Her breast heaved, and the wave burst: but her restrain- 
ing of tears froze her speech. 

“ Victor! Our Nesta! Mr. Sowerby is unable to explain. 
And how the Miss Duvidneya! . . . At tliat Brighton ! ” 

— The voice he heard was not his darling’s d(‘ep rich note, 

it had dropped to toneless hoarseness: has been per- 

mitted to make acquaintance — she has be(m sc‘(‘u riding 
with — she has called upon — Oh! it is one of those 
abandoned women. In her house 1 Our girl 1 Our Nesta! 
She was insulted by a man in the woman’s house. She is 
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talked of over Brigliton. The mother! — the daughter! 
And grant me this — that never was girl more carefully 
. . . uev(‘r till she was taken from me. Oh! do not. 
forget. You will defend me? You will say that her 
niotlier did with all her soul strive ... It is not a 
rununir. JM’r. 8owerby has had it confirmed.” A sob 
caught her voice. 

Vict(U'’s hands caressed to console: “Dudley does not 

propose to . . 

Nesta must [U'omise . . , But how it happened ? 

I low 1 An a(‘.(]uaintance with — contact with ! — Oh ! 
cruel I ” Each time she ceased speaking, the wrinkles of a^ 
shivi^r w'ent over her, and the tone was of tears coming, 
but she locked them in. 

“An accident 1” saitl Victor; “some misunders banding* 
— the.re can’t bt* harm. Of course, she promises — has n’t 
to promise. How could a girl distinguish! He does not 
cast blame on her ? ” 

if you would go down to Dartrey to-morrow. 
He kruws: — it is over the Clubs there; he will tell you, 
btd'ore a word to Nc‘sta. Innocent, yes! Mr. Sowerby 
has not to ho assured of that. Ignorant of the character of 
tho dreadf\d woman? Ah, if I coixld ever in anything 
think her ignorant! Hhe frightens me. Mr. Sowerby is. 
iiuiulgtmt. Ht‘. (lues me justice. My duty to her — I must 
dtdeml mystdf — has been my first thought. I said in my 
prayers — she at least! . . . We have to see the more than 
common rtmsous why she, of all girls, should — he did not 
hint it, he was dcdicabe: her name must not be public.” 

“Yes, yes, Dudley is without parallel as a gentleman,” 
said Victor, “It does not suit me to hear the word ‘ in- 
diligent.’ My dear, if you were down there, you would 
diseoviu- that the talk was the talk of two or three men 
seeing our girl ride by — and she did ride with a troop: 
wlij, we. Ve watcluHl them along the parade, often. Clear 
as day how it happened ! I ’ll go down early to-morrow.” 

He fancied Nataly was appeased. And even out of this, 
annoyam^e, there was the gain of her being won to favour 
Dudley’s hitherto but tolerated suit. 

Nataly also had the fancy that the calm following on 
her anguish was a moderation of it. She was kept strung 
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to confide in her girl by the recent indebtedness to her for 
words heavenly in the strengthening comfort they gave. 
But no sooner was she alone than her torturing perplexi- 
ties and her abasement of the hours previous to \' ietor’s 
coming returned. 

Fora girl of JN’esta^s head could not be deceived; she 
had come home with a woman\s intelligen(,*e of tlu‘ world, 
hard knowledge of it — a knowledge drawn from foul 
wells, the unhappy mother imagined: she dreadcal to probe 
to the depth of it. She had in her wtninded breast the 
world’s idea, that corruption must come of the contact with 
impurity. 

Nataly renewed her cry of despair: “’The mother ! — the 
daughter 1 ” — her sole revelation of the heart’s hollows in 
her stammered speaking to Victor. 

She thanked heaven for the loneliness of lier bed, where 
she could repeat: ^‘Tlie mother! — the daughtiu' ! hear- 
ing the world’s words: — the daughbu* (‘xtuisial, by reason 
of her having such a mother; the. motluu* tin{dti(‘<l for the 
bruiting of her brazen daughter’s mime: but. both alike 
consigned to the corners of the world’s dust-heaps. She 
cried out that her pride was broken. Her pri{It‘, h(*r last 
support of life, had gone to pi(‘ces. ttmrs slu‘ re- 

strained in Victor’s presence, were calleil on to eonn* now, 
and she had none. It might be that she had not strength 
for weeping. She was very weak. Ilising from lual to 
lock her door against Nesta’s entry to the room on her 
return at night, she could hardly stand: a, <dull and a 
clouding overcame her. The (puttcnl h(‘<l s(‘t‘med the 
haven of a drifted wreck to reach. 

Victor tried the handle of a locked <loor in tlie dark of 
the early winter morning. ‘‘The mother! — tin* daugh- 
ter ! ” had swung a ])eiidulnm for soim*. tiim* during the 
night in him, too. He would rather liav(‘ he<ui suhj<‘(‘ted 
to the spectacle of tears than liave Inward that toiud(‘ss 
voice, as it were the dry torrent-bed rolling bloc.ks instead 
of melodious, if afflicting, waters. 

He told Nesta not to disturb her motlH‘r, and murmured 
of a headache: “Though, upon my word, thii best curc^ for 
mama would be a look into Fredi’s eyes ! ” In*, said, (unbrac- 
ing his girl, quite believing in her, just a little afraid of her. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII 

NATALY, NKSTA, AND DARTREY FENELLAN 

Plkasakt things, that come to iis too late for our savour 
of tlie s\V(H‘tu(‘ss iu tliem, toll ominously of life on the last 
walk to its etui. Yesterday, before Dudley Sowerby^s 
visit, Nataly would have been stirred where the tears we 
sIuhI for ha[)piiu‘ss or repress at a flattery dwell when see- 
ing luu* friend Mrs. John Oormyn enter her boudoir and 
hearing Inu* speak repentantly, most tenderly. Mrs. John 
said: ‘'You will believe I have suffered, dearj I am half 
luy weigdit, I do think: ” and she did not set the smile of 
res[jonsiv(‘. humour moving; although these two ladies had 
a kt‘y of laughter between them. Nataly took her kiss; 
htdd her hand, and at the parting kissed her. She would 
rather have seen her friend than not: so far she differed 
from a corpse; but she was near the likeness to the dead in 
the instmsibility to any change of light shining on one 
wlu) best loved darkness and silence. She cried to herself 
wilfully, that lutr pride was broken: as women do when 
tlu^y .spurn at the wounding of a dignity they cannot pro- 
ttud and die to sm bleeding; for in it they live. 

Tiie cry came, of her pride unbroken, sore bruised, and 
after a certain .spa{^e for recovery combative. She said: 
Any (Expiation I could offer where I did injury, I would 
not lad’use; I. would humble myself and bless heaven for 
Ixung able, to pay my debt-— what I can of it. All I con- 
tend against i.s, injustice. And she sank into sensational 
protc‘8ts of luu* auxivniB care of her daughter, too proud 
to phrast‘ them. 

Hi‘r one great affliction, the scourging affliction of her 
utter lomdiuess; — an outcast from her family; daily, and 
bIu^ knew not how, more shut away from the man she loved, 
now shut away from her girl; — seemed under the hand of 
the. angel of God. IMui abandonment of her by friends, 
was HKuely the light to show it. 

Maddaym post brought her a letter from Priscilla 
Graves, entreating to be allowed to call on her next day.^ 


it' 
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— We are not so easily cast of! ! Xataly saiti, bitterly, b 
relation to the lady whose otleiuliui,- iiad iu»t hiani so great 
She wrote: “Come, if sure that ytm siiuanady wish to,” 

Having fasted, she ate at lunch in her ilressing^rooiu, 
with some taste of the food, haunted by an aecusatiem of 
gluttony because of her eating at all atid a vile (HuitVssion, 
that she was enabled to eat tnviiig to tin* r«‘cei|.t of l‘iig, 
cilia’s empty letter: for her semi’s do.sin* uas tt» bt‘ doing 
a deed of expiation, and the inaeerated tleah seeiuiHi her 
assurance to herself of the tanirage tt» ntalo* ainends, >^1 
must have some strength, she said woanlully, in apology 
for the morsel consiuueil 

Nesta’s being in the. house with lieia br«‘;uiic an t*xceHsi?§ 
irritation. Doubts (d‘ the girl's possiblr bonraty speak 
a reptile truth under (jucstion; aina/ciacj.t at her boldneaa 
to speak it; hatred of th('m<»ut!i thati’^uld; and loathing 
of the words, the theme; and abentinat nut t»! hersedf for 
conjuring fictitious images to rouse real niH^Koia, all ran 
counterthreada, that produ<*ed a mad patimi in the mind^ 
affrighting to reason: and them tor its pn- .rinat ion, reusem 
took a superrational leap, and aserib* d ilr t« rrdde injug. 
tice of this last cruel stroke to the divsno ;*i’4mrgi% recog- 
nized divine by the seleetiiui id tin* iiHotal sptd for 
chastisement. She clasped her biea: t and saiii: It h 
mortal. And that calmed hm'. 

She said, smiling: I tH‘Vf‘r bdt my sin nidi! tlds blow 
camel Therefore the blow was proved «|ivue\ < bight it 
not to be welcomed ami she appearing m» better timn 
one of those, the hmrous of the :e:\! And brought to 
acknowledgement of tne liktoii-ss by !o*r daughter ! 

Nataly drank the poison distilled fr* m tier e,'ielamationi. 
and was ice. Hhe had denied heraell ii* Ne.sta’a redoubled 
petition. Nesta knoeking at the «hu.r a thini time and 
calling, tore the mother two ways: to have tier girl em her 
breast or snap their union in a won! with an etige, Hhe 
heard the voice of Dartrey Fenellam 

He was admitted. “Ko, d«'ar/’ ahe said to Nesta; and 
Nesta’s, “My own mother/’ eomsentingly said, in tender 
resignation, as she retired, sprang a stinguig tear to Xlm 
mother’s eyelids. 

Dartrey looked at the door closing on the girl 
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«Is it a very low woman?” Nataly asked him in a 
lluirch whisper, with a face abashed. 


“It is not," said he, quick to meet any abruptness, 
“She must he e.u^uin^^” 


“In the ordinary way. We say it of Puss before the 
lounds.” 


‘‘ To (hundve a like Nesta! ” 
“Slie has doiu‘ no harm.” 


“Dartrey, you speak to a mother. You have seen the 
roman ? She is ? — - ah ! ” 


“Sln^ is womanly, womanly.” 

“Quite om‘ of thosi' , . 

“My dear soul Vou e.aidt shake them off in that way. 
ihe is one of vs. If we have the class, we can’t escape 
rom it. Th(*y are not to bear all the burden because they 
xist. We are the bigger debtors. I tell you she is 
r-omanly.” 

“ It sounds like horrid cynicism.” 

“ Kriemls of mine would abuse it for the reverse,” 

“ I)(7 not make me hate your chivalry. This woman is a 
od on my back. Provided only she has nob dropped 
enom into Nt*Hta’s mind!” 

“Don’t ft»ar ! 

“Dan you tell me you think she has done no harm to 
ly girl?” 

“T(» Nesba hers(‘ir ? — not any: not to a girl like your 
irl.” 

“To my girl’s name ? Speak at once. But I know she 
as. Sh<^ induced N’esta to go to her house. My girl was 
nsulbe.d in this woman’s house.” 

Darin\v’s forelu*ad ridged with his old fury and a gust 
f present ('.on tempt, “ I can tell you this, that the fellow 
dm would think Imnn of it, knowing the facts, is not 
rorthy of touching tim tips of tlie fingers of your girl.” 
is talked of ! ” 

“A good-looking girl out riding with a handsome woman 
n a parade of idh‘rs ! ” 

“The! woman is notorious.” Nataly said it shivering, 
shook his head. “ Not true,” 

“ She has an air of a, lady ? ” 

“Shf^ sits a liorse widl.” 
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Would she to any extent deceive me — impose on me 
here ? ” 

“ Ah ! ” [Nataly moaned. 

“But what?^^ said Dartrey. “There was no pretence. 
Her style is not worse than that of some we have seen. 
There was no effort to deceive. The woman \s })lain for 
you and me to read, she has few of the arts; one or two 
tricks, if you like: and these were not needed for use. 
There are women who have them, and have not been driven 
or let slip into the wilderness. 

“Yes; I know! — those ideas of yours!’’ Nataly had 
once admired him for his knightliness toward tlu‘ weakest 
women and the women underfoot. “You have spoken to 
this woman ? She boasted of acquaintance with Nesta ? ” 

“She thanked God for having met her.” 

“ Is it one of the hysterical creatures ? ” 

Mrs. Marsett appeared fronting Dartrey. 

He laughed to himself. “A clever question. There is 
a leaning to excitement of manner at times. It hs not 
hysteria. Allow for her position.” 

Nataly took the unintended blow, and bowed to it; and 
still more harshly said: “What rank of life <U)c‘S tlie 
woman come from ? ” 



“The class educated for a skittish career by your jKipular 
Stage and your Book-stalls. I am not ])recise ? ” 

“Leave Mr. Durance. Is she in any degrt^e (U)mni(tnly 
well bred? . . . behavioxir, talk — her English.” 

“I trench on Mr. Durance replying, ller English is 
passable. You may hear ...” 

“Everywhere, of course! And this woman of slipshod 
English and excited manners iinx)Osed upon Nesta! ” 

“It would not be my opinion.” 

“Did not impose on her! ” 

“Not many would impose on Nesta Kadnor for long,” 

“ Think what that says, Dartrey ! ” 

“You have had a detestable version of the story.” 
“Because an excited creature thanks God to you for 
having met her! ” 

“She may. She ’s abetter woman for liaving nu‘i her. 
Don’t suppose we’re for supernatural conversions. The 
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woman makes m show of that. But she has found a good 
soul among her sex — her better self in youth, as one 
guesses; ami she is grateful — feels farther from exile in 
(*oust‘([ueuee. 81ie has found a lady to take her by the 
hand ! — not a common case. She can never go to the 
utterly had after knowing Nesta. I forget if she says it; 

1 say it. You have heard the story from one of your 
(Huiventioual gentlemen.” 

“ A true gentleman. I have reason to thank him. He 
has not yotir ideas on these matters, Hartrey. He is very 
smisitive . . . on Nesta’s behalf.” 

With refiU'enee to marriage. I ’ll own I prefer another 
kiml of gentleman. I ’ve had my experience of that kind 
<d' gentlemau. Many of the kind have added their spot to 
tlie outcasts abominated for uncleanness — in holy unction. 
Many? — I won’t say all; but men who consent to hear 
hl:u*k words pit(du‘d at them, and help to set good women 
fardng away from them, are pious dolts or rascal dogs of 
hypocrites, 'fhey, if you ’ll let me quote Colney Durance 
to ytni to-day — and how is it he is not in favour ? — they 
are tempting the Lord to turn the pillars of Society into 
pillars of salt. Down comes the house. And priests can 
rest In sight of it! — They ought to be dead against the 
sauctimouy that believes it excommunicates when it curses, 
'rhe relationship is not dissolved so cheaply, though our 
Society atTec.ts to think it is. Barmby’sotf to the East 
Vlml of this London, Victor informs me: — good felluw! 
And there lug’ll be groaning over our vicious nature. 
Nature is not more responsible for vice than she is for 
inhumanity. Both bad, but the latter’s the worse of the 
two.” 

Nataly interposed: see the contrast, and see whom 

it ’s to strike.” 

Hartrey sent a thought after his meaning. ^‘Hardly 
that. Let it stand. IL^ ’s only one with the world: but 
he Hhar(*H the criminal infamy for crushing hope out of its 
fraih^st vic.tims. Tlu^y ’re that — no sentiment. What a 
world, too, lcK)k behind it! — brutal because brutish. The 
world may go hang: we exp(^ct more of your gentleman. 
To hi^ar of Nesta down there, and doubt that she was 
mont good work; —and come complaining! He laid the 
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tinlikeness in deeds and in aspect. He remembered her 
eyes, on the day when he and Colonel Sudley beheld her; 
presently he was at quiet grapple with her mind. His 
doubts cleared off. Then the question came, How eoiild a 
girl of heroical character be attached to the man Sowerby ? 
That entirely passed belief. 

And was it possible his wishes beguiled hiwS hearing? 
Her tones were singularly vibrating. 

They talked for a while before, drawing a deep breath, 
she said: ^‘1 fancy I am in disgrace with my mother.’’ 

“You have a suspicion why ? ” said be. 

“ I have.” 

She would have told him why: the words were at her 
lips. Previous to her emotion on the journey hom(\ tho 
words would have come out. They w(‘re arrested by the 
thunder of the knowledge, that the nobleness in him draw- 
ing her to be able to speak of scarlet matter, was piU’sonally 
worshipped. 

He attributed the full rose upon her cheeks to the for- 
bidding subject. 

To spare pain, he said : “No misunderstanding with the 
dear mother will last the day through. Can 1 lielp ? ” 

“ Oh, Captain Dartrey ! ” 

“Drop the captain. Dartrey will do.” 

“ How could I ! ” 

“ You ’re not wanting in courage, Nesta.” 

“ Hardly for that ! ” 

“By-and-by, then.” 

“Though I could not say Mr. Fenellan.” 

“You see; Dartrey, it must be.” 

“If I could ! ” 

“But the fellow is not a captain : and ho is a friend, an 
old friend, very old friend: he’ll be tippled with grey in a 
year or two.” 

“ I miglit be bolder then.” 

“Imagine it now. There is no disloyalty in your calling 
your friends by their names.” 

Her nature rang to the implication. “I am not bound.” 

Dartrey hung fast, speculating on her visibly ; “ I heard 
you were ” 

" “No. I must be free.” 
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is not an engagement?” 

“ Will you laugli ? — I have never quite known. My 
father desired it : and my desire is to please him. I think 
I am vain enough to think I read through blinds and 
shutters. The engagement — what there was — has been, 
to my reading, broken more than once. I have not con- 
sidered it, to Si'ttle my thoughts on it, until lately : and 
now t may auspeet it to be broken. I have given cause — 
if it is known. There is no blame elsewhere. I am not 
unhappy, Ca[)taiu Dartrey.” 

('apta-iu by courtesy. Very well. Tell me how Nesta, 
judgt's the engagement to be broken ? ” 

Slie was immtally phrasing before she said: Absence.”’ 

Ho was here yesterday.” 

All that the visit embraced was in her expressive look, as 
of sight drawing inward, like our breath in a spell of won- 
derment, “ Then 1 understand ; it enlightens me. My 
own mother 1 — my poor mother ! he should have come ta 
me, I was the guilty person, not she; and she is the 
sufferer. That, if in life were direct retribution ! — but 
the very mt‘ani ug of having a heart, is to suffer through 
otluu's or for tlumi.” 

You have soon seen that, dear girl,” said Dartrey. 

8o, my own mother, and loving me as she does, blames 
me I ” Nesta siglunl ; she took a sharp breath. You ? da 
you blame me too ? ” 

pn5SS(ul h(‘r hand, enamoured of her instantaneous'- 
divination and heavenly candour. 

Ihit he was admonished, that to speak high approval 
would not be honouralde advantage taken of the rival con- 
demning; and he said: Hlame ? Some think it is not 
always the right thing to do the right thing. I’ve made 
misiak(\s, with no bad design. A good mother’s view is not 
often wrung.” 

You press(‘(l my liand,” she murmured. 

That c(‘rtainly had said more. 

^MJlad to again,” he r(‘spon(lc!{l. It was uttered airily 
and was mt^aiit to lx*, as lightly done. 

Nesta did not draw ba(‘.k her liaud. “I feel strong wherr 
you j)r(*ss ii..” Ibu* voie,e wavered, and as when we hear a 
tlask sing thin at the lilling, ceased upon evidence of a heart 
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surcharged. How was he to relax the pressure ! — he had 
to give her the strength she craved : and he vowed it should 
be but for half a minute, half a minute longer. 

"Her tears fell ; she eyed him steadily ; she had the look 
of sunlight in shower. 

Oldish men are the best friends for you, I suppose/^ he 
said ; and her gaze turned elusive phrases to vapour. 

He was compelled to see the liery core of the raineloud 
lighting it for a revealment, that allowed as little as it re- 
tained of a shadow of obscurity. 

The sight was keener than touch and tlie run of blood 
with blood to quicken slumbering seeds of passion. 

But here is the place of broken ground and tiingle, which 
calls to honourable men, not bent on sport, to be wary to 
guard the gunlock. He stopped the word at his mouth. It 
was not in him to stop or moderate the force ot* his eyes. 
She met them with the slender unbeudingness that was her 
own ; a feminine of inspirited manhood. There was no soft 
expression, only the direct shot of light, on both sides ; 
conveying as much as is borne from sun to earth, from 
earth to sun. And when such an exchange has come 
between the two, they are past plighting, they arc the 
wedded one. 

Hesta felt it, without asking whether she was loved. 
She was his. She had not a thought of the word of love or 
the being beloved. Showers of ])ainful blissfulness went 
through her, as the tremours of a shocked frame, while she 
sat quietly, showing scarce a sign ; and after he had let her 
hand go, she had the pressure on it. The quivering intense 
of the moment of his eyes and grasp was lord of her, lord 
of the day and of all days coming. That is how Love slays 
Death. ISTever did girl so give her soul. 

She would have been the last to yield it unr(^servedly to 
a man untrusted for the character slu^ worshippcal. But 
she could have given it to Dartrey, d(^spitc^ his love of 
another, because it was her soul, without any of the crav- 
ings, except to bestow. 

He perceived that he had been carried on for th<»* number 
of steps which are countless miles and do not permit the 
retreat across the desert behind ; and he was in some amaze- 
ment at himself, remindful of the different nature of our 
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restraining power when we have a couple playing on it. 
Yet here was this girl, who called him up to the heights of 
young life again : and a brave girl ; and she bled for the 
w(‘akj had no shrinking from the women underfoot : for the 
r(‘ason that she was a girl sovereignly pure, angelically 
tender. W as there a point of honour to hold him back ? 

.Nataly entered the room. She kissed Nesta, and sat 
silent. 

Mother, will you speak of me to him, if I go out ? 
N(‘sta said. 

We have spoken/’ her mother replied, vexed by the 
unmaidenly allusion to that theme. 

She would have asked, Plow did you guess I knew of it -r 
— but that the, Wiiy should I speak of you to Mm ? — struck 
tilt; louder note in her bosom : and then, What is there that 
tliis girl cannot guess! — tilled the mother’s heart with 
appreliensive dread: and an inward cry, What things will 
she not si;t going, to have them discussed! and the appal- 
ling theuu;, sitting olfensive though draped in their midst, 
was taktni for a proof of the girl’s unblushingness. After 
standing as one woman against the world so long, Nataly 
was relieved to be on the side of a world now convictedly 
unjust, to her in the confounding of her with the shameless. 
Her mind had taken the brand of that thought: — And 
Nesta had brought her to it: — And Dudley Sowerby, a 
gnnuu'ouH rc'.pri'.stmtative of the world, had kindly, having the 
<U*put<*.d pow(;r to do so, sustained her, only partially blam- 
ing Nesta, not casting thcih off; as the world, with which 
Nataly felt, under a s(uis<; of the protection calling up all 
h«*r gVatitiuh; to young Dudley, would have approved his 
<loing. 

She was ])aHsing through a fit of the cowardice peculiar 
to th<; ttuliously strained, who are being more than com- 
monly tri(;d — ptTsecuted, as they say when they are not 
suppiit;ating tluhr tyrannical Authority for aid. The world 
will c;ontinue to be indifferent to their view of it and be- 
haviour toward it until it ceases to encourage the growth of 
hypf)critcs. 

T!n‘Si; are moments when the faces we are observing drop 
tlndr cdianu, showitig us our perversion internal, if we could 
but reflect, to see it. Very many thousand times abov« 
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Dudley Sowerby, ISTataly ranked Dartrey Fenellan ; and stili 
she looked at him, where he sat beside Is esta, _un genially, 
critical of the very features, jealously in the inter(\sts of 
Dudley; and recollecting, too, that she had once prayed for 
one exactly resembling Dartrey Fenel Ian to be her fiesta’s 
husband. But, as she would have said, that was before the 
indiscretion of her girl had shown her to require for her 
husband a man whose character and station guaranteed 
protection instead of inciting to rebellion. And Dartrey, 
the loved and pri2ed, was often in the rebel ranks ; he was 
dissatisfied with matters as they are ; was restless for action, 
angry with a country denying it to him ; he made enemies, 
he would surely bring down inquiries about Kesta’s heiui, 
and cause the forgotten or quiescent to be stirred ; he would 
scarcely be the needed hand for such a quiver of the light- 
nings as Nesta was. 

Dartrey read Kataly's brows. This unwonted uncomeli- 
ness of hers was an indication to one or other of our dusky 
pits, not a revealing. 


CHAPTER XXXIX 


A CHAPTER IN THE SHADOW OF MRS, MARSETT 


He read her more closely when Arlington brought in the 
brown paper envelope of the wires — to which the mate of 
Victor ought to have become accustomed. She took it ; her 
eyelids closed, and her features were driven to whiteness. 

Only these telegrams,” she said, in apology. 

Lakelands on fire ? ” Dartrey murmured to Nesta ; and 
she answered: should not be sorry.” 

Kataly coldly asked her why she wouhl not be sorry. 

Dartrey interposed: ‘^I’m sure she thinks Lakelands 
worries her mother.” 

^^That ranks low among the worries,” Nataly sighed, 
opening the envelope. 

Nesta touched her arm: Mother! even before Captain 
Dartrey, if you will let me I” — she turned to him: — 
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before . at the end of her breath she said : “ Dartrey 
Fenellan. You shall see my whole hearty mother.” 

Her mother looked from her at him. 

Victor returns by the last train. He telegraphs that 
he dines with — ” She handed the paper to Dartrey. 

Marsett,” he read aloud; and she flushed; she was angry 
with him for not knowing that the name was a term of 
opprobrium flung at her. 

It ’s to tell you he has done what he thought good,” said 
Dartrey. In other words, as I interpret, he has completed 
his daughter's work. So we won’t talk about it till he comes. 
You have no company this evening?” 

Oh ! there is a pause to-night 1 It ’s nearly as unceas- 
ing as your brother Simeon’s old French lady in the rond^ 
with her young bridegroom, till they danced her to pieces. 

I do get now and then an hour’s repose,” Nataly added,, 
with a vision springing up of the person to whom the story 
had applied. 

“ IVIy dear, you are a good girl to call me Dartrey,” the 
owiuw of the name said to Nesta. 

Nataly saw them both alert, in the terrible manner pecu* 
liar to both, for the dircctest of the bare statements. She* 
c.ould havf^ protested, that her love of truth was on an 
tupiality with tludrs ; and certainly, that her regard for 
dc(*.(UU‘y was livelier, l^ass the deflciency in a man. But 
a girl who exmld speak, by allusion, of Mrs. Marsett — of 
the (^xisUmee of a Mrs. Marsett — in the presence of a 
man : and \h) (‘xcusing, encouraging : and this girl her own 
girl ; — it stuuned to her that the world reeled; she could 
hardly acdcnowledge the girl; save under the penitential 
atlmission of her wsiu’s having found her out. 

She- Si*nt N('-sta to her room when they went upstairs to 
dress, unable to (‘iidure her presence after seeing her show 
a phuud satisfa(^tion at Dartrey’s nod to the request for him 
to shu'p in tie* \unxm that night. It was not at all a gleam 
of phuisure, hardly an expression; it was a manner of saying, 
Oiu‘, diH)p more in my cup of good fortune ! — an absurd and 
an offensive exhibition of silly optimism of the young, blind 
that they are*- 1 

For we‘-re it known, and surely the happening of it would 
bo known, tliat Dudley Sowerby had shaken off the Nesta of 
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no name, who was the abominable Mrs. Marsett’s friend^ a 
whirlwind with a trumpet would sweep them into the wilder- 
ness on a blast frightfiiller than any ever heard. 

Nataly had a lit of weeping for want of the girl's embrac^e, 
against whom her door was jealously loekcnl. Slie lioped 
those two would talk much, madly if they liked, during 
dinner, that she might not be sensible, tlirough any short 
silence, of the ardour animating them: especially glowing 
in Nesta, ready behind her quiet mask to eomt‘ braztmly 
forth. But both of them were mercilessly ardent ; and a 
sickness of the fear, that they might fall on her (capture 
her and hurry her along with them perforcu^ of tin* allayt'd, 
once fatal, indammable element in herst*lf, shook tin* warmth 
from her limbs: causing her to say to herself ahuul in a 
ragged hoarseness, very strangely : Every thought of mine 
now has a physical effect on me I 

They had not been two minutes tog(‘tln*r wln*n slie dtv 
scended to them. Yet she saw the girhs lu'urt brimming, 
either with some word spoken to h(‘r or for joy of an nu- 
maidenly confession. During dinner they talked, witiiout 
distressful pauses. Whatever said, whatt‘ver d<mt% was 
manifestly another drop in Nesta’s foolish hajipy cup. 
Could it be all because Dartrey Fenelian eouiiteuam^ed her 
acquaintance with that woman? The mother had lost hold 
of her. The tortured mother had lost hold of hersidf. 

Dartrey, in the course of the evening, hi‘ggi‘d to h(*a,r the 
contralto; and Nataly, refusing, was asttnuubal by the 
admission in her blank mind of tlui truth of maids list of 
charges against her sex, starting from their caprieiousuess : 
for she could have sung in a crowdcal room, and slu* had 
now a desire for company, for stolid company or giddy, an 
ocean of it. This led to her thinking that tin*, woriti of 
serious money-getters, and feasts, and tlu^ daiute, the 
luxurious displays, and the reverential Sunday stu-vice, will 
always ultimately prove itself right in ojjposition to critics 
■and rebels, and to anyone vainly trying to stand al(»ne : and 
the thought annihilated her; for she was past the age of the 
beginning again, and no footing was left for an outsiihu* not 
self-justihed in being where she stood. heard Dartrey’s 
praise of Nesta’s voice for tearing her mothe.r^s bosom with 
notes of intolerable sweetness ; and it was haphazard irony, 
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no doubt ; we do not tlie less bleed for the accident of a 

shot. 

At last, after midnight Victor arrived. 

Nesta most impudently expected to be allowed to remain* 

Pray, go, dear/’ her mother said. Victor kissed his Fredi. 

Some time to-morrow,” said he ; and she forbore to beseech 
him. 

He stared, though mildly, at sight of her taking Dartrey^s 
hand for the good-night and deliberately putting her lips 
to it. 

Was she a girl whose notion of rectifying one wrong 
thing done, was to do another ? Nataly could merely 
ol)serve. A voice pertaining to no one present, said in 
her ear: Mothers have publicly slapped their daughters^ 
faces for less than that ! — It was the voice of her inca- 
pacity to cope with the girl. She watched Nesta’s passage 
from the room, somewhat affected by the simple bearing 
for which she was reproaching her. 

^^Antl our poor darling has not seen a mountain this 
year ! ” Victor exclaimed, to have mentionable grounds for 
pitying his girl. I promised Fredi she should never count 
a year without Highlands or Alps. You remember, mama ? 
— down in the West Highlands. Fancy the dear bit of 
bundle, Dartrey I — we had laid her in her bed ; she was 
about seven or eight; and there she lay wide awake. — ► 
* WhaFs Frcull thinking of ? ’ — ^ I ’m thinking of the tops 
of the mountains at night, dada.^ — She would climb them 
now ; 8 lie has the legs.” 

Nataly said : “ You have some report to make. You 
dmrnl with those people?” 

''fho Marsetts : yes : — well-suited couple enough. It ^s 
to happen before Winter ends — at once; before Christmas;, 
positively before next Spring. Fredi’s doing ! He has to 
manage, arrange. — She a good-looking woman, good 
height, well-rounded ; well-behaved, too : she won^t make 
a bad Lady Mlarsett. Every time that woman spoke of our 
girl, the tears jumped to her eyelids.” 

Come to me before you go to bed,” Nataly said, rising,, 
her voice foundering. Good-night, Dartrey.” 

She turned to the door ; she could not trust herself to 
shako hands with composure. Not only was it a nauseous 
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^mixture she was forced to gulp from Victor, it burned like 
•a poison. 

Really Fredi’s doing — chiefly/^ said Victor, as soon as 
Dartrey and lie were alone, comfortably settled in the smok- 
ing-room. I played the man of pomp with JVIarsett good 
hea'Vy kind of creature : attached to the woukul \s the 
better horse, as far as brains go. Good enough Lady IMar- 
sett. I harped on Major Worrell : my daiight(‘r insulted. 
He knew of it — spoke of you properl}^ Tlu‘ man offertal 
all apologies ; has told the Major he is no gentleman, not 
.a fit associate for gentlemen: — quite so: — anti has cut 
him dead. Will marry her, as I said, make her as worthy 
:as he can of the honour of my daught(u*'s ac(|uaintan(‘e. 
Rather comical grimace, when he vowcal he \\ fast en the 
•tie. He doesn’t like marriage. But he caidt givt‘ her up. 
And she ’s for patronizing the institution. But she is nmtfy 
to say good-bye to him : ^rather than see the truest lady in 
the world insulted:’ — her words. And so he swallcnvs his 
dose for health, and looks a tritie sourish. Ante(*t‘dents, I 
suppose : has to stomach them. liut if a man ks fond of a 
woman — if he knows, he saves her from slipping lower — 
and it ’s an awful world, for us to let a woman bt* under its 
wheels : — I say, a woman who has a man to lean on, unless 
she’s as downright corrupt as two or tliree of the men 
we Ve known: — upon my word, Dartrey, 1 come round to 
some of your ideas on these mattbu-s. It’s this girl of 
mine, this wee bit of girl in her little nightshirt with the 
frill, astonishes me most: — Hhinking of the tops of the 
mountains at night!’ She has positively done the whole 
of this work — main part. I smiled when 1 hd't the house, 
to have to own our little Eredi starting us all on the road. 
It seems, Marsett had sworn he would; amorous vow% you 
know; he never came nearer to doing it. I hojje it’s his 
better mind now; I do hope the man won’t have caust^ to 
regret it. He speaks of Nesta — sort of rustic tone of 
awe, Mrs. Marsett has impressed him. He expe(‘.tB the 
title soon, will leave the army — tlie poor plucketl British 
army, as you call it! — and lead the life of a country 
'Squire: hunting! Well, it's not only the army, it’s over 
Great Britain, with this infernal wealth of ours! — and all 
for pleasure — eh? — or Paradise lost for a sugar plum J 
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Dartrey ? Upon my word, it appears to me, Esau^s the 
Eiiglisiuuan, Jacob the German, of these times. I wonder 
old Ooluey basnet said it. If we^re not plucked, as your 
rej^iments are of the officers who have learnt their work, 
we're emasculated : — the nation’s half made-up of the 
idle and the servants of the idle.” 

Ay, and your country squires and your manufacturers 
contrivt‘ to give the army a body of consumptive louts fit 
tor nothing else than to take the shilling — and not worth 
it/' said Dartrey. 

*'Si)unds like old Colney,” Victor remarked to himself. 

But, Indieve me Ihn ashamed of the number of servants 
wiu) wait on me. It wouldn’t so raueh matter, as Skepsey 
says, if they were trained to arms and self-respect. That 
litth‘ hdlow Skepsey ’s closer to the right notion, and the 
right practice, too, than any of us. With his Matilda 
Ih'ulilen ! He has jumped out of himself to the proper 
idea of women, too. And there ’s a man who has been 
tip three times before the magistrates, and is considered a 
tlisorderly subject — one among the best of English citi- 
zens, I declare! I never think of Skepsey without the 
most extraordinary, witless kind of envy — as if he were 
putting in action an idea I once had and never quite got 
hold of again. The match for him is Fredi. She threatens 
to he just as devoted, just as simple, as he. 1 positively 
doubt whetiier any of us could stop her, if she had set 
herself to do a thiug she thouglit right.” 

1 sliould not like to think our trying it possible,” said 
l)artrt\y. 

Ali very well, but it’s a rock ahead. We shall have to 
alter our course, my friend. You know, I dined with that 
couphs after the private twenty minutes with Marsett: — 
he formally propounded the invitation, as we were close on 
his hour, rather late : and I wanted to make the woman 
happy, besides putting a seal of cordiality on his good in- 
tentions — politic! And subsequently I heard from her, 
that^ — you’ll think nothing of it! — Fredi promised to 
stand by her at the altar.” 

Dartrey said, shrugging: “ She need n’t do that.” 

Ho we may say. You’re dealing with Hesta Victoria. 
Hpare. iim a contest ’witli that girl, I undertake to manage 
any man or woman living.” 
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<^Wlien tlie thing to be done is thought right by her,^* 

"‘But can we always trust her judgement, my deai 
Dartrey ? ” 

In this case, she would argue that her resolution to keep 
her promise would bind or help to bind Marsett to fultil his 
engagement.’^ 

"" Odd, her mother has turned dead round in favour <d that 
fellow Dudley Sowerby ! I don’t complain ; it suits ; but 
one thinks — eh ? — women 1 ” 

'"Well, yes, one thinks or should think, that if ytni insist 
on having women rooted to the bed of the river, they dl veer 
with the tides, like water-weeds, and no wondc‘r.” 

“ Your heterodoxy on that subject is a mania, Dartrey* 
We can’t have women independent.” 

"Then don’t be exclaiming about tlnur vagarii‘s.’’ 

Victor mused: "It’s wonderful: that little girl of mine! 
— good height now: but what a head she has! Oh, sin* 11 
listen to reason : only mark what I say: — witli that <|uiat; 
air of hers, the husband, if a young fOlow, will imagine 
she ’s the most docile of wives in the world. And m tn wife,, 
I *m not of the contrary opinion. But quii individual bnnale, 
supposing her to have laid fast hold of an idt\a of tluty, it’s 
he who’ll have to turn the corner second, if tlu*y to trot 
in the yoke together. Or may it Im an idea of norvivo a 
friend — or to her sex ! That Mrs. Marstdt says she feels for 
— ' bleeds ’ for her sex. The poor woman <iid ifi show to* 
advantage with me, because she was in a fever %o pltntse : — 
talks in jerks, hot phrases. She holds herself well. At the 
end of the dinner she behaved better. Odd, you can temdi 
women with hints and a lead. But Marsett 's Marsett to the 
end. Eather touching! — the poor fellow sahl : I>eue«* of a 
bad look-out for me if tfudith do(»s n’t havt^ a eliild ! First- 
rate sportsman, I hear. He should have thought of his 
family earlier. You know, l)artrt‘y, the ease is to ho argued 
for the family as well. You won! listen. And for Siieietj 
too! Off you go.” 

A battery was opened on that wall of eompf^site. 

"Ah, well,” said Victor. "But I may have to b>g your 
help, as to the so-called promise to staml at tiic altiiL I 
don’t mention it upstairs.” 

He went to Nataly’s room- 
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Bhe was considerately treated, and was aware of being 
dandled, that she might have sleep. 

She consented to it, in a loathing of the topic. — Those 
women invade us — we cannot keep them out! was her 
inwpd cry : with a reverberation of the unfailing accom- 
paniment: — The world holds you for one of them ! 

\lctor tasked her too much when his perpetual readiness 
to doat upon his girl for whatever she did, set him exalting 
'Kesta^s conduct. She thought: Was Nesta so sympathetic 
with her mother of late by reason of a moral insensibility 
x> the offence ? 

Tills was her torture through the night of a labouring 
^eart, that travelled to one dull shock, again and again 
n»peatt‘d: — the apprehended sound, in fact, of Dudley 
?5owt*rby’s knock at the street door. Or sometimes a foot- 
man iiauded her his letter, courteously phrased to withdraw 
from the alliance. Or else he came to a scene with iTesta 
aiuE Xjer mother was dragged into it, and the intolerable 
sul »jeet steamed about her. The girl was visioned as deadly. 

might; be indifferent to the protection of Dudley’s name. 
UoliUHt^ sanguine, Victor’s child, she might — her mother 
listened to a de.virs whisper: — but no; Nesta’s aim was at 
the htdghts ; she was pure in mind as in body. ISTo, but the 
world would bring tlie accusation; and the world would 
traee the cause: Heredity, it would say. Would it say 
falsely ? JSataly harpixl on the interrogation until she felt 
her (‘xisteuei‘ dissolving to a <lark stain of the earth, and she 
found li(‘rs(‘lf womlering at the breath she drew, doubting 
that another would follow, speculating on the cruel force 
which keeps UB to the act of breathing. — Though I could 
tiraw wild blissful breath if I were galloping across the 
iiiMors I h(‘r worn heart said to her youth : and out of ken of 
the wiu’ld, I could regain a portion of my self-esteem. — 
Nature then*at renewed her old sustainment with gentle 
murmurs, that wma^ supported by Dr. Themison’s account of 
virtuous luarriial lady who cluifed at the yoke on behalf 
of tier si*x, and detuned the iudependent union the ideal. 
Na tal v\h brain had a short gallop over moorland. It brought 
ht‘r fact* to fatu^ with Victor’s girl, and she dropped once 
more to hi*r remorse in herstdf and her reproaches of Nesta. 
The girl had inherited from her father something of tha 
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cataract^s force which won its way by catcliing or by 
mastering, uprooting, ruining ! 

In the morning she was heavily asleep. Victor left word 
with Hesta, that the dear mother was not to be disturbed. 
Consequently, when Dudley called to see Mrs. Victor Ibid- 
nor, he was informed that Miss Eadiior would receive liiiu. 

Their interview lasted an hour. 

Dudley came to Victor in the City about luncheon time. 
His perplexity of countenance was eloquent. Ib? had, be- 
fore seeing the young lady, digested an ininiense tU‘al: 
more, as it seemed to him, than any English gtmtlcman 
should be asked to consume. She now referred him t(» Iut 
father, who had spent a day in Brighton, and would, she 
said, explain whatever there was to be explaintni. but 
she added that if she was expected to abandon a friend, 
she could not. Dudley had argued with her u}k)u the 
nature of friendship, the measurement of its various 
dues ; he had lectured on the choice of friends, the impossi- 
bility for young ladies, necessarily inexperimuH*d, to dis- 
tinguish the right class of friends, the dungcu's they ran in 
selecting friends unwarranted by tlio stamp of honourable 
families. 

And what did Eredi say to that ? Victor inquired. 

^^MissEadnor said — I may be dense, I cannot compre- 
hend — that the precepts were suitable for s<*miuari(‘.s at 
Pharisees. When it is a question of a young huly asstudatr 
ing with a notorious woman ! 

^^Hot notorious. You spoil your case if you ex- 

tremely,’ as a friend says. X saw her yesterday. She 
worships ^ Miss Eadnor.’ ” 

^^Nesta will know when she is older; slu^ will thank 
me,” Dudley said hurriedly. ‘‘^As it is at present, I may 
reckon, I hope, that the association ctntses. Her nanu^ — I 
have to consider my family.’’ 

*^Good anchorage ! You must tight it out with tin* girl. 
And depend upon this — yonh'a not tlnq)oorer fen- iMung the 
husband of a girl of character* ; unless yon try bj brittle her. 
She belongs to her time. I don’t miml owning t<» y<cu she 
has given me a lead, — Fredi ’ll be nn^rry tfMiight. I lere ’s 
a letter I have from the Sanfredini, dated .Milan, frt\s!i 
this morning; invitation to bring the god-chihi to lusr villa 
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on Como in May; desirous to embrace ber. She wrote to 
tlie otlice. Not a word of her duque. She has pitched 
him to the winds. You may like to carry it of£ to h’redi 
and please her.” 

I have business,” Dudley replied. 

Away to it, then ! ” said Victor. You stand by me ? 
— we. expiUit our South London borough to be open ir, 
daiiuary ; early next year, at least; may be February. You 
havt‘ family interest there.” 

Personally, I will do my best,” Dudley said; and he 
escaped, fetdiug, with the universal censor’s angry spite, that 
the revolutions of the world had made one of the wealthiest 
of City men the head of a set of Bohemians. And there are 
eulogists (d' the modern time! And the man’s daughter 
was declared to belong to it 1 A visit in May to the Italian 
eautatric^e separated from her husband, would render the 
maiden an accomplished dinger of caps over the wind- 
mills. 

At home Victor discovered that there was not much more 
thati a truce between Nesta and Nataly. He had a medical 
hint from Dr. Theinison, and he counselled his girl to 
humour her mother as far as could be : particularly in re- 
lati()u to Dudley, whom Nataly now, woman-like, after 
oppcKsing, strongly favoured. How are we ever to get a clue 
to the labyrinthine convolutions and changeful motives of 
tht* Si‘X ! Dartre.y’s theories were absurd. Did Nataly 
tliiuk tliem daugtjrous for a young woman? The guess 
luutml at a clue, of some sort to the secret of her veering. 

M r. S(nv(‘rby Ic.ft me with an adieu,” said Nesta. 

‘‘ Mr. Sowerby ! My dear, he is bound, bound in honour, 
bound at heart. You did not dismiss him ?” 

“ I rt^peated the word he used. I thought of mother. 
Tim Idood leaves her cheeks at a disappointment now. She 
has taktm to like- him.” 

Why, you like him! ” 

I could not vow.” 

** Tush.” 

*PAh, don’t })rcs8 me, dada. But you will see, he has 
disengaged himstdf.” 

He had done it, though not in formal speech. Slow di- 
gi^stion of his native antagonism to these Bohemians, to say 
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nothing of his judicial condemnation of them, brought hiri 
painfully round to the writing of a letter to Nataly ; cuii 
ningly addressed to the person on whom his instinct toh 
him he had the strongest hold. 

She schooled herself to discuss the detested matter form 
ing Dudley’s grievance and her own with Nesta ; and it waj 
a woeful half-hour for them. But Nataly was not tin 
weeper. 

Another interview ensued between Nesta and her suitor 
Dudley bore no resemblance to Mr. Barmby, who refused t< 
take the word no from her, and had taken it, and had gone 
to do holy work, for which she revered him. Dudley’' toot 
the word, leaving her to imagine freedom, until once more 
her mother or her father, inspired by him, came interceding, 
her mother actually supplicating. So tluit the reality oi 
Dudley’s love rose to conception like a London dawn ovei 
Nesta; and how, honourably, decently, positively, to sevei 
herself from it, grew to be an ill-visaged problem. She 
glanced in soul at Dartrey Fenellan for help ; she had hiU‘ 
wild thoughts. Having once called him Dartrey, the vir- 
ginal barrier to thoughts was broken ; and but for love of 
her father, for love and pity of her mother, she would liave 
ventured the step to make the man who had her whole being 
in charge accept or reject her. Nothing else appeared iu 
prospect. Her father and mother were urgently one to 
favour Dudley ; and the sensitive gentleman presented luiii- 
self to receive his wound and to depart with it. But always 
he returned. At last, as if under tuition, he refraimnl frt>in 
provoking a wound; he stood there to win h(^r uiK)n any 
terms ; and he was a handsome figure, acknowh^dged by the 
damsel to be increasing in good looks as more and mor(* his 
pretensions became distasteful to her. Thc^ slight cast, of 
sourness on his lower features had almost vanished, his 
nature seemed to have enlarged. He com|)liment(Hl her lor 
her “generous benevolence,” vaguely, yet with evident sin- 
cereness; he admitted, that the modern world is “attempt- 
ing difficulties with at least commendable intentions ; ” and 
that the position of women demands improvenumt, (*on- 
sideration for them also. He said feelingly: “They havet 
to bear extraordinary burdens I ” There he stopped. 

The sharp intelligence fronting him understood tliat this 
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compassionate ejaculation was the point where she, too, 
must cry halt. He had, however — still under tuition, per- 
haps — -withdrawn his voice from the pursuit of her; anc 
so she in gratitude silenced her critical mind beneath a 
smooth conceit of her having led him two steps to a broader 
tolerance. „ Susceptible as she was, she did not influence 
lum without being affected herself in other things than her 
vanity : his prudishness affected her. Only when her heart 
ffainod did she disdain that real haven of refuge, with its 
visionary mount of superiority, offered by Society to its 
elect, in the habit of ignoring the sins it fosters under cloak ; 
— not less than did the naked barbaric time, and far more 
to tlie vitiation of the soul. He fancied he was moulding 
her ; therefore winning her. It followed that he had the 
lover^s desire for assurance of exclusive possession ; and re- 
flecting that he had greatly pardoned, he grew exacting. 
He mentioned his objections to some of Mr. Dartrey Feiiel- 
lau^s ideas. 

Nesta replied : I have this morning had two letters to 
make me happy.” 

A provoking evasion. He would rather have seen antag- 
onism bridle and stiffen her figure. Is one of them from 
that gentleman ? ” 

^^One is from my dear friend Louise de Seilles. She 
comes to me early next month.” 

Tlie other ? ” 

The other is also from a friend.” 

A dear friend ? ” 

.Not 80 dear. Her letter gives me happiness.” 

81i(i writes — not from France : from . . . ? you tempt 
im to guess.” 

She writes to tell me that Mr. Dartrey Fenellan has 
hclix'd her in a way to make her eternally thankful.” 

‘‘The place she writes from is . . . ? ” 

The drag of his lips betrayed his enlightenment. He in 
sistcd on doubting. He demanded assurance. 

** It matters in no degree,” she said. 

Dudley thought himself excusable for inquiring.” 

She bowed gently. 

The stings and scorpions and degrading itches of thia 
nest of wealthy Bohemians enraged him. 
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^^Are yon — I beg to ask — are you still : ■— 1 <'au liurilly 
tbink it — Nesta ! — I surely have aelaiui t<i :uivise ; it 
cannot be with your mother’s couseut : iu enuuiimut%'if iui^ 
in correspondence with . . . ^ 

Again she bowed her head, saying: it; is tnu*.” 

With that person ? 

He could not but look the witluu'ing disgiist of the 
modern world in a coiiservativt^ gtuitlenian w!u» has hetni 
lured to go with it a little way, only to be ** 1 ile- 

cline to b^elieve it/’ he said with huvilde s<mntL 

^^She is married/’ was the rather shaineh\ss, exasperating 
answer. 

Married or not ! ’’ In* cried, and nmrmurtHl : ** I liav’a 
borne — These may ho Ui\ Dartrey hVnellun's ideas; 
they are not mine. 1 have — Sometliing at least is tine to 
me. Ask any lady : — there are idtu-gynieii, I kuenv, 
clergymen who are for uplifting— quite right, hut lujt 
associating: — to call om* of thtun a friend! Ask any iutljj 
any ! Your mother ...” 

‘‘Ibeg you will not (iistrt*ss my imdher," said Nesta. 

^^Ibeg to know whether this eorrespondenee is to eon- 
tinue ? ” said Dudley. 

All my life, if I do not feel di.shonoured by it/' 

You are/' He added hastily : “Counsels of pnuleuei*: 
• — there is not a lady living who wiuihl tell you (4herwi.se. 
At all events, iu public opinion, if it won* kmrwui— and it 
would certainly be known, — a lady, wib* ov spiusbu’, wonhl 
suffer — would not escapt* the — at least shadow^ of di hh'- 
ment from relationship, any (h‘gre(‘ of intimaey with . . . 
hard words are wholes<)nH‘ in such a ea.si^ : — ‘ touch pibdi/ 
yes ! My sense is cohertmt/' 

Quite,” said Nesta. 

And you do not agret* with me 
I do not,” 

‘‘ Do you pretend to be as abb! to judge as I ? 
this instance, bi^tter.” 

‘‘Then I retire. I caimot r«*t:un my pl:ic«» here. Yo\x 
may depend upon it, the world is not wrtmg when it bu'lads 
young ladies to have eognimn(M» with women leading dis- 
urderly lives.” 

“ Only the women, Mr. Bowerby V ” 
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Men, too, of course.” 

You do not exclude the men from Society.” 

Oh. ! one reads that kind of argument in books.” 

Oh ! the worthy books, then, I would read them, if I 
could find them.” 

“ They are banned by self-respecting readers.^' 

It grieves me to think differently.” 

Dudley looked on this fair girl, as yet ilinocent girl ; and 
contrasting her with the foulness of the subject she dared 
discuss, it seemed to him that a world which did not 
puff at her and silence, if not extinguish, was in a state of 
liquefaction. 

Remembering his renewed repentances in absence, he 
said: do hope you may come to see that the views 

shared by your mother and me are not erroneous.” 

“But do nob distress her,” Nesta implored him. She 
is not well. When she has grown stronger, her kind heart 
will move her to receive the lady, so that she may not be 
deprived of the society of good women. I shall hope she 
will not disapprove of me. I cannot forsake a friend.” 
beg to say good-bye,” said Dudley. 

She had seen a rigidity smite him as she spoke; and so 
little startling was it, that she might have fancied it 
expected, save for her knowing herself too serious to have 
played at wiles to gain her ends. 

He ^‘wished her prudent advisers.” 

She thanked him. In a few days, Louise de Seilles 
will be here.” 

A Frenchwoman and Papist ! was the interjection of his 
twist of brows. 

Surely I must now he free ? she thought when he had 
covered his farewell under a salutation regretful in 
frostiness. 

A week later, she had the embrace of her Louise, and 
Armandine was made happy with a piece of Parisian 
riband. 

Winter was rapidly in passage : changes were visible 
everywhere ; Earth and House of Commons and the South 
London borough exhibited them ; Mrs. Burman was the 
sole exception. To the stupefaction of physicians, in a 
manner to make a sane man ask whether she was not being 

m 
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retained as an instrument for one of the darker purposes 
of Providence — and where are we standing if we ask such 
things? — she held onto her thread of life. 

February went by. And not a word from Themison; nor 
from Carling, nor from the Eev, Groseman Buttermore, nor 
from Jarniman. That is to say, the two former accepted 
invitations to grand dinners ; the two latter acknowledged 
contributions to funds in which they were interested ; but 
they had apparently grown to consider Mrs. Burman as an 
establishment, one of our fixtures. On the other hand, there 
was nothing to be feared from her. Lakelands feared 
nothing : the entry into Lakelands was decreed for the 
middle of April. Those good creatures enclosed the poor 
woman and nourished her on comfortable fiction. So the 
death of the member for the South London borough (fifteen 
years younger than the veteran in maladies) was not to be 
called premature, and could by no possibity lead to an 
exposure of the private history of the candidate for his 
vacant seat. 


CHAPTER XL 

AN EXPIATION 

Kataly had fallen to be one of the solitary who have no 
nompanionsliip save with the wound they nurse, to chafe it 
rather than try at healing. So rational a mind as she had 
was not long in outliving mistaken impressions ; she could 
distinguish her girl’s feeling, and her aim ; she could speak 
on the subject with Dartrey, and still her wound bled on. 
Louise de Seilles comforted her partly, through an exalta- 
tion of Xesta. Mademoiselle, however, by means of a change 
of tone and look when Dudley Sowerby and Dartrey Fenellan 
were the themes, showed a too pronounced preference of 
the more unstable one: — or rather, the man adventurous 
•out of the world’s highways, whose image, as husband of 
«uch a daughter as hers, smote the wounded mother with a 
chillness. Mademoiselle’s occasional thrill of fervency in 
an allusion to Dartrey, might have tempted a suspicious 
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UToman to indulge suppositions, accounting for the young 
Frenchwoman’s novel tenderness to England, of which 
Nfesta proudly, very happily, boasted. The suspicion pro- 
posed itself, and was rejected: for not even the fever of 
m insane body could influence Nataly’s generous character,, 
to let her moods divert and command her thoughts of 
persons. 

ih'r thoughts were at this time singularly lucid upon 
everything about her ; with the one exception of the reason 
wliy she had come to favour Dudley, and how it was she 
hatl been smitten by that woman at Brighton to see herself 
in her position altogether with the world's relentless, unex- 
amining hard eyes. Bitterness added, of Mrs. Marsett : She 
is uia<le an honest woman ! — And there was a strain of the 
lower in Nataly, to reproach the girl for causing the reflec- 
tion to be cast on the unwedded. Otherwise her mind was 
open; she was of aid to Victor in his confusion over some 
lost Idea he had often touched on latterly. And she was 
the*, one who sent him ahead at a trot under a light, by say- 
ing : You would found a new and more stable aristocracy 
of the contempt of luxury : ” when he talked of combatting 
*Jews with a superior weapon. That being, in fact, as 
Ctdney Durance had pointed out to him, the weapon of self- 
coiupiest used by them “ before they fell away to flesh- 
pottery.” Was it his Idea ? He fancied an aching at the 
back of lus htiad when he speculated. But his Idea had 
Ihhui surpassingly luminous, alive, a creation ; and this came 
be.fore him with the yellow skin of a Tlieory, bred, born of 
books. Though Nataly’s mention of the aristocracy of self- 
denying discii)line struck a Lucifer in his darkness. 

N<ista likewise*, helped ; but more in what she did than in 
what slu*. said : she sj:)oke intelligently enough to make him 
feel a (U*rtain increas<J of alarm, amounting to a cursory 
S(n*ret ae,knowl(‘(lg(unent of it, both at her dealings with 
Dudley and with himself. She so quietly displaced the 
hely visiting him at the City offices. His girl’s disregard of 
lio itile wt‘ather, and her company, her talk, delighted him : 
still he remonstrated, at her coming daily. She came : nor 
was th<n'(*, an instigation on the part of her mother, clearly 
mnm : her mother askt^d him once whether he thought she^ 
met the dreadful Brighton woman. His Eredi drove con** 
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stantly to walk back beside him Westward, as he loved ta 
do whenever it was practicable 5 and exceeding the flattery 
of his possession of the gallant daughter, her conversation 
charmed him to forget a disappointment caustal by the 
defeat and entire exclusion of the lady visiting him so 
complimentarily for his advice on stocks, shares, mines, et 
cetera. The lady resisted; she was vanquished, as the 
shades are displaced by simple apparition of daylight. 

His Fredi was like the daylight to him ; she was the very 
daylight to his mind, whatsoever their theme of (‘onvcrse; 
for by stimulating that ready but vagrant mind to quit the 
leash of the powerful senses and be ^ethereally excursive, she 
gave him a new enjoyment; which led to retiections — a 
sounding of Nature, almost a question to her, on the verge 
of a doubt. Are we, in fact, harmonious with the Great 
Mother when we yield to the pressure of our natures for 
indulgence? Is she, when translated into us, solely the 
imperious appetite? Here was Fredi, his little Fredi — 
stately girl that she had grown, and grave, too, for all her 
fun and her sail on wings — lifting him to pleasures not 
followed by clamorous, and perfectly satisfactory, yet dis- 
composingly ’ violent, appeals to Nature. They could be 
vindicated. Or could they, when they would not l)ear a 
statement of the case? He could not imagine himself 
stating it namelessly to his closest friend — not to Bimeon 
Fenellan. As for speaking to Dartrey, the notion took him 
with shivers: — Young Dudley would have seemed a more 
possible confidant : — and he represented the Puritan world. 
— And young Dudley was getting over Fredi’s infatuation 
for the woman she had rescued: he was beginning to fancy 
he saw a right enthusiasm in it; — in the abstru<‘t ; if only 
the fair maid would drop an unseemly accpiaintaiu^t'. He 
had called at the office to say so. Victor stammtuHHl the 
plea for him. 

Never, dear father,” came the smootli answer : a slmckirig 
answer in contrast with the tones. Her Knglish was as 
lucid as her eyes when she continued u|> to tln^ shock she 
dealt: ^‘Do not encourage a good man to waste his thoughts 
upon me. I have chosen my mate, and I may mwer marry 
him. I do not know whether he w()uld marry He has 
my soul. I have no shame in saying I love him. It is to 


300 ON TRANSLATING HOMER. 

mention him because, in so eminent a degree, he pos- 
sessed these two invaluable literary qualities, — a true 
sense for his object of study, and a single-hearted care 
for it. He had both ; but he had the second even 
more eminently than the first. He greatly developed 
the first through means of the second. In the study 
of art, poetry, or philosophy, he had the most un- 
divided and disinterested love for his object in itself, 
the greatest aversion to mixing up with it anything 
accidental or personal. His interest was in literature 
itself; and it was this which gave so rare a stamp to 
his character, which kept him so free from all taint of 
Httleness. In the saturnalia of ignoble personal pas- 
sions, of which the struggle for literary success, in old 
and crowded communities, offers so sad a spectacle, 
he never mingled. He had not yet traduced his 
friends, nor flattered his enemies, nor disparaged 
what he admired, nor praised what he despised. 
Those who knew him weU had the conviction that, 
even with time, these literary arts would never be 
his. His poem, of which I before spoke, has some 
admirable Homeric qualities ; — out-of-doors freshness, 
life, naturalness, buoyant rapidity. Some of the ex- 
pressions in that poem, — Dangerous Corrievreckan 
. . . Where roads are unknown to Loch Nevish ,” — come 
back now to my ear with the true Homeric ring. 
But that in him of which I think oftenest is the 
Homeric simplicity of his literary life. 
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his character, which kept him so free from all taint of 
Httleness. In the saturnalia of ignoble personal pas- 
sions, of which the struggle for literary success, in old 
and crowded communities, offers so sad a spectacle, 
he never mingled. He had not yet traduced his 
friends, nor flattered his enemies, nor disparaged 
what he admired, nor praised what he despised. 
Those who knew him weU had the conviction that, 
even with time, these literary arts would never be 
his. His poem, of which I before spoke, has some 
admirable Homeric qualities ; — out-of-doors freshness, 
life, naturalness, buoyant rapidity. Some of the ex- 
pressions in that poem, — Dangerous Corrievreckan 
. . . Where roads are unknown to Loch Nevish ,” — come 
back now to my ear with the true Homeric ring. 
But that in him of which I think oftenest is the 
Homeric simplicity of his literary life. 
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